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AT CERTAIN C KIiEKRATION3 
I5v WIMiY MOONS OF MaIICII JIK WORK 
AY mm: r.ows of iTCirmu decorations.” 


Not in the cart, tho common curt, 
With vulgar items of the bag, 

But in a special place apart 
Let him be' laid, our warrior-wag; 
Hero in tho scene whore last he sprinted 
And, Sprinting, foil convulsed with 
mirth, 

Give him his hero's dues unstinted. 
Lay him in eart h. 

He was a most unusual hare, 

This Hildebrand; he loved to faco 
The powder's music and to share 
Our simple pleasures of the chase; 
Delight of camaraderio pricked him 
To join ns at the first report, 

And, when he died, he died a victim 
To love of sport. 

Indifferent hofr romote the beat 
And what tho weather, foul or fine, 
lie would attend with instant feet 
And run tho gauntlet of the line; 
Wearing a smile of calm derision 
Yot not unmixed with kind regards, 
He mocked, in profile, our precision 
At fifty yards. 


.VC'vv 


“Hk mocked, a mruz, oca mcistox." 


Yet was his fur no coat of mail 
To let his limbs escape immune; 
People would notice how his tail 
Ended an inch or so too soon; 
Through punctured ears one saw the 
stubble; 

His Hanks wero drilled with draughty 
dints; 

And half his hind-legs gavo him trouble 
If or want of splints. 

Legends arose of his renown, 

How that his courage under fire 
Had won, by wide consent, the crown 
Of every soldier’s heart’s desire ; 

And how at certain celebrations 
By windy moons of March ho woro 
Whole rows of fighting decorations, 
Three doep or more. 

• 

There was the Norfolk Star he gained 
Bor cool behaviour in the roots; 
Likewise the D.S.O., obtained 
The day he rushed the Colonel’s 
hoots; 

And here, too, where he bit the greasy 
Bank of tho hedge at which he dived, 
He surely must have earned the V.O. - 
Had he survived. 

But no, his destined hour had struok; 

Not all his judgment, nice and true, 
His sense of range, his gift of luck, . 
V Availed, this time.toget him through ; 
Bight onthe post, when he had flouted: 

A dozen barrels’harmless bark, 
Fate's humour intervened and outed 
His vital spark. . ...... 


— 



, \H t 

IWw/ 




“The day he eoiif.ii the C’uminki.’s bouts." 

For, as he flow the open field, 

Taking, from timo to timo, a scratch, 

He failed to mark a gun concealed 
In the ensuing turnip-patch; 

He failed, I say, to see this ambush, 
And suddenly there rang a shot 

From somewhere just behind a dam 
bush— 

And he was not 1 

He fell, and in his filmy eye 
Tho laughter said: “You had the 
there I” 

And that *s a sporting reason why 
We leave him now in earth’s good 
care; 

Not.to the game-room, grim and gory, 
Shall he, our Hildebrand, lie lugged, 

But here shall lie,*in all bis dory, 

Unskinned, unjugged, 0,8. 
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mincemeat Answer to a Correspondent:—To In the nature of some persons the 

jttiNOJsnusA . remove the taste of Castor Oil from bargaining spirit would appear to be in- 

(% ottr Ckanvancty Artiste.) the mouth, you will find nothing so eraaicable. An Anglo-German plaintiff 

At last, we hear, the slot machine efficacious as a dose of Gregory Powder, was being sworn. He was asked to 
which so many commercial firms have ipeak “ the truth, the whole truth, and 

boon working for has been produced. Answer to another Correspondent:— nothing but the truth." “Yell, shall 
Upon a French penny being inserted To keep tho nose warm in winter try ve say almost de whole truth,” he 

in this machine it plays the “ Marseil - strapping a knitted egg-eo3y on tho suggested with a winning smile. 

taise ’’ and brings up tho polieo. part affected. *j* 

*<.* *** _ We imagine that the most hard- 

By-tho-by, a vacuous youth recently . An advertisement:—"Write for our worked private secretary in the world 
placed a half-crown instead of a penny Anti-Fat Book. Thin paper edition now is the gentleman who acts in that 
in one of the existing machines at u ready.” capacity for a certain "sslf-made” 

railway station to see if,- 1 Knight whose hobby is 


it would work. It would 
nbt, and the young man 
complained to a porter. 
“Serves you right," re¬ 
marked that function¬ 
ary, “ for trying to cheat 
tho machine.” 

Accident at a Suooting 
Pauty. 

Sir Max Weinberg 
was out with a shooting 
party one afternoon last 
week, when a pheasant 
flew overhead. Sir Max 
fired, and the bird fell 
dead, „ „ 

" Father,” asked little 
Ernest, “ why' won't 
ghosts let you touch 
thorn 1" A I expect it's 
on account of their 
clothes," replied tho 
Source of all Knowledge. 
" You see they 're al¬ 
ways dressed in white, 
and so they 're afraid of 
your finger-marks.” 

* * 

The announcement 
that the whole town of 
Santa. F6, Kansas, is 
shortly to be moved on 
wheels a distance of six 
miles to the south makes 
one wonder whether it 
might not be possible 
to take London to the 
seaside for a month each 
year in the hot season. 
The experiment might 
be tried first with a 
smaller city, such as 
Manchester. 


\ ^ ‘ . * i< »■ * ' ‘ t** ■ . a*!.; . - ‘ 

' ». r'■ 

. • . V* , i (> ’ i ."S', • *''i • . 

, • w\_i i, i.\ . s.,’, . r,, 1 4> \ . ■ ■ * 

: &mm£ 






Client. 11 JioW IS IT OYSTERS All! SO MUCH BETTER IN COLD WEATHER?” 

Bar Tauter. "I inixso, Sin ; I suitose it’s because they vulls their- 


‘'ELVES TOCETIIKR. 


A WOMAN’S WORD 
(IN SEASON). 

Now, what shall I write on Jim’s card'? 

I'm utterly stuck for a word. 

“Kind greetings" sound frigid and 
hard , 

And "regards" (even "cordial”) 
absurd. 

I want something warm yet restrained 
Just to fill the blank space on the page; 


For all may be lost, nothing gained, 

If I show him too much at this stage. 

My troubles would soon be dispersed 
If Jim, like a person of sense, 

Had posted his Christmas Card first 
And shown me a lead at the fence; 
Not sure of the lie of the land, 

I won’t run the risk of mishap, 

But keep my emotions in hand 
And make for a popular gap. 


- 1 Knight whose hobby is 

oratory. Not only has 
•T ,v , ■ vt tho secretary to write his 

; - v ’4' i master’s speeches, but 
he has so to compose 
Lu ... J them that thoy do not 

(Kf - contain a single word 

,nir ; beginning with the letter 
Mb* PC H. Tho secretary looks 

k* V £ 3 tirod sometimes. 

RtfSg> “ The hair is a plant,” 

iJfMjw, a scientist informs us. 

Ita jj Thisexplainsthehoftfa'o- 
' t ,ft tliic use of tiie hair- 

ss^jnt} i restorer—anothor plant. 

^ lAjjgjf Messrs. A. & C. Black 
jn- UQjlw have published a book 

,p Wiri on “British Castles.” 

VW i Frankly we think it a 

"i] pity, in view of what 

zpr? i happened recently to 

. | Tattershall Castle, to 

j draw attention to the 

fact that we still have 

\ ,' some left. We trust. 

auyliow, that there will 
ho no American edition 
of this work. 

It is not only to care- 
i less people that accidents 

, happen. The other day 

. 1 a caretaker was run over. 

■ • i > " Wantod, spado 

hands." So runs an 
. . - ! adverliseinontemanating 

y- from some Cheltenham 

>\ Nurseries. Wcadmirethe 

S modesty of the children's 

" * request. For ourselves 

weather we 8 j 10U i^ have chosen a 

;v vulls their- g0t 0 { Uo-trympera with 

-four aces apiece._ 

“Best wishes ’’—I think that will do, 

“ For Christmas, and each other,, 
Day.”. 

It doesn’t say volumes, it’s true, 

And heavens 1 what heaps I could 
say! 

What I want him to gather is this— 
And he might if he wasn’t so shy— 
That, of course, my best wishes are 
his, 

And so, for the asking, am I. 
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THE GIAJJT WgO DIED j 
FROM LAUGHING. i 

(A Jfatler-of-J'uct Fairy Talc.) \ 

Once upon a time there was a King i 
who had tiiree sons. The two eldest [ 
were lazy good-for-nothing 
young men, but the third' 
son, whose name was 
Charming, was a delightful Jfflk 

youtli, who was lovod by J&trS 
everybody (outside his 
family) who knew him. I 

r Wbonever he rode through 
the town the people used I i \ I 
to stop whatever work they £?¥ A 
were engaged upon and M UJ 
wave their caps and cry /7y ms \ 
" Hurrah for Prince Charm- %Jr\ la 
ing! and even after lie J 

had passed they would 1 ft 

continue to stop work, in \Mj 
care he might bo coming yj 7 

back tho samo way, when I r 

they would wavo their caps A 
and cry “Hurrah for I’rinco 
Charming 1" again, it was 
wonderful how fond of him , 

they were. 

Hut alas! his father the ^ 
King was not so fond. lie preferred his 
eldest son; which was funny of him, 
because he must have known that only 
the third.and youngest son is ever any 
good in a family. Indeed, tho King 
himself had been a third son, so he had 
really no cxcuso for ignoraneo on the 
point. X am afraid the tiulh was that 
he was jealous of Charming, because the 
latter was so popular outside his family. 

Now there lived in the Palace an old 
woman called Countess Caramel, who 
had been governess to Charming when 
ho was young. When the Queen lay 
dying tho Countess had promised her 
that she would look after her youngest 
boy for her, and Charming had often 
confided in Caramel since. One morn¬ 
ing, when his family had been parti¬ 
cularly rude to him at breakfast, Charm- 
iug said to her: 

“ Countess, I lnvvo mado up my mind, 

1 and I am going into tho world to seek 
my fortune.” 

“ I have been waiting for this,” said 
the Countess. “ Ilore is a magic ring. 
Wear it always on your littlo finger, 
and whenever you want help turn it 
round once and help will come.” 

Charming thanked her and put tho 
ring on his finger. Then he turned it 
round once just to mako sure that it 
worked. Immediately tho oddest little 
dwarf appeared in front of him. 

"Speak and I will obey,” said the 
dwarf. 

Now Charming didn't want .anything 
at all just then, so after thinking for a 
moment he said, " Go away 1 ” 


The dwarf, a little surprised, dis¬ 
appeared. 

“ This is splendid,” thought Charm- 


But Charming did not want to talk 
about brothers. He sat down on a 
fallen log beside her, and looked at her 


ing, and lie started on his travels with entranced. 

a light heart. “ I think you are the most lovely 

The sun was at its highest as he lady in all the world," ho said, 
came to a thick wood, and in its shado “ Am I ? ” said tho Princess, whose 

_ name, by the way, was 

/ra JML B °She > looked away from 

■ 1 him and there was silence 

.jhjjT tffflfrCSk i between them. Charming, 

fV$§/h HiiSisk a a * i a l° Ra ’ fidgeted 

iy| (aSSlgaMB/i nervously with his ring, and 

^ us- began to speak again. 

lA p “Ever since 1 have known 

\ IT* $ help ?” said the dwarf, ap- 

f |j i i. in tho least. 1 can manage 

i - this quite well by myself.” 

f “ Speak, and I will obey." 

^ “ Then 8° awa X” baia 

/ Charming; and tho dwarf, 

\ who was beginning to lose 

his grip of things, again 

, , , . .. disappeared. 

hjt to Titfhl: 1st hou , 2ml son, 3nl huij , king, Iioniut.) rj.j 16 p r i nceBflf liaving 


e_— 




)| 1119 v*- UIIIUE3, atttuu 

•Tiibki: was a Kivi mm iiAi> vnuKr. m>ns t i 

, , ... , ,, disappeared. 

hjt lo i njlil: 1st w.u,‘Jinl sou, 3iil sou, king, liuimcl.) q<| ie p 1 .i noesSi having 

he lay down to rest. IIo was awakened politely pretended to be looking for 
by the sound of weeping. Rising something while this was going on, 
hastily to his feet he peered through turned to him again, 
tho trees, and thero, fifty yards away " Como with me,” she said, 11 and I 
from him, by the side of a stream sat will show you how you can help me.” 
the most beautiful damsel ho had ever She took him by tho hand and led 
seen, wringing her hands and sobbing him down a narrow glade to a littlo 
bitterly, i’rince Charming, grieving clearing in tho middle of the wood, 
at the sight of beauty in such distress, Then she made him sit down beside 
coughed and came nearer. her on the grass, and there she told 

§ t liim her talo. 

“ Thero is a giant called Blunderbus," 
she said, “ who lives in a great castle 
ten milos from here. He is a terrible 
magician, and years ago because I 
would not marry him ho turned my— 

myjjrother into a- I don’t know 

how to tell you—into a—a tortoise.” 
She put her hands to her face and 
sobbed again. 

“ Why a tortoise ? ” said Charming, 
knowing that sympathy was useless, but 
fooling that he ought to say something. 

“ I don't know. He just thought of 
it. It—it isn’t a very nice thing to be.” 

“And why should ho turn your 
In-othcr into it? I mean, if he had 

turned you into a tortoise-Of 

course,” he went on hurriedly, “I’m 

m,,,., ..„ . „„ very glad he didn’t." • 

' , J j' .'’’ “Thank you,” said Beauty. 

(/ harcjatyvUrn in* cum.) „ But j ^ understand why-" 

" Princess,” lie said tenderly, for he “ He knew he could hurt me more 
knew she must be a Princess, “ you by making my brother a tortoise than 
are in trouble. How can I help you ? ” by making me one,” she explained, and 
" Fair Sir," she answered, “ I had looked at him anxiously, 
thought to be alone. But, since you This was a new idea to Charming, 

are here, you can help me if you will, who had two brothers of his own; and 
I hare a—a brother-" j he looked at her in some surprise. 
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“ Oh, what does it matter why he " Yes; didn’t she tell you about tho I don't think like one, stupid. Else I 

-i •<.«*» J 1. __ U _.. L a. .it_L _ L. J J o M ¥ . 1_i i u i V • >» . 


did it ?" she oried as he was about to others who had tried ? ” 


speak. " Why do giants do things ? 
/don't know." 

“ Princess,” said Charming remorse- 


shouldn't min<^ being ope.’ 


“ I forgot to," said Beauty, frowning “ I never thought of thilt.” 
at him. " No one does, except me. And T 

“ Ah, well, porhaps in that case can think of nothing else.” He paused 


fully, and kissed her hand, “ tell me we'd bettor not go into it now,” said and added confidentially, “ We 're 


how I can help you." 

“My brother,” said 
Beauty, " was to have 
met me here. He is 
late again.” She sighed 
and added, “He used 
to be so punctual." 

“ But now can I help 
him ? ” askedCharm ing. 

" It is like this. The 
only way in which tho 
enchantment can be 
taken oil him is for 
someone to kill the 
Giant. But, if onco 
the enchantment has 
stayed on for seven 
years, then it stays on 
for ever.” 

Hero she looked down 
and bufiit into tears. 

“Tliesovon years,” sho 
sobbed, “are over at sun- 
down this afternoon.” 


the Tortoise. 


f /" / 


’!< / -f i + 


“ But before you start | trying rum omelettes just now. Some¬ 
how I don’t think tor- 
/Jfih . tones really like them. 

However, we shall see. 
J 'jr • 1 suppose you've never 

heard anything definite 
against them ? ” 

Ifjffjy “ You needn’t bother 

about that,” said 

W^L Charming briskly. “By 

to-night you will hie 
a man aga'n.” And 

jSMT ho patted him en- 

l I JSrtjJ couragingly on the shell 

J I i and returned to take 

/ \ fl, _ ( y an affectionate farewell 

As soon 118 * ,e was 

m. - HKi \Jr alone, Charming turned 

^ the ring round his 

finger, and the dwarf 
appeared before him. 

, “The same as usual?” 

O S com r asy. ., , . 

said the dwarf, prepar- 

. - A 11- - _ _• l.T /• .1 . • 1 .1 *1 1 T-r_ 


Two’s COMPANY. 


“I soe,” said Charming thought- 1 should like to talk to you privately ing to vanish at the word. Ho was just 
fully. ‘ for a moment." He took Charming on beginning to get into the swing of it. 

“ Here is my brother,” cried Beauty. ‘ one side and whispered, “ 1 say, do you “ No, no,” said Charming hastily. 
An enormous tortoise came slowly know anything about tortoises?" “I rosily want you this time.” He 
into view. Beauty rushed up to “ Very little," said Charming. “ In thought; for a moment. “ I want," he 

him and, having explained Iho situ- fact--" said at last, “a sword. One'that will 

ation rapidly, made tho necessary " Then you don’t happon to know kill giants.” 

introduction. what they eat? " Instantly a gleaming sword was at 

“ Charmed,” said the Tortoise. “You “ I’m afraid I don’t.” his foot, lie picked it up and examined 

can’t miss the castle; it’s the only “ Dash it, why doesn’t anybody it. 

one near hero, and Blunderbus is sure know ? Tho others all made tho most “ Is this really a magic sword ? " 
to he at home. I need not toll you ridiculous suggestions. Steak and kid- "It has but to inflict one scratch," 
how grateful 1 shall bo if you kill him. ney puddings—and shrimp sandwiches ; said the dwarf, “and the result is 
Though I must say," he addod, “ it j—and buttered toast. Dear me! The]death.” 

• [Mroducin^Mj'to Charmvq.) TblackCd ''and^a r0t ' KS °"' AS,I1 "* a *” olT TuUTo ' SK8r ’ 

puszles me to think how you are going piece of chalk and gave me a lecture Charming, who had been feeling 
to do it.” on the diet and habits of the common the blade, took his thumb away 

“ I have a friend who will help me," tortoise, before showing me but of the hastily, 
said Charming, fingering his ring. front gate? No, he simply turned mo “ Then I shall want a cloak of dark- 
“Well, I only hope you’ll be luckier into the form of a tortoise and left my ness,” he said. * 

than the others.” mind and soul as it was before. I've “Behold, here it is. Beneath this 

" The others ? * cried Charming in got the anatomy of a tortoise, I've got cloak the wearer is invisible to the eyes 
Surprise, the very delicate inside of a tortoise, but of his enemies.” 




Wm 


“Mr BkotuekI” 

(Introducing Ida Family to Charming.) 


"Do roe know Asvimxa aiioit toutoisbs!" 
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“ One tiling more," said Charming, of twenty-one miles each. But this Charming stopped short. • 

“A pair-of seven-league boots .... was before Euclid's time. " You see me?" he cried furiously. 

Thank you. That is all to-day." However, by taking one step to the “ Of course I do 1 Really, you 

Directly the dwarf was gone, Charm- north and another to the south-west, mustn't expect to come into a house 
ing kicked off his shoes and stepped he found himself close enough. A without anything on your feet and not 
into the magic boots; then ho seized short, if painful, walk, with his boots in be a little noticeable. Even in a crowd 
the sword and the cloak and darted off his hand, brought him to his destina- 1 should have picked you out." 
on his lady’s behest. He had “That miserable dwarf,” 

barely gone a hundred paces , r said Charming savagely, 

before a sudden idea camo to \ / ,, “ swore solemnly to me that 

him, and he pulled himself , * L. ) beneath this cloak I was 

up short. ,* ' v \\ ) • C? invisible to the eyes of my 

“Let me see,” he reflected; > " ,\ - , ) enemies I” 

"the castle was ten miles ' \\ jJWjP ' , , “But then we aren't 

away. These are seven- enemies,” smiled tho Giant 

league boots—so that I have ' r< '' sweetly, “ I like you im- 

eomo about two thousand , ^ mensoly. Tliero ‘a something 

miles. I shall have to go . -- ' - & alioutyou— directlyyoucame 

back." He took some hasty ^ : -_ in ... I think it must be 

steps baok, and found himself MV 1/ - , " ^ love at first sight." 

in the wood from which he ™ ’ 'fjf. “ So that 's how he tricked 

"Well?” said Princess \ T ^ “ Oh-no, it wasn’t really 

Beauty, “Have you killed ’''ffh:' ^ - * hke that. The fact is you 

him?” ‘ IIf.-’.- Msk —. are invisible beneath that 

"No, n-no,” stammered . I cloak, -only—you'll gxcuse 

Charming, “not exactly * -- •" ,J,- i- • -m • “y pointing it out—there 

killed him. I was just—just are such funny bits of you 

practising something. The ' ft~'that aren’t beneath the cloak, 

fact is,” he'added confi- You’ve no idea how odd you 

dentially, “I’ve got a pair J*C look; just a head and two 

of new boots on, and-” W9rt, 3 | A ' logs, and a couple of arms. 

He saw the look of cold sur- !*jjfc 1 JftSBjJ BfcATgrlm . . . Waists,” ho murmured 

prise in her faco and went on to himself, "are not being 

quickly, «I swear,Princess, JS- uf'^Kbr;wom this year.” 

that I will not return to you V wC/B/gy* But Charming had had 

again without his heath” ' ’ fw frw : V^ enough of talk. Gripping 

Ho took a quick step in the '""V ij'y./ if', M * - / V,- his sword firmly, ho threw 

direction of the castle and ' yfujtfI /». < '* I '' JW &WiSKBSM aside his useless cloak, dashed 

found himself soaring over matMg y . r-’,'.-? »pgx|HNHH forward, and with a beautiful 

it; turned eleven miles off fft ftf lunge pricked his enemy in 

and stepped back a pace ; the anklo. 

overshot it again, and arrived “Victory 1 no cried, waving 

at the very feet of the Princess. lion. lie hud a moment’s natural Ids magic sword above his head. "Thus 

“ His head I ” said Beauty eagerly. hesitation about calling at a strange is Beauty’s brother delivered I ” 

“ I—I must have dropped it,” said castle in Ids stockinged feet, hut con- The Giant stared at him for a full 
Charming, hastily pretending to feel soled himself with tho thought that in minute. Then he put his hands to his 

for it. “I’ll just go and-” IIo life - and - death matters one cannot sides and fell back shaking in his chair. 

stepped off in confusion. bother about little points of etiquette, “ Her brother I ” he roared. “ Well, 

Eleven miles the wrong side of the and that, anyhow, the giitot would not of all the—— Her brother I ” ilo 

if. he able to see him. Then, donning the rolled on the floor in a paroxysm of 

magic cloak, and with the magic sword . ,, ,,, 

in Ids hand, lie entered the castle gates. - /..-ft’' • ''-^KUSfe j 

¥4; For an instant his heart seemed to stop u.JftY /g&U/l I £"vE I jjtVj 1 1 

f beatm£, but tire thought of the Princess I 

<* 0 *?*" round,'gave a start of surprise, bent 4- i 

forward eagerly a moment, and then »X e 

,,m"_ leant back chuckling. Like most over- :■ a 

grown men he was naturally kiudhearted • 

castle, Charming sat down to think.it and had a simple humour, but he could 
‘out. It was hut two hours to sun- lie stubborn when ho liked. The original 
down. Wittymt his magio boots he affairof thetortoiseseemstohaveshown ' -j> - . 

would get to the oastle too late. Of him both at his best and at his worst. 

course, what lie really wanted to do " Why do you walk like that?” be -p BE Dm 0l , THE MAeIC ^ - ; 
was to erect an isosceles triangle on a said pleasantly to Charming. "The {Xol> as (hu ^ K aJi tnw „ /c \ m 
base of eleven miles, having two sides baby is not asleep.” mm «f the pieces miming.) * 


.qr-.'CKX- 


;<^"2 








OilAiiMiM; .Miwrni;K-< tub niM-AM-r. 


lie had a moment’s natural ibis magic sword aliove his head. "Thus 


irf™ : I 

ft 


‘Have you kii.i.ku him I” 


we , i ■. 
' 


The effect of the Magic Cloak. 
(Xot, as you. thought, a jig-saw puate with 
some of the pieeee miming.) ' 
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mirth. "Her brother! Oh, you- 

You ’ll kill me 1 Her b-b-b-b-brother 1 

Herb-b-b-b-herb b-b—herb-b——” 

The world suddenly seemed very 
cold to Charming, ilo turned the 
ring on his finger. 




WM 


m 



Wi 



Bi.IIMpEUHI'S SEEK Ills I .AST JOKE. 

“ "Well ? ” said the Dwarf. 

“ I want,” said Charming curtly, “ to 
bo back at home, riding through the 
streets on my cream palfrey, amidst the 
cheers of the populace. . . . At once.” 

«■ it it' •' ■» « 

An hour later Princess Beauty and 
Prince Udo, who was not her brother, 
gazed into each other's eyeB; and 
Beauty's last illusion went. 

“ You 'yb altered,” she said slowly. 


“ Yes, I'm not really much like a! dinner; awl next morning he was more 
tortoise,” raid Udo humorously. ! popular than over as he rode through 
"1-meant since seven years ago. j the streets of the city. But Blunderbus 
You're much stouter than I thought." j lay dead in his Castlo. You and I 
“ Time hasn’t exactly stood still with' know that he was killed by the magic 
you, you know, Beauty." , sword; yet somehow a strange legend 

“ Yet you saw me every day, 
and wont on loving me.” J 

“ Well—er-” He shuffled 

his feet and looked away. 

"Well, you see—of course 1 
wanted to get hack, you see — 

and os long* as you—1 mean if ws U i 

wc—if you thought we were in JksV 

love with each other, then, of \ fk 

course, you were ready to lielp I? j£jsM\' 

“You’re quite old and bald. . \1 jf..". , ^ JL-\ ‘j/ 

I can’t think why I didn't nolico ^ -W- 

“Well, you wouldn't when I * / 

was a tortoiso," said Udo pleas- _ .. ,. , 

antly. “As tortoisos go l was ’ 

really quite a youngster. Most of them j grew up around his death. And ever 
live to be a tremendous age. Besides, i afterwards in that country, when ono 
anyhow one never notices baldness in j man told his neighbour a more than 
a tortoise.” ordinarily humorous anecdote, the latter 

“ I think,” said Beauty, weighing her would cry, in between the gusts of 
words carefully, “ I think you 'vo gone merriment, " Don't 1 You '11 make me 
off a good deal in looks in the last day die of laughter! ” And'then he would 
or two." pull himself together, and add with 

». it • -a •». a sigh*— * 1 “Like Blunderbus.”. 

Charming was home in time for A. A. M. 
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ON THE PORTRAIT OF A FRIEND. 


When all tho world is cold and dark without, 

When through a window that is far from clean 
The solemn day peers in as though in doubt— 

He that of late so buoyant was of mien— 

As to his very fitness to be soon ; 

When London fog, and skios of London grey, 

Recall the golden splendour that has been, 

And tho siok bard reflects, with strong dismay, 

That here ho is for good, and here he lias to stay; 

Then, when the gates of light are wholly blocked, 
My fragile soul, accustomed to a peak 
Of clear empyreal air, is straightly knocked 
Into the glooming middle of next week. 

Darkling I gaze around, and darkling seek 
Borne helpful charm these wintry woes to end, 
Vainly, until, with sudden-brightening cheek, 

I turn to thee, 0 Portrait of my Friend, 

And slowly all grows clear, and things begin to mend. 

On a most mellow lawn, within a chair 
Of pleasing comfort, calmly as a lord 
He sits; a blissful scent is on thd air, 

Borne from his pipe: umbrageous elms afford 
A comely shelter for the shaven sward; 

Pensive lyj sits; a book is bn Eis knee. 

Ah, happy book, he is not looking bored; 
Doubtless his musing:-: are inspired oy thee 
Partly, and partly by th’ approaching hour of tea. 


And, gazing with rapt eyes, I am withdrawn 
Into a pleasant land of summer easo. - .. 
Melhinks 1 stand upon a flower-fringed lawn; 

Roses commingle on a lighlsorao breeze 
With the choice weed; the lazy hum of bees, 

The song of sleepy birds, entrance my sprite; 

All is cool air, clear skies, and kindly trees 
That shed a shadowy rapture—different, quite, 

From the depressing weight of Jown’s materiel blight. 

And in that hour what fantasies of song, 

Like wandering cloudlets, flow across my brain I 
' What spell is on me 1 I could go full strong, 

But no. The fancy fades. I hear again 
- The press of many feet, the dripping rain; 

. The fog broods round me, and the solemn day 
Pallidly glimmers through an unclean pane; 

And all is aim, and dull, and dismal grey, 

As I turn up the light, and sigh, ab weu-a-way. 

' 0 eool, calm shape, sit on. Thy fragrant pipe 
v t For ever shalt thou smoke, and not consume, 

- For thee shall summer be for ever ripe, 

The sky be fair, nor waning seasons doom 
' fThy fancy suiting to a wintry tomb. ■ * 

Fair youth,'beneath thine elms, thou canstjnot know 

- - Ths awful .deeps of London’s heavy gloom; 

<But be it thine, when I am bored and low, 

To waft me henee, as now, for some half hour or so. 

Dum-Dum. 
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SITUATIONS WE CANNOT BEAR TO CONTEMPLATE. 
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Mh. 8ABUKST, R.A., DEVOTES HIM LEISURE llllUBM HI ABBASIIIMI Tin' llnltinj tilhaulutor; or “B.M.O. — So MAKY MEMBERS 01' 

mum-nows jiKstuNM yon ceiling ani> i.kneite decoration oy run Unionist Party make a iioiiby ok devising and klaborat- 

I'CBLIC BUILDINGS. (“ VEX ! THAT S ('ANTAL! OOCI.IIN’t UK BETTER ! IMS DKHIUXS YOU THE YMWHAIIKMKNT AND FKOI'l’LHlGN OY THEIR 
KEEP EXACTLY LIKE THAT, PLEAsl! -1 'l.l. LOWER YOU ALL BOHN RK\ KP.EII LEADER THAT, TO SAVE UVEKCKGWD1K0, WE HERE SHOW 
AGAIN AT LUNCH-TIME.") AX IXsTIII'MKNT CAUTLATED TO S ATI SKY ALL TASTES. 
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Iaiuu Charlie Bkresford derives enormous bleakdre ;a>y, 

ENTERTAINMENT FROM UNVEILING JOUR LITTLE “ SOUVENIR” ST ATI’EM 

of Mb. Beginald MoKexna in hie back garden—a pretty 

REMINDER, OP THE RIGHT HON, GENTLEMAN'S ANIMATED TERM OY 

orriti at Ml admiralty. 


pi 

tu : : 


i i 




Ht a happy coincidence Mb. McKenna amdses hiHsely 
ix, A very similar way. The statue—oddly , enough oy 
Lord Charles himself— wwipH he m herb unveiling, is a 

SPIRITED EXAMPLE pr THE EX I/DEB ANT " Bn AY ORA” OF HIS 
METHOD OF MODELLING.. '' ' ' 
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CELEBRITIES AND THEIR LITTLE HOBBIES# 
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Mr. Fki.ijwier’h hoiiry is performing on the “ticht-uope” 
IB ms GARDEN. ('‘WELL, what’s T 1 IF. GOOD OK TALKING I.IKB 
■iii.vt! It ir.i.i a ‘tightrope’ ai.i, iiuiiit before i went and 
GOT ON it; BUT T 1 IEHE you ark. you see -that’s JCST TUB 
TKOrilLK.'"\ 
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■ i * | 
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Bill Kp.nest Khacklkton enjoys mhhino muue than takino 
his Academy of ‘‘Flappers’’ fob a health-giving blow on 
Wimri.kdon Common. He adopts a suitably <h iet ami iilame- 

l.ESS COSTUME WHICH Is llKsl’ONSIBLK EOI! THE FACT THAT THIS IS 

the first Press Novice of an interesting habit. * 


\ s~" " 






Z£jty<TtN$ ** 







Mb. Bukciuan proposes to gambol light-heartedly \mn 

THE JOYOUS LAMB (WHEN IN SEASON), AND THUS TO STEEP HIMSEI.K 
IN THE PASTORAL SPIRIT AND THE LOCAL COLOUR Ojf HIS NEW 
POSITION AT THE HEAD OK THE BOARD OK AGRICULTURE. JUST AT 
PRESENT, TUB RIGHT SEASON IS NOT AVAILABLE; ’ ' 


Me. Kkiu-Haiuiie, in his spare time (as, indeed, is working 

HOURS), DEVOTES HIMSEI.K to THE ENCOURAGEMENT OF a rmHTINQ 
Brlttr IS TUB ORDINARILY itSOCCOVS! BUT DRAWS THE LINK AT 
ANY SCHEME OK NATIONAL DEFENCE AS BEING llASK MILITARISM 
AND A MAD BLOOD-GUILTINESS, 
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yon AI.I.-THEYKVlt-EOITNn BlVF.R BaTHEUS WHO REALISE THE FOOLISHNESS OF THE PROCEDURE. Rl'T HAVE AITEARANtES TO KEEP 

cp. Made in exact likeness of purchaser. Guaranteed to swim a chicle of 200 yards and ketuiis to hand. Is fitted 

WITH INTERNAL GRAMOPHONE WHICH THREE TIMES ON THE ROUND EXCLAIMS “BEAUTIFUL MORNING! I" SHOULD PURCHASER HE 


FORCED AT ANY TIME TO RESCUE HIMSELF MONEY WILL RE RETURNED. 
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Ar.-libaM {eclating ghost, story). “Then slowly out ok the bloom appeared a terrible thinh, no weird, so ai-p.vi.um;, that 
I wan petrified. What do ror thixk it U'as?” Tommy {oxeit tcl/g). “I know, I know, Yoiusklk in a lookino-olans !” 
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“HulloI Who the bbuce am you?" “I an Sik Ulric Oyrth or the Blood? HanIw, koiwder ok this house!'' 

"By Jove! That’s a bit or luck heetinc. you, old uak; you'll be able to show me where the bathroom is.’’ 








































































































































































































































































BUST AFTEH TOIL. 

(.1 Welcome on its Eve to 1912 , being 
Leap Year.) 

Oim labour hath its ending, 

The lute at last is dumb; ' 

On trouser-knees past mending 
No more you 'll catch me bonding; 
Ladies, your turn has cpmo. 

Beneath what open casements 
Have I not sung my suits; 

With what profound abasements, 
What tactful self-effacements 
Avoided parents’ bootB 1 

To hearts how prone to harden 
For three long years I 'vo put 
What pleas for grace or pardon 
In many a twilit garden, 

How dampish underfoot 1 

Ay, more, when out to dinner 
How oft I Ye murmured “ Stoop, 
Sweet angel, to this sinner,” 

And tried all arts to win her 
Bofore we'd touched the soup. 

And when I fotind no favour, 

Of one fond bdpe bereft, 


Turned to the fair enslaver 
(In case her heart might waver) 
Who simpered on my left, 

And said, “ Shall tee get married'? ” 
And when she answered “ Pish! ” 
Beheld my future arid, 
kty day-dreams twice miscarried, 
Not halfway through the iish. 

On country walks, at dances, 

Well have I waged the strife; 
Hang it! with all these chances 
Anyone’s fond advances 
Ought to have bagged a wife. 

But no! without compunction 
(Or stay, thoro was that touch 
Of pity's mellowing unction 
From Maud, at Blisworth Junction) 
You ’ve all replied, “ Not much.” 

And now the tourney’s closing 
Has left me limp and done; 

’Tis time for dreams and dozing, 
Three years of hard proposing 
Do take it out of one. 

But if my field of vision 
Has overlooked some few 


Who might without derision i 

Have watched the dart's incision | 

Where Love had pinked me j 
through— 

Some maids or fair or clever 
Who did not mean to tlout 
My amorous endeavour, 

(But by some fhiko 1 never 
Happened to find thorn cut)-- 

Behold, Convention's fetters 
Have vanished like a ghost; 

Ye must bo Love's abettors, 

Girls, and I’d like your letter s, 
l’lcate, by au early post. 

1/ CK. 


From tho Grocers' Ga: tic (our 
favourito paper) 

"An attempted burglary at Mile Ibid rally , 
on Tuesday morning had a somewhat stfti fling 
term illation, one ot tho ire viral men attempting 
to roll the premises of the Eagle Confectionery 
Co. falling down a lilt-well and injuring him- ! 
self. The company have Buffered in tins way 
on several occasions of late." 

il 

We think that in their choice of exit 
these burglars should have shown 
more consideration for the company. 




VOL. OXUI. 


a 



















PVNCH, OH THE LONDON OHARlVAUl. ^ 1913. 


THE SWISS HOTEL. 

f.--Irs Ha«it8. 

In summer the Swiss hotel may be 
but a port of call for passing tourists, 
an inn, if you will. But in the Christ¬ 
mas holidays, when it battens and 
grows fat upon the boom in Alpine 
sport, it is ns a "Home from home " 
that it must stand or fall. 

I do not care to dwell upon llictr 
difforencos, to pit one against another, 
to subdivide or classify. There is a 
nobler field for contemplation in those 
common traits that run —hko a golden 
thread—through each and all of them, 
and bind them, ns it were, into' one 
brotherhood. For with all their 
diveJ*sitios they are beautifully and 
consistently alike. Bach has, 1 will 
admit, some little endearing habit or 
peculiarity by whioh one loves to 
remember it. There is ono I could 
name in which tho electric light goes 

There is 


letters over the back-door the legend 
HAtel des Am’KS. I used to wonder 
why that should be. I had an un¬ 
worthy suspicion that whon a new, 
resort grew up the first proprietor in 
the field set to work to peg out all the 
host names and have them plastered on 
his building for foar that someone else 
would get thorn. I pictured to myself 
especially the wild competition that set 
in for tho name Hotel Bristol. (It 
is one of tho unsolved mysteries of this 
curious subject that almost every little 
waysulo inn in tho Alps is called tho 
Hotel Bmstol.) But a further study 
of the Swiss character lias given me 
a truer explanation of tho practice. I 
now believe that the enterprising 
manager has made up his mind that 
bis hostelry shall attract and invite by 
tho very diversity of its titles. Thus 
ho appeals to the patriotism of his 
countrymen by calling his hotel tho 
Hotel N ational. Hotel Metropolis 
cannot 1 e resisted by Londoners. 
Hotel Bristol —but there I give 


down whon the lift goes up. 
another (I know it sounds impossible), 
where the skating-rink’is on a slope; jit up. 
eislier that or it is an optical illusion. The food is excellent, and it is a 
There is a third—a cherished mommy j mistake to he discouraged in tho early 
—which gives you buttered toast. 11 part of the day, for you will bo fully 
have been told that there is one in the j compensated for your meagre breakfast 
lingadine where avalanches off the j by a more than adequate lunch. If the 
roof always catch you at tho front, dinner has a fault it is to be found in 
door. 1 am myself familiar with one; what f can only call its lack of climax, 
in the Ctbcrland where there are linger- 1 There is an absenco of that fine 
howls. But there are more negligible • crescendo (to the joint), followed by a 
oxcrescences upon the structure of’certain tempered ebb, which eharac- 
their fundamental unity. They all 1 tori res a dinner in a London hotel, 
rejoice in a lavish and reckless expeudi- j The menu cards are always worthy of 
lure of electric light. They all sup- study. It is pleasant to liml that tho 
port, in the central ball, a sort o( same custom of multiplying names, 
steaming jungle of wet sweaters, gloves, 1 which I have already noticed in regard 
skis, curling-brooms, goloshes and blobs ( to tho hotel itself, is faithfully carried 
i of melting snow. They arc all np-; out iu tho smallest detail of manage- 
proachod through a lounge or “Winter, ment. It shows thoroughness. You 
garden" with a swinging door that 1 will thus meet with a fowl—to all 
bangs. Tboy all tnko in the wrong'intents and purposes, a fowl—on four 
London papers. They all have I he j consecutive evenings under the titles 
same wall-paper in tho passages. And 1 Povkt, Paularde, Volatile and Clinpon, 
they all have ices every Thuisday and The radiator in your bedroom is your 
Sunday night. (That is why the most, best friend, and should bo treated as 
efficient and far-sighted of the tourist i such, but it requires a little careful 
agencies arrange their return trips for; study. If it clicks internally whon ypu 
Fridays and Mondays.) turn it on it is all right; but if it 

I used to wonder why they had so' sputters you should ring for the 
many names, for no Alpine Hotel cau j chambermaid. Sho understands it. 
ever flourish under a single ono. You! When it gurgles softly in the night it 
may live for a week in the lmppy j is going to freozo. 
delusion that your correct address is: The washing is performed with 
the H6tfx Belvedere, only to dis- umaziogpromptitude, but, on tho other 
cover one day that the note-paper is luvnd, you never got those little black 
beaded H6tel Beau Site. This | studs in your dross shirts, so it is no 


arouses your curiosity, and you furtively 
examine tho linen and find that it 
is marked HrttiSi, National, liven 
then you Ijave iiot oxbauslod the sub¬ 
ject, for^ if ypiraviH take a walk round 
the baildingxjBtt carefully Survey it, ns. 
like as not:$m will And in great gold 


■flAfl'W-- ft 


your 

use expecting them 
Finally, there is this outstanding 
peculiarity about the guests themselves. 
At any moment you may come across 
a' party of Swiss or other foreigners 
among them. It really gives the place 
quite a cosmopolitan air. 


LONDON’S CRYING NEED. 

(Interview with Mr. Gretcey Granjer.) 

“ The troublo with London, as I. view 
it,” said the great entrepreneur , “is. 
its poverty of entertainment. 1 am 
astonished at it. I go ont for long 
walks and frequently lined myself in ft 
street with no picture-palace in it. 1 
understand that there actually are still, 
suburbs that have not given their name 
to a local Empire. In the whole length 
of Harley Street there is no play-house. 
This means,” ho continued, “ that quite 
a host of people are forced, owing to 
tho disproportion lietweon tiie number 
of Londoners and tho number of seats, 
still to spend their evenings at homo. 
It is this evil that I have set out to 
remedy. My campaign is clear. I can¬ 
not quite manago one theatre for every 
Londoner, but I am pledged to find 
every fjondoner a seat at some perform¬ 
ance or other on every night of tho year. 
Everyone." 

“ That is your life work ? ” I said. 

“ Precisely, ft is the task I have set 
myself, and I am busy acquiring sites 
for music-halls, theatres, picture-palaces 
everywhere in this city, north, south, 
east, west and in the middle. I mean 
to he thorough. For examplo, I have 
learned that many of tho bargocs and 
lightermen on tho river are unacquainted 
with tho cinema. What shall I do? Es¬ 
tablish a floating picture-palace to ply 
between Greenwich and London Bridge. 
See hero," he said, pointing to a pile of 
papers several foet high. “Architects' 
plans. All my theatres are to he at¬ 
tractive. Terra-cotta fronts; statues 
of tho Comic and Tragic Muse; busts 
of Edison ; geraniums; commission¬ 
aires. I believe in lifting the masses. 

“ My horror of tho benighted stato of 
this city,” lie continued, “is not to bo 
expressed in words. Only one Olympia, 
for example. Only one largo variety 
half that gives fifteen performances a 
week. Why, tliore should be hundreds. 
And will bo. 1 will have peoplo 
amused. Tho world has been thinking 
and doing long enough; it is time for us 
all to concentrate on beguilement. I 
will give three performances a day in 
every bouse that I control, and if need 
bo four or five. I look upon it as a 
sacred duty." 

A Warning to Honeaty. 

“List, -On Monday, from Rugby Market, 
Boli Tail Sliwp Dog. Adyoue returning will 
]my expenses. ”— Advert. in "Jtvfy Admtivr ,” 

So now they know I 

From “Stocks and Shores ” in The 
Daily ‘-fy 

“ Spies wort ia a nerVow eoiditioSi” 

Tlrey may W$1 be just now, . 


























‘ PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.* 



Taxi-Driver (icAo has received his hare fart). "‘Aw a mo’, Cui.lt. ‘Kobe you shut the doob, just skk it 'f's timtikd by mat," 


THE WORLD OF BOOKS. 

Messrs. Macmillan, wo see from a 
prospectus, have made arrangements 
whereby a oertain book may be obtained 
on approval, “it being understood that, 
if not purchased, it is returnod uncut.” 
But surely only a practised reviewer 
can judge of the merits of a book with* 
out reading it ? 

The influence of Mr. Lloyd George 
again? Messis. Cassell ^nd Co.*kre 
bringing out a publication entitled The 
World of Stamps. 

* * 

tf 

The advisability of giving Indestructi¬ 
ble Toy Books as presents to children 
iB being doubted by many members of 
the medical profession. It seems that 
some of these volumes really cannot be 
destroyed, with the result that many 
children, finding themselves baffled, fly 
into paroxysms of rage, with disastrous 
elects to their health. 

V 

Extraot from The Magic of the Hitt, 
by Duncan Scrwanv:— “Then he 
actually stretched out his hand, and, 
taking her slender gloved one, pressed 
it it) token of his sincerity. The lady, 
not to be outdone, squeezed his book.” 
The Militant Woman onoe mom 1 


An interesting anthology, entitled 
The Charm of India, has fallon into our 
hands. It contains three capital ac¬ 
counts of “ The Cawnpore Massacre.” 


Mr. Joseph Pennell, in his little 
book, The Great New York, is harder on 
his countrymen than we should dare to 
be. Wo might, perhaps, say that New 
Yorkers were inclined to brag. Mr. 
Pennell boldly calls one of his draw¬ 
ings " The Unbelievable City.” 

# 

We note the publication of The Story 
of Emma, Lady Hamilton, by Julia 
Franham, sumptuously illustrated, 
prioe thirty guinoas not, and are sorry 
to hear that many cautious Scotsmen 
interested in the subject intend to wait 
until a sixpenny edition appears. 

The Nut. 

“ At Oambridfce, it will be remembered, be 
graduated with Mathematical honours, winning 
the Chancellor* Medal (the Blue Ribbon of 
Olaaaical Scholarship), and ha waa also stroke of 
his year there, leaving it with a brilliant 
record. "—Irish Indepmltni. 

“During the Tint to Mego College Queen 
Mary witnessed a tent-pegging competition by 
the students and other sports. —Reuter. 

They are a gay lot at Majo College. 
Even the Dean is a bit of a sport in 
bis way. 


A HINT TO WHITAKER. 

The inclusion in tho list of Athletio 
Records in Whitaker's Almanack of a 
Standing High Jump with both ankles 
tied suggests the admission of other 
feats of an unconventional character. 

Amongst these wo venture to suggest 
the following:— 

Three-legged race: fastest time done 
by a trio of one-legged men. 

Long Jump while singing “The Lost 
Chord.” 

Putting the Weight (a) with a toy 
balloon, (b) with plum-pudding. 

Throwing the hammer; largest num¬ 
ber of spectators injured. 

Blindfold Skating race in hobble 
skirts. 

Longest lady’s leap on seeing (a) a 
mouse, (6) a blackbeetle. 

Throwing the Cricket-ball with but¬ 
tered fingers. 

From “ A New Year's Journey ” in 
The British Weekly of December 28th, 
1911:- 

“ Juliet was asleep. A small empty hamper 
at her feet told its own tale." 

It is only fair to Juliet to explain that 
the hamper had boen occupied not by 
bottles with gilded tops, but by a 
Persian kftten called Silverheels. 

































'PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 3 , 1912 ,, 


QrtPlFTY 'notfs interviewer that in a long and crowdod revive the gigantio mammoth which is 

SUl/ltlT (NUlca. experience he never saw anything so embedded in an ioe-floe in that region, 

By Our Unscrupulous Reporter, remarkable. Dr. Watson will be buried and which Mr. Blackwood believes to 
The deepest sympathy is felt with in the Strand. . be only hibernating. The feelings of 

Mr. Max Beebbohm in his recent mis- * * * # # the staff of The Times at the prospect 

fortune. While changing from his polo Profound regret is rife in theatrical of Sir Henry's prolonged absence can 
clothes into evening dress on Saturday circles at the afflicting experience that better be imagined than described, 
last he chanced to lean inadvertently befell SirGEimoE Alexander last week. 

over a lighted candle and singed his lie has recently installed a hydraulic The Chevalier La Queux has been 
beard almost beyond repair. The trousers-press in his dressing-room at literally bombarded with telegrams of 
barber was at once summoned, %nd the St. James's Theatre, which has; congratulation from his countless 
everything possible was done for the hitherto workod admirably, but on friends and admirers on his good fortune 
distinguished patient, who is, we hear, Friday night, in an access of zeal, the in evading a disaster which might have 
doing well. official charged with the duty of ope- caused a dynastic convulsion affecting 

* * * * rating the machine applied too much both hemispheres. The Chevalier, it 

The musical conductor at the Man- power, with the result that, when the is well known, is deeply addicted to re- 
chester theatre at which Mr. Harry trousers required for the Second Act of volvor shooting, at which he is a past 

Lauder, tho famous— — - -——-—master. The other day, 

Caledonian buffo, is de- , , 1 • §:5lSfcL while leaning out of the 

lighting pantomime j j'|,| : |fi||| ps| i-'i window of his sump- 

audiences, has taken a | ^ tuous villa at Cettinje, 

leaf out of tho book ,; ,>11* fcMPVVP ho amused himself hy 

of the genial Jimmy i ! '■ '* / TT' picking off butterflies on 

Glover, of Old Drury, 'll A{ i tL| ‘ • ’•'*?. tho wing, Imagine his 

the acreage of whose ; .iv \ feelings when, fivo 

Boxing Night smile is \ If ,w - minutes after he had 

as much a feature of *>- f ■ I# '-f-'V-VA- • ~ emptied the last chamber 

London life in the fes- of his revolver, the King 

tivo season as the | ||| fgT --'VI.jr.-~.W of Monteneouo passed 

poulterers' turkey show. 1 ** i'- -"V:- V.'-Vy- i; S' by wearing a butterfly 

Mr. Glover, as is well Would you sooner arrive at 4 r.M. to take your rues in the wt- tie! The episode, wo 
known, is specially queue and finh about two hundred people ai.keauy there— understand, will figure 

skilled in adapting old prominently in tho 




WT>J 




airs to new uses. The 
Manchester conductor, 
with equal adroitness, 
has arranged Handel’s 
“ Hallelujah Chorus " as 
the symphony which 
brings the Scotch com- 
odian on the stage 
wheuover he is due, the 
orchestra meanwhile 
softly singing the words 
“Harry Lauder! Harry 


-j/ .. _ 


Wfl- ■- 



understand, will figure 
prominently in tho 
Chovalier’s forthcoming 
novel, Monarchs l have 
missal. 


: ~v- 
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CHARIVAR1A. 

We hear that on 
Christmas Day the Fire 
Brigade rocoivod calls 
to several houses whore 
tho flames round the 
plum pudding burned so 
iiercoly that there v as 


Lauder!" Everyone, ........ d a m, er q [ y ie pudding 

I » „ 1 .’ OH ARRIVE AT 10 A.M. AND HUM) YOUR POSITION AU, 1)AY, OXI.V TO HE .TOINEU .. f) , . puuuiiif, 

we need hardly say, is l)V 0XB other pi.ayuijkr about ten minutes hekore the uoors open* itself being consumed. 

delighted. ---- *** 

* * if Bella Donna were removed from the 'From New York comes tho news 

The greatost concern obtains in press, they were fount! to bo squeezed that on Christmas Eve a number of 
Crowborough* and district over tho inextricably into a single thickness! millionaires gavo a supper to four 
tragic death of Sir Arthur Conan The grief of tho oporator, a retired hundred tramps. But there Vas a 
Doylk’b friend, Dr. Watson. The de- Major in the Indian army, was some- worm in this Paradise, for one of the 
ceased medico, who was known to the thing pitiable to witness, and Sir hostH rociled to them a Christmas 
reading public by his association with George, in view of his previously poem of his own composition, 
the great detective, Sherlock Holmes, blameless record, decided to overlook *** 

whose genius lie is supposed greatly tho blunder, but has reduced his salary Tho Marquis of Quernsbebry has 
to have stimulated by an attitude of from £10 to £9 17s. 6 d. a week. decided to renounce British citizen- 

homage and astonishment which no- * # * » * ship and to settle in the United States, 

thing could change, met his end under Sir IIenby Howobth, who recently This is a knock-out blow for the old 
very painful circumstances. Sir Arthur celebrated the jubilee anniversary of country. t * 0 

and lie were on the Ashdown Forest his first contribution to The Times, has * 

links and had safely negotiated the been deoply interested in Mr. Algernon Another new Header of Plays is to 
first three holes when Dr. Watson Blackwood's convincing proof of the be appointed next year. The Lord 
slipped just as he was driving off for continued .existence of centaurs, and Chamberlain desires it to be known 


oircuit, literally severed his head from Zombla, m the hops that Mr. Black- will not necessarily be a fatal 
his body. Sir Arthur stated to an wood's cosmic flair will enable him to the consideration of his claims. 
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<y Forfy.eight dogs wlil^h haw been 
b$Md>for> war:havejust reachedthe 
Ihrtiiumn Tripoli. . They we intended 
tosmpplement the ordinary dogs of war 
which were let Blip several months ago: 

* * r - 

• 1 ‘ X* 

An irreverent and illiterate English- 
mftn.'ivho has'just returned from the 
United Stages was heard to describe 
that country, the other day, as " A Hell 
.Dollarado." , t 

1 v f # 

- The Daily Mail informs us that on 
Clmstmaa Eve a set of twins; Mr. 
Hutnov Joldie and Mr. David. Jollib, 
who-.wore bom at Leslie in Fifeshire, 
celebrated their 87th birthday. Frankly, 
we must' decline to be interested in 
them.' In our opinion twins ought 
never to be allowed to exceed the age 
of seven. After that they become an 
absurdity. Picture these two old 
gentlemen both dressod in Fauntloroy 
suits and walking about hand-in-hand. 

The Christmas Number of The 
Strand Magazine publishes a collection 
of Spoonerisms. Put we miss our 
favourite. Here it is. Mr. Spooner, 
runs tho tale, went to an evening At 
Home. Ho remarked a friend sitting 
out with a lady in the conservatory. 
“Ah, Williamson,” cried the genial 
don, “you’ve got a nosoy little cook 
there!” t 

A stiange talc comes from Chicago. 
A sect-of Sun-worshipi ors havo been 
twinging up a littlo hoy as tho Sun's 
Eafthly Cod, and, in order to increaso 
his divinity, ho was fed on white grapes 
and beer. This beverage—if wo may 
judge from our experience of devoted 
beer-drinkers-- ought certainly to give 
him the right colouring for a Sun-God. 

“New Yohk Bank Retuins,” 
read an. old lady. “ And I never knew 
that' one of them had been missing," 
she remarked. s , ... • 

During the Christmas holidays 
burglars entered a Bristol warehouse 
by breaking through a substantial 
stone wall. They found tho stool safe 
inaccessible, and they ransackod a desk 
without finding anything of value. It 
is now stated that in tho desk there 
was a bag of gold which escaped their 
notice, > and the safe contained £f>00. 
This is the sorb of thing which sours 
ou0 burglars, and, wo would ask, is it 
really necessary that such facts should 
be published ? ... 

The Leaning Tower of Pisa has, 
according to the commission which 
baeJj>Mn examining.it, “ become slowly, 
and-slightly more slanting since 1817." 



Whnt may happen one day is obvious. 
One could, indoed, scarcely blame the 
Tower if, after loaning for all these 
years, it were to sit down for a bit. 


Killed with Kindnen; or, The 
Chaplain's Doom. 

"Scats will 1 1 .' reserved for nil gazetted 
ollicrre who signify their intention of attending 
to the chaplain. "--AVnrf Gazette. 

"Moki, the shake charmer, was at fucked nt 
Kduibuigh by an African iioa constrictor. The 
reptile struck nt her c.hcek, but Moki promptly 
relzcd It by the j»w .”—Ezchr K.c;nvn>. 

We‘ should have pinched its ear and 
said “ Naughty! ” 


RONDEAU. 

(In an erpress train at midnight.) 

! I'm out of spirits. Why? you aek. 

Have 1 lost money on a race ? 

Have I some uncongenial task 
Which gives me such a mournful face ? 

Is it because I 'vo ceased to bask 
In Dora’s smiles (or thoso of Grace) 

• I'm out of spirits ? 

Reader, the truth I will unmask:— 
The reason of nty sour grimaco 
You will consider commonplaco;— ■ 
I see, on looking at my flask, 

I ,1'm out of spirits! 
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SOME RECENT*DECISIONS. 

• By thcjluics of G$lf Committee. 

Willesdkn Bec Golf Cr.uB.- In 
a match-play competition B," a be¬ 
ginner, has a six-foot put for‘a half. 
As he is about to make his stroke his 
opponent A points to some dead leaves 
in the line of the put, and saying, 
“ You’re allowed to move these, 
you know,” brushes them aside for 
him. B thunks him and holes out. 
What is tho ruling in tho two follow¬ 
ing cases? (1) B claims the hole on 
the ground that A interfered with the 
line of Ids put. (2) B does not claim 
the hole, whereupon A claims it on the 
ground that B did not enforce tho 
penalty against him. 

Answer.-- (1) The hole is B's. He 
lias acted like a golfer and a sportsman. 
(2) Tho hole is A's. B's conduct in not 
enforcing tho penalty may Im “ cricket,” 
but it is distinctly " not golf.” 

Middlesex Valley Golf Ci.cn,- 
Our course is a very wet one in winter. 
During tho recent rains A (24) and 
B (18) played a match. At the third 
tee, only one spot on tho teeing ground 
was above water. A accordingly teed 
up there and attempted to drive, but 
was unfortunate enough to miss the 
sphere altogether. The only available 
place on tho tee was now occupied by 
A's ball, and B therefore directed bis 
caddie-lo build a pyramid of sand over 
it, from, the top of which he played 
his ball successfully, leaving tho sand 
jhljact. A gets out with u niblick, and 
B thereupon alleges that he has in -\ 
curred a penalty stroke by grounding 
his club while playing out of sand. Is 
this right? 

Answer.- This is a very difficult 
problem which does not seem to have 
arisen before. It should he dealt with 
by tho club committee; the local rules, 
if necessary, being altered to meet tho 
case. 

New Hiybr Hole Club.- A is play¬ 
ing B a friendly game for half-crowns. 
A, who fell into the river off the lirst 
tee through over-swinging, sneezes 
violently just as B is driving at the 
seventeenth, with I ho result that B 
foozles badly. A is very apologetic 
and says, “ Have it again, old fellow,"! 
which II doe--. A dors not sneeze this ] 
time, hut looks exactly as if lie wore | 
going lo, and B, in his anxiety to get 
his stroke over before the sneeze should 
eorno, fcozles even worse, sending his 
ball into a pond. B now claims the 
right to play the lirst hall, as being 
the belter of the two. Is this in accord- j 
ancc with the rules ? 

Answer.— By Hule 297, Bub-sect, c 
(Sneexiiuj), if a player interfere with 
his opponent's stroke by coughing, 


sneezing, snoring, watering at the eyes, 
inflating the chest or in any other way, 
lie shall lose the hole. A therefore lost 
the hole. On the other hand, the 
suggestion that the stroko should be 
played again was contrary to the rules, 
anu B therefore also lost the hole for 
adopting it. Perhaps they had better 
have their match again, and be more 
careful on the first tee. * 

Holder's Green Golf Club. —A, 
who is playing his ninth, gets into 
casual water in a hunker. He says to 
B, who is just short of the green, 
“ How many? ” and B says, “ Seven,” 
whereupon A picks up. A’s caddie 
then allcgos that B had really played 
eleven, and B admits this, and says 
that his answer to A referred to the 
number of his children, about whom 
he thought A was talking. Is there 
any rule to meet this case ? 

Answer.- Yes. B was evidently 
lying when A was in easual water, 
and he can ho “ dropped ” without 
penalty. 

lly the Hides of Billiards Committee, 

Little Hedinuiiam.— For the last 
forty years there has been a com¬ 
petition here at Christmas on tho Fox 
and Hounds table, open to all the 
village. In the final this year, A, who 
wanted 25 to win, was in the middle of 
a break when he was accused by B of 
playing with tho red hall. A indig¬ 
nantly denied this; but tho landlord, 
who knows the balls better than any¬ 
one, was called in to identify them, and 
supported B. What is the rule in this 
case? Ought not (lie halls to lie 
11 spotted ” ? 

Answer.- They had much belter lie 
painted. 

The Blue Pic. —A’s hall is in the 
jaws of the pocket, with the red just 
next to it. A announces that he is 
going to do a vumi shot, but misses 
iiis own ball and drives his cue clean 
through the pocket. May he have 
another shot ? ' 

Answer.- Legally ho may, hut he 
would probably he belter in bed. 

The Nest, Aston Pakva.—I was 
playing B a hundred up this evening, 
and in the middle of a break, when I 
had already mado two and had tho 
halls uicoly together, B accidentally 
(so ho says) touched tho spring of the 
billiard table and it turned intoadining 
table. What ought 1 to do ? 

Answer.—H ave dinner. 

By the Buies of Chess Committee. 

Ernest Tomkinson, B.A.— A and B 
are playing a game of chess. Homo of 
the pieces arc missihg, and A has to use 
a cigar-holder and a small china bull¬ 
finch in the place of the King and. one 
of the Castles. Tho.china bull-llnch 


happens to be standing on the King's 
square, and B checks it with his Queen 
three squares away. A promptly takes 
the Queen with his bull-finch, and a 
heated discussion ensues,! IL alleging 
that this china ornament is the King 
and that it is the cigar-holder.which is 
the Kook. The fact that the bull-finch 
was on tho King's square is advanced 
as an argument by him; but, on the 
other hand, A distinctly remembers 
castling, is there any rule about it 1 

Answer;— It is best to come to n 
clear understanding at tho lieginning ol 
thegame as to tho values of tho different 
pieces; otherwise discussions are bound 
to arise. This is a case where Rule 
139c (1911) comes into force: “If 
either player is dissatisfied with the 
position of the game lie can knock the 
board over accidentally while rising to 
look for tho matches.” 

By tlic Hales of Dnmh-Ciamho 
Committee. 

Ennehimlu Giianoe. —A, B, C and 
I) arc glaring dumb-crainhp against 
W,X, YandZ. A, B, C and D are 
out, and the word to rhyme with is 
“ home.” They do “ gnome,” "comb,” 
"foam,” “dome” (with great diffi¬ 
culty', “ loam ” (with even more 
trouble), “roam" and "tome,” but all 
are hissed. After another ten minutes 
in tiie cold they think of “chrome,” 
and give what they allege to he a 
representation of it. this also is hissed. 
Finally they announce that they give it 
up, and are informod that tho word is 
"bon-. '’ I What is the rulo on this 
point? 

Answer.— Tho rule is that W, X, Y 
and Z now go out, and A, B, C and 1) 
think of the word "bicycle." Then 
they call W, X, Y and Z in, and tell 
them that it rhymes witli “Spain.” 
It will he found that there are nearly 
fifty rh\ mes to " Spain.” 

A. A. M. 

I 

The Tube and the Pantomime. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— Do you think it 
would ho any good for mo to write to 
the Traffic Manager of the Piccadilly 
Tube and let him know that there is a 
theatre in Drury Lane, within easy 
reach of Covent Garden Station, and 
that it might lie convenient if he would 
stop a few more of his trains there of 
an evening during the Pantomime 
season ? It was all very woll to 
ignore tho patrons of the Opeva,sbut 
the Pantomime is very dear to the 
humble Tubist. And he doesn’t care 
about being shot through to Holborn, 
or left suspended at Leicester Square, 
just os the curtain is. going up. 

* Yours obediently, . .. 

Alight Herb. 
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THE SLOUGH OF PLEASURE. 

Inin. “SoKIY H) MU’ IA li I III M\«. Mil', nil) I IMP. lit I Mill. \l)U I.IU ML V 1IAM) Mill! MY i VIIUIH ' Jill’s Ml<\ AOAIX." 


A RED LETTER DAY. 

Januauy 1st, 191J. 

Tun docks had all shuck, the due 
rites were pprfoimed, the last carriage 
rolled away, tho distant pealing of hells 
ceased, aud I seated myself before the 
dying tire--a-> usual. 

1 did not hear them enter, 1 only knew 
they would come, and then that they 
were prosent. The same old crowd, tho 
same bedraggled shamefaced crew. I 
recognised them w ell, for they had grow n 
old in my acquaintance all savo*¥ie 
bright youth who, with hope?and ambi¬ 
tion glowing on his brow, w as a stranger 
to me, though 1 know him at oneo for 
" Clean-1 ho-car-overy-Saturday.” 

First in age and mildewed neglect, 
with dejected dloop and downcast eyes, 
was the ancient “Get-up-early,” a 
creatine nearly as old as myself, and 
standing abashed at his side was his 
partner in disgrace, “ Work-before- 
breafefast." I had boon wont to greet 
tho pair on this yearly occasion with a 
buist of enthusiastic welcome which 
wanned me to the bone and 9et me 
tingling not merely with the glow of 
resolution but with the exultation of 
actual achievement, but now they did 
not awaken cordiality: my rising pulse 
faltered and sank. v 

The tfdth was they were so mouldy 


and debilitated, so tousled and effete, 
so dingy, disspiutod and broken, that 
anyone might have been ashamed to 
greot them as old acquaintances. I 
changed the salutation on my lips 
adroitly into a cough aud turned my 
oyos to soit over the re->L of the un¬ 
happy shapes. 

Each exhibited a more foiloin lassi¬ 
tude and dejection than 1 could have 
supposed possih'o of any concepts of 
mine, and it oeeuned to me that this 
was their miseiahlc wav of gi owing 
old: a decay due to uuhlfeiciice, bore¬ 
dom, indolence and equivocation. 
“Dumb-bells twice a day,” “ Keep-pi iv- 
ate-aceounts,”“Avoid coffee, ’"Forego- 
taxis,” “ Wash-lhe-dog," “ Flannel- 
waistcoats,” all wore an air which 
might have passed for senility had I 
not known each to Iks relatively young. 
But among all tho enervated wretches 
lieforo mo none provoked a deeper 
disgust than that degraded buito“13ed- 
at-twelvc.” As though hisownpiesence 
were not discioditable enough, the 
creaturo was attended by a ghostly 
shadow which I recognised only too 
well as tho detested spectre of “ Bed- 
at-eleven,” long since defunct. Another 
haggard ruffian I would peremptorily 
have ordered from my presence had I 
not known that ho would refuse to obey 
me. “ Give-up-smoking ” (for he it was) 


lived mo steadily with a reproachful eye 
and my impationce increased. Even 
that glorious youth “ Cloan-the-carr 
eveiv-Saturday ” found less favour in 
my eyes the longer I contemplated 
him. 1 perceived only too clearly that 
ho also w as a had egg. I rose from my 
seat. 

“ < lentlemen " - T addressed my 
New Year's Resolutions collectively— 
“gentlem-m, you have come here in 
accordance with an honoured, im¬ 
memorial custom; you will therefore 
understand that it is in no mood of 
light comment niy, hut with deep con¬ 
viction and grave purpose, that l now 
inform you that you are, and have 
always been, ouch one of you, Rotters. 

" NVhtn 1 mean to do a thing I do it. 
When l want an incentive to stiffen 
a purpose, my conscience supplies it. 
Your office has ovor been to urge an 
immaterial modification in the calendar 
as a motive for reform. This is an 
affront to my intelligence. Therefore 1 
say, ‘Git.’" 

I uttered this direction with such 
vehemence that tho dingy crowd meltod 
away into the pattern of tho wall 
paper, and at the same moment a sturdy 
beaming apparition seamed to eondense 
from the air aud take shap 3 *hefore me. 
I was in tho presenoe of “Admit-no- 
skulkers-oa-New-Year’s-Day.” 





* - hi - ' ’ 

SEASONABLE, NIGIIT-HOBItORS. 

It was the eve of Now Year's Eve— 
to be exact, one o'clock the noxt morning 
—and I went to bed rather pleased to 
think that 191‘2 possesses as many as 
366'days. - *• 

My mind was a little disturlied about 
my old "Aunt Sarah, who for some 
reason sent me a Christmas card this 
year, while I, for tho eternal reason of 
oconomy, had sent her none. “ Never 
mind, I ’ll get her a Now Year card to¬ 
day,” I said, and wont to sleep. The 
first seventeen years of the night I 
spent in a' taxi, trying to find a shop 
where Now Year cards were sold. I 
went to London, Edinburgh, Paris and 
Cirencester, but I was told everywhere 
that such cards could only be obtained 
to order, and that it would take three 
weeks. It was a longisli ride, and the 
indicator allowed £1,774 17s. M. 

Soon after 1 fell asleep again, soothed 
by the ecstasy of my awakening. 


Burglars now hroko into my room, 
with'pony and trap complete, and took 
everything (including my pipe-scrapcr) 
excepting the set of fancy waistcoat 
buttons my wife’s mother had given 
ino only a few hours before. Wonder¬ 
ing, with some bitterness of mind, 
what was the use of going to sloop if 
I couldn’t get rid of thoso confounded 
things for even an hour or two, 1 went 
to sleep again. 

I accidentally knocked the Shak- 
spearean Block Calendar (one of thoso 
inventions for augmenting ono’s daily 
toil) into tho fire, and it wouldn’t burn: 
tho fire improved it if anything. " I 
casually allowed to fall out of tho 
window on to the pavement (ho glass 
dog with the long neck and squint, 
designed to serve as a pen-rest, an ink- 
stand, a paper-weight and a perpetual 
annoyance to tho owner, and it just 
bounded back again and in at,the 
window, unshipped. I offered a hand¬ 
ful of those cigars to the dustman, and 


lie invited mo to believe that lie never 
smoked, but spent bis money on cocoa. 

It was a vile dream. 1 was glad to 
wake, for, thank heaven, that calendar 
is,-going to ho burned, that dog shall 
have' - its silly neck broken, "and those 
cigars shall be taken away by tho dust¬ 
man, even if I have to'pay him to 
remove them. ‘ - 


“The (Kdipus Box, that great Social ian 
tmgwly.”— Hjialimdev. 

Tho stage adaptation, from Socrates’ 
novel, was done by Sophocles, but it 
is only right that Socrates should 
share tho crodit. 

-~,r j 

“The literature of dancing is still waitingVor 
its classics. Two mistakes are common to 
almost, all tho extant treatises, and each it 
illustrated by one of these two latest books on 
tho subject. The first is the attempt, which is 
made by Miss Urling, to get ov,r too much 
ground. Timn” Literary SujtplemenL 

We have often seen this mistake made 
in the ball-room. 
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WINTER SPORTS FOR POLITtCIANS.-NO. 2. 

Mr. T.i.ovd Gkoiwk, I. 01 .I U.u ijam: awl Sir Kuwarii try u little run with 1 lie "Sins—«l» inr.si. l.o obeyed.” 
■Mr. Asiji ini tmimlies “anti” sui:<lwii-lir-s on 11n* 


THE MODERN F0X1IUNTEE. 

Whyte Melville and Surtees the glorios unfd l 
Of the chase of tho fox as it (fourished of old; 

The hunting remains and for ever will stay, 

Hut the ride to tho covert is passing away. 

The stout covert hacks so beloved by our sires 
Have yielded their places to petrol and tyres; 

And I frankly confess that l drift with the tide 
Of those who would much rather motor than ride. 

I see the groom start with my hunters so fleet, 

And I think of him humping ton miles to the meet, 
White I sit by the ingle and stretch out my legs, 

After breakfasting freely on kidnoys and eggs. 

Tho clock shows ten-thirty; there comes to my ear 
The throb of the motor, insistent and clear; 

Bring forth my fur coat, for I always observe 
That tho cold has a way of affecting my nerve. 

Now fetch my top hat with its polish so rare; 

Is my flask full of port'? Are my sandwiches there ? 
Then pull up both windows, and onwards we 'll race, 
White I muse On the clangers and charms of tho chase. 


We arrive at the meet, and my rugs I unfold; 

Ah, bow warm is the motor! The saddle, how cold! 

But the blood of my fathers still runs in my veins, 

Mo 1 climb on my horse and hold on by the reins. 

When the day's sport is over and perils are past, 

When the huntsman is sounding a long-drawn-out blast, 
Another horn’s echoes 1 hear Irani afar, 

Tho welcome •' Toot-toot” of my oncoming car. 

The return from the chase was our fathers’ delight. 

And they loved to ride home heath the curtain of night: 
But give me a fur coat and a thick black cigar 
And a soft corner-seat in a smooth-running car. 

‘“Ami mar you propone to indefinitely postpone it I’ 

The jdamom' of the pl.ut held St.ii.ton, and his deep voice vibrated 
slightly. 

'To pcrmailcntly postpone it,’ the Karl murmured, stroking his 
eliiu with a finessing motion. 1 '—" Wnkhj Td'grupk " AVrf. 

We are disappointed in the Earl. If he hud wanted to 
improve on Stanton's phrase there was ono obvious way 
of doing it. 
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THE (MERCURY. 

Wb were aboard ship—at least I couldn't help feeling 
we were aboard ship, for y we were surrounded bv brisk, 
fresh-faced, naked-footed sailor boys, all dressed in the 
immortal habiliments of the British tar, and all calculated 
to give an irresistibly nautical air to the most terrestrial 
scone. Puffs of briny wind and stinging spray seemed to 
blow from their loose blue trousers, and the whole place 
appeared to rock on the waves as the boys tumbled up and 
fell into line. And yet how camo a moist gravol path—for 
that was unquestionably what tho nakdd fcot were running 
on—on board ony ship however modern? And what 
meant these trees and bushes and these patches of damp 
December grass ? No, we were not actually on board ship, 
luckily for us, sinco we wero landsmen and the wind was 
not without a suggestion of swayings and tossings that 
might have driven the blood from our cheeks and forced us 
to take refuge below. Wo wore in the grounds belonging 
to the Teaming Ship Mm cury, and the jolly boys, who 
wore now smartly ranked iu order on either side of us, 
were the ship’s company. 

‘.‘ Those boys,” said the Director—hut whore lmd we 
seen that Director before? Memories of the Queen’s Club, 
of Lord's and the Oral, of brilliant centuries, of football 
matches, of swift raoes, of leaps through the cleft airending 
(prophetically enough) in 

i A station ljko the herald Mere my 

New lighted on a liraven-kissing hill - 

all these came thronging back into ottr minds, a resurrcc- 
t'on of youth and bloom and strength and ardour, as we 
contemplated the Director's athletic figure and listened to his 
words—“ these boys," said the Director, “ come to us from 
many parts of England, but mainly from tlio South. Some 
are boys of working-class families that can nninago to "pay 
som'ething.in fees—all honour to them—for the support of 
the boys while they are here; some of them are from the 
wqrkhouses—many of our best boys eomo from there. We 
talfe them at any age from 12.$ to 1/3, hut wo prefer to get 
lli^m at about 14. Just look at them well, remombering 
wljere they com! from, and tell mo if you 'vo ever seen a 
better, smarter and likelier set of boys anywhere? ” 

1 never have, and that’s the plain tiuth... Not Eton or 
Harrow or Rugby or any other .public school, or oven 
Osborne, splendid as Osboino is, could show boys more 
alert in. mind and body, more eager to do all things 
thoroughly, more joyous in their movements or with an 
lionester soul shining in their eyos than these boys of The 
Mercury, 

‘• The fact is," went on tho Director, “ that we train 
them to think lo\ themselves aud do things for themselves. 
Character is what we aim at, and we get it in the lino old 
public school fashion by giving tlio boys responsibility. 
The seotion-lcadors arc boys; boys look after the mess; 
boys keep tho accounts; hoy s are to a large extent made 
responsible for good order and discipline; and there's one 
other great point—they are always occupied, nevor idle." 

At this moment a bugle sounded, and away marched my 
young friends to the great hall, where they were to give or 
witness the entertainment preparatory to the prize-giving 
that was to wind up their term. A little way off, in tho 
Hamblo, lay the Mercury, the central point of their present 
traditions and their aspirations, tho central point in the 
future of bright aud happy memories. Noor her lay the 
hospital ship, which we visited. There we found only one 
poor little fellow kept away. from the festivities by an 
abscess, but doing his best to give us a smile of welcome. 

“Mind you,” said the Director, “the Mercury isn’t a 
reformatory ship. There’s nothing of that kind about us. 


Our boys are all boys of good character. Whatdo they do’ 
afterwards? Nearly all of them go into the Royal Navy, 
few into the merchant service, and a few into regjmentifcl 
hands; but the Royal Navy takes the bulk of them; sd we 
feel that we're doing a national work, How do they get 
on in tho Navy ? I’ll tell you. Ninety per oent. of our 
boys reach the higher ratings there; of "shore-boys” not 
more than twenty percent, reach them. That shows the 
value of our work." 

Soon wo found ourselves in the thick of the entertain¬ 
ment. There wove songs, and no songs over went with a 
greater go. There were hornpipes, and our legs seemed to 
yearn to join the twinkling legs on the stage. There was 
signalling, and England duly expected that every man 
would do his duty; there were carols, and oh, how sweetly 
they sounded as the little fellows trolled them out; there 
was drill, the most animated drill I have ever seen; and 
the boys’ band, greatly and successfully daring, played brave 
strains from Parsifal, Then came the prize-giving, and, as 
each little tar took his book or his portfolio or his certificate, 
ho saluted the prize-giver, and then, turning smartly, saluted 
the audience. There never was a more delightful occasion, | 
and the delight was of the kind that gives you now and then 
a lump in the throat from mere excess of pleasure. 

Now you would suppose that an institution doing this 
splendid work would be rolling in wealth; but there you ’re 
wrong. A certain amount it does get in foes, in Admiralty 
grants, in Board of Education grants, and in subventions 
trom County Councils. But beyond this it requires every 
year some £2,000, and this sum has to bo raised from the 
donations and subscriptions of friends. If anyone feels 
moved, to subscribe let him (or her) send a cheque to 
Mr. C. B. Fby, tho Hon. Director, Training Ship Mercury, 
Humble, Hants. No money, I am sure, could be better 
spent. R. C. L. 

REAL RESOLUTION. 

{Tlemarkable display of icill. power on New Year’s Day.) 

. That morning (by a fluko) I woke full early; 
vr I felt like rising sharp at six o’clock, 

Hours ere Matilda, somnolently surly, 

»AVould come to give the customary knock. 

Gaily I thought within myself, “ I 'll show 'urn 
'»Whether I'm quite as lazy as they say; 

I will arise and write a little poem," 

But Caution whispered, “ Nay.” 

For I recalled the date, nor dared succumb to 
This sudden wistf to drejs; instead, I lit 
' A cigarette (upon an empty turn, too I), 

Then settled down to sleep another bit, 

Lest, when I'd shaved and finished my ablutions 
And met Priscilla o 'er the coffee cup, i 

She’d turn the talk to New Year resolutions, 

And bid me “ keep it up." 

Fearing throughout the year to he afflicted 
By some ridiculous (though righteous) oath, 

I shrank from doing that which contradicted 
My firm-establi6hed fame for ingrained sloth. 

So, though for once I really felt a liking 
For rising with the lark (the little fool), 0 

I did not stir till noon had finished striking, 

True to my daily ru’.o. 

“He mnulornd the dent mate so. #s tv make erne of sealing his lips 
forever.”— Union Jack Libi ary. , 

‘Another time he must think of a better excuse than that! 
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It IS liETijlUKI) THAT, UWTNU 10 TUB l'EXnilOtrsXKsS OF SOME OF rif. Flll.I.UWr.I.x. A WELI.-KMIUN HINT IX THE WEST CoFXJilY 
HAS JUST HAD TO HEM HIT TO TUB “CAlTlXd” SYSTEM. RUMOIH SAYS THAT nils HAS HAD T11C Cl’HlOl'S KFFKl C OF MAKIXO 
"TIIUUSIEIIn” OF SOME OK THE MOST STEADY-0(11X0, AS THEY XOW HUXT THE tECUETAUY IN THE HOI'E OF llEIMi Alll.E TO OKI A Uil' 
OF TIIE1H OWX HACK HlloUI.il 1IE CHANCE TO TAKE A TOSS. , 


MB. PUNCH’S GENERAL 
KNOWLEDGE EXAM. 

At the instigation of The Spectator 
various Army officers have put ques¬ 
tions iu general knowledge to the 
recruits of their regiments. Not to be 
beaten, Mr. Punch has suppressed his 
naturally kindly instincts and set a 
General Knowledge papor of his own. 

Question 1. Who is the editor of 
The Spectator 1 . 

Nineteen recruits failed,to answer 
this question. One (presumably of 
superior education) replied Addison. 
Other replies wero Mr. Lloyd George, 
Mr. Sievier (which shows some 
acquaintance with leading weekly 
journals), and Mr. Cadbury. One 
suspects tho last answer of irony, as 
it is well known that The Spectator 
doos not publish betting news. 

Question 2. What is the Referendum? 

Twenty failed to answer. Ono gave 
a* intelligent reply, but confused the 
Referendum with the Equator. Two 
said that the Referendum was hard on 
tho Tottenham Hotspurs in their last 
cup-tie. One thought it was an intelli¬ 
gent i n’mal, and one that it was Mr. 
Lloyd Georue. 

Question 8. Who is the leader of the 


Unionist Party in the House of 
Commons ? 

Again the bulk of tho recruits 
betrayed absolute ignorance. Two 
replied "Joey" (a popular nickname 
for tho Right Hon. Joseph Chamber¬ 
lain). Ono said Mr. Lloyd George 
(tho samo who declared him to lie 
editor of The Spectator). Another 
replied Mr. Lowther. This perhaps 
showed too exclusive a study of The 
Spectator. Other replies were Mr, 
Bonar Long, You Cecil, and Sir 
Orstin Carzon. 

Question 4. What is Free Trade? 

Most of tho sitters returned blank 
papers. Ono (who seemed obsessed 
by a single idea) replied Mr. Lloyd 
George. Tho vomander confused it 
with Free Beer and argued poiutedly 
in its favour. 

Question 5. Is Animal Intelligence 
Increasing ? 

All answered this quostion well (with 
the exception of one who argued that 
Mr. Lloyd George’s intelligence was 
increasing). From the propriety of 
language and vividness of imagination 
shown in these answers one would doom 
them quite worthy of a place in the cor- 
, respondenc 0 columns of The Spectator. 
I Question 6. If you were wrecked on 


a dcsort island, which paper would you 
choose to have sent you regularly? 

Most of the recruits apparently pre¬ 
ferred to be free from the popular 
press. One expressed a desire for 
Mr. Lloyd George’s Penny Budget. 
Another spoilt a highly satisfactory 
answer by making two selections, The 
Police News and The Daily Mai!. On 
tho whole the replies were most dis¬ 
appointing. It was hoped that at 
'least ono recruit would have named 
; The Spectator- the ideal paper for a 
| desert island. , 

| Question 7. Name the three greatest 
j living men ? 

| Tho voting was curiously divided. 

; Hobos and Wilfred Rhodes were 
frequently mimed. Amongst others 
mentioned were Lord Kitchener, Mr. 
Lloyd George, Miss Pankhuhst (this 
reply was evidently made undor a 
i misapprehension), and Danny Maher. 

| One reciuit spoilt an excellent answer, 
|"Roberts, Gbby, Stevenson," by 
selecting a dead author to accompany 
tho veteran Field Marshal and Foreign 
Secretary. Ono could have wished 
that at least ono of these young warriors 
had named Mr. J. St. Ix>» Stbachey, 
whose ahlo pen settles the policy of 
England $vevy Saturday. 
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AT THE Pj-AY. 

“Orpheus in'the Underground." 

The Sacred Lamp of Burlesque has 
long ceased to liavo an abiding Templo 
of its own in our midst; but an imita¬ 
tion article, modified from the French, 
has now been temporarily installed 
at His Majesty’s, whore *‘tho gods, 
some mortals and" Sir Herbert 
Tube are the priesthood that tends 
its flame. But somehow the atmo¬ 
sphere of tho place is discouraging. 
One associates His Majesty's with 
many forms of dramatic art, all 
memorable for the charm of their 
Betting, hut Extravaganza was never 
one of theso. The local tradition of 






XOX-NTOP TO '** OLYMPIA.’ 


I h'jiltt'l's 

Mrs. ilrumlii.. 


Mr. CoriiTM'S I’m xus 
Miss 1,1 IIriu Vknxk. 


Iieautv is more than maintained, but 
it is wasted upon tho humour of the 
dialoguo, or, if you like, the humour 
of the dialogue is wasted upon it; 
anyhow, they seemed incongruous. 

You will, of courso, tell me that 
humour depends largely upon the clo- 
ment of incongruity; hut pure beauty 
of form and colour, as distinguished 
from that magnificence which is always 
so near the borderland of the ridiculous, 
seldom lends itself to tho incongruity 
which is of tho essence of humour. 
Instead of working together, they are 
here nearly always in opposition; and 
the fun, even if it had been rquch 
better fun, was bound to suffor in the 
struggle. 

And a struggle' it was, from tho 
very first «scene'. where Orpheus (in 
the person of Mr. Comma? Pounds), 
doing hisvery jbfest, by aid of ell manner 


of orchestral instruments, to be funny 
about his conjugal infelicity, received 
no sort of assistance from an American 
Eurydice (Miss Pebby), who was only 
concerned to do justice to her big notes, 
and left the humour of things (if any) 
to whoever felt like it. Mr. Lionel 
Mackinder felt like it, and he was a very 
busy and agile and clever Pluto through¬ 
out ; but he nevor made me share his 
own merriment. As for the humours 
of Olympus (loosely referred to as 
“ Olympia ”), I liked the quiet methods 
of Mr. Frank Stanmobe as Jupiter ; 
but I seem to remember, from twenty 
years ago, a pantomime called Verms, 
treating of tho same High Life, that 
afforded me (younger as I was, and 
loss captious, at that period) a vast deal 
more amusement. The novelty of Mrs. 
Grundy's intrusions gave Miss Lottie 
Vknne a chance that she was not 
likely to neglect. It did not matter 
much what she had to say, liecause 
she has her«own way of saying almost 
anything; and this was fortunate, for 
she was not too well sorved with her 
dialogue, and the best joke put into her 
lips—-"A fig-leaf for your mythology! ” 
--was itself nearly as ancient as the 
first myth. 

Time, however, if it makes the old 
joke older still, will furnish fresh ones. 
Only no more pantomime puns, I do 
implore. Mm. Grundy, in her Prologue 
((excellently made and delivered), had 
promised that we should have none of 
these terrors; and her pledge was 
badly broken. 

Meanwhile, there was one feature in 
the performance that could not easily 
have been bettered, and that was the 
gaiety, obviously sincere, of tho choral 
dances, earned out in tho true spirit of 
Offenbach’s music. And I takeaway 
an attractive picture of the handsome 
Mcrcniy of Mr. Petes Upcher (though 
his head-dress was wrong), and of the 
tall, straight-limbed and altogether 
glorious Venus of Miss Hilda Antony. 

Mr. Coubtice Pounds, of course, 
sang as one who knows; but tho song 
f liked host was tho drowsy air, 
"When I was King in Arcady,".ad¬ 
mirably given by Mr. Walteb Oiieiciii- 
ton in the part of John Styx. I failed, 
by the way, to trace in the lyrics tho 
particular gifts of Mr. Alfred Noves, 
and wondered a little what he was 
doing in that galley. Nor was I quite 
satisfied about Sir Herbert Tree’s 
motives for producing this version of 
Orphic au.r Enfers during the Christ¬ 
mas holidays. It is not, as Pinkie 
was, designed fojr the children, to whom 
everybody is just now appealing. Nor 
is it calculated to appease the .older 
intelligeneto th^t *mtght, have been- 
tickled by its application to modern 


politjios '-or, socialfashions, Nor .will 
it, I Imagine, undermine the loyalty 
of those who follow, fat- reasons best i 
known to themselves,, the quit of 
musical eomody. Nor, once, again, is 
it A Midsummer Night's Dream that it 
should content the habitues of a house 
long known for the splendour Of its. 
classical revivals. But all the same, 

I cannot honestly advise anyone to go 
out of his way to miss it, 

“ Hop o’ my Thumb." 

If I join the annual chorus of re¬ 
viewers and hint that the Management 
of Drury Lane has once more catered 
for all tastes, this is not to imply that 
everybody was pleased all the time. 
Thera were things that certainly were 
not to my poor liking. To begin with 
tho worst, thoro was a “ patriotic ” song 



THE LATENT THEATRICAL KNlGHT- 
IIOOD. 

“ Rise, Sir Hop o’ my Thumb!" 

AViiy of Mnmonira ... Mr. UKoitcK (lltAVEx. 
Hop o'my Thumb ... Mitt RfaSe Maykii. 

—directed apparently against a friendly 
nation—with echoes of "Rule Britannia" 
and the Macdebmott bombast about 
| our having the ships and men, add 
witli a nauseating refrain to the effect 
that “ We mean to he the top-dog still, 
how-wow." Struttingly delivered with 
a sickening bravado by the “ principal 
hoy "—a girl of the bull-dog breed—in 
the face of an army of tight-breeched 
females, 1 confess that it strnck me 
pink with shame for my country. I 
would give something to possess the 
noble and, generous faith of one of my 
fellow-critics, who imputes to this song 
the subtlety of a satire upon its kind. 

Then there was a young lady called. 
Zaza, terribly saucy, who thought to 
devastate our hearts with the old 
banalities of high - kicking,- but she 
was not lor me. And there Was: the 





usufcl tedium of romantic passages 
litaroen, tlid. Fairy Prince attd the 
Forte™ Princess, with lyrics of moon¬ 
light and dreamland—-the sort that 
rhyme "home” with "alone"; and 
they were hot for me. And there was 
a scene in wbiehthe names of guests 
were announced inaccurately, to the 
convulsive delight of the house; hut it 
left me desolated. 

These, however, were rave defects in 
as good a pantomime as I can remem¬ 
ber to have witnessed. It was a daring 
departure by which the leading comic 
part was assigned to a man dressed in 
male clothes. His chief foiblos were a 
strangely volatile memory and a marked 
incapacity to grasp other people’s jokes. 
In this part Mr. Geobue Gbaveh was 
at his very best. The scene of his 
return from the hunt into the middle 
of a Court hall which had escaped his 
memory furnished some really dolight- 
ful dialogue. And never once did lie 
break away from the subdued key in 
which he started, or force his humour 
to a boifterous note. The Smilo of 
Mr. Bauby Lupino employed otlior 
tnothods and was in the knockabout 
businoss, but lie still preserved intact 
the stolid gravity from which lie took 
his nano. And there were two groat 
actors whose features wo never saw, and 
who preferred to remain anonymous— 
so true is it that the greatest art con¬ 
ceals itself. Between them they made 
up tho most superb steed I could wish 
to meet. Tho angle at which I was per¬ 
mitted to view the stage did not allow' 
mo to catch sight of tho vagaries of 
this animal in his stall; but, when ho 
camo out into the open and strenuously 
resisted the combined efforts of Messrs. 
Wir.u Evans and Babiiy Lupino to 
harness him to their Thespian cart, J 
found him a souveo of overwhelming 
joy. Finally, there was the brave 
figure of tho diminutive Hop o' my 
Thumb. Tho appearanco of ltttle 
RbnPe Meyeb, who for all her con¬ 
fidence and courage never wore the 
objectionable air of a precocity, always 
moved the audience to a running 
murmur of very human sympathy. 

The dancing, apart from tho deli¬ 
cately executed stops of Hop o' my 
Thumb, was not a strong feature, and ] 
the lyrics were rather indifferent. I 
only detected one of any merit, a 
topioal song entitled " Kingdom Con- 
tmt-.’Vquite intelligently rendered by 
ICss violet Lobainb, who was far 
happier here than, in the heroio depart- ■ 
meat. ’ A' fashion of the post (1909 
vintage) was revived in some tricky 
lines a iont/a “shop that stocked shot 
socks.tylth spots;" but thedevice1(1909, 
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AT A NORTHERN MEETING. 

Ill's “So YOU MrKEH IkiN’NlE LV'-MK AT IWENTV-TIMiNE, As I Tol.ll Y»l' 

III, Ml?” Altthnr. "A’m VEI1UA l-I.KAsEII III MY i |lll>, YOlll I,<M:llMIU\” 

HisLihihhi/i. "I srmisi: You 'll im.i'.mie the m:xi time 1 cue v»r A tii 1 ?" 

.hl'liri". “A’m N<1 SAK M'llli, MY Isillll : Mir. OSI.Y WON TIV a MKIIIT 1IKF.11 ! ” 


Tlie scenery and stage effects were 
excellent, as always, and though here 
and there they were a little garish 
from excess of light the growing ten¬ 
dency in favour of subdued harmonies 
in colour was pleasantly noticeable. I 
could have wished, by the way, that a 
stouter veil might have been drawn 
over some of the versatile efforts of tho 
shifters. I was sorry, for instance, that 
the pretty church should be suffered to 
collapse tutors our eyes , while giving 
place to a scene of rocketing angels, 
symbolic of Christmas goodwill. 

But my last word must be one of 


praise for an entertainment excep¬ 
tionally refined in tone, and con¬ 
spicuous for tho unity of its scheme. 
I would not say that the fate of any of 
! its characters was a matter of very 
, poignant interest, though I was reason¬ 
ably glad that none of our friends 
;actually figured on tho Ogre’s menu-, 
but. at least there woro no arbitrary 
side-shows to distract us from tho 
I progress of the plot. My best compli- 
; ments and thanks to the many who 
! contributed to my evening's mirth, and 
| a free pardon to the few who slightly 
imitigated.it, 0. B. 
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mio tiAAViMA acciac upon her, expressed nothing but an amazed delight." Mr. 

/T) 7 „ j 7 , . Caine has the true secret of farce. His characters are 

• (By Nr. luniks Staff of Learned Clerks.) living pco[)le , Fllte raakca their actions farcical, but in 

I perceive that On the Art of the Theatre (Hi'iisKsiAnn) is essence they are comedic. His description- of the 
rotiliy an amplification by Mr. Gordon Craio of a slim home-life of those married lovers, the Strong Woman and 
volunio with the same title which has already held a Mr. Watt the contortionist-and-animal-delineator, is pure 
distinguished place upon my theatrical shelves for several comedy. It is not every man who would care to be the 
years. It is, of course, quite impossible adequately to husband of a fomalo Hercules, hut Mr. Watt had his point 

criticise it in the spauo at my disposal here. There arc so of view. She might he able to wring his neck between her 

many things wanting to ho said about the art of the finger and thumb, hut she could not hold a cigar in her 
Theatre, and Iho art of Mr. Gordon Craio in particular, toes and smoko it, seated and balanced tho while on an 
that I can only end by leaving them'all unspoken. There inverted boor bottle. Mr. Watt could, and, as he was 


folk ; success, and especially.- 

success in spite of opposi-j g-- 

tiou, will intoxicate them,' | 
so tli at they are apt to cry' E 
aloud in their triumph a little, 
more than they really mean, j 
Well, Mr. Chaw has won > 

his triumph, and no onej : ‘ ,.fj 
begrudges him. He has; V 1 ' 

done, and is doing, more' ,' 

for the modern theatre than j ■, .(• 
any other living Englishman. L j ! 1 
But when, not content with ■ |<l\ 
this, he invites us in so many 
words to banish from our : 

stages the painter, the 

musician, tho dramatist, and 
more especially tho • actor, 

replacing tho work of all, - ; - 

these wjth the performances I > 

of liber-marionettes, one is, —■ 7 /= 
tempted to consider the j ReJ/ 
terms of victory a trifle [ Vy~ 
excessive. But, after all, j 7 
; why not give him a theatre j g . _ 
for himself and let him leave! 
us tho rest, with all their 
dear and hallowed imper -1 ’ -77 

fections'.' Perhaps this book j ~~ y~ 
may induce somo ono to 
make what would undeniably I) 0 ' N Vn:ri 

, bo an interesting and indeed 1 - 

thrilling experiment. I wish it might. 
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may muuco some ono 10 £ , . , .... , 71 , UM - . . ,, 

x , , .. i-ii Sitbunxtii irindow - Drmer . Well, if those juts ok >bench 

make what would undeniably I)0N ’ T fetch ’em, I don't know my Brixton!" 

_ i :_1_1 ’ 


— cross-talk comedians, “ what 
n will mako people laugh;” 
9E| but I think 1 can guaranfeo 

W Old Enomih to Know Better 
iodoit. ’ 


By easy stages the horo of 
■ Christopher (Hutchinson) is 
l taken through his babyhood 
and boyhood (ho was an ador- 
I able infant and a Delightful 
; child), until -in his youth— 

| he dabbles in telepathy and 
disturbs a girl's slumbers by 
'thinking vigorously about 
: her. This l could have par- 
! do nod him more easily if she 
had been worth keeping 
1 awake, hut the cold truth is 
'that she was unworthy of 
anyone's telepathic efforts. 
; Undoubtedly Christopher was 
a genuine trier, hut when 
, his talo is told I can find 
no achievements, except an 
unsuccessful lose affair and 
; an equally unsuccessful novel, 
to place either to his credit 
or discredit. Nevertheless 
these pages read so exactly 
like so many pages of lived 


, bo an interesting and indeed 1 - J life that l am not content to 

thrilling experiment. I wish it might. : leave this young man^shere his creator has left him, and 

—- _ j 1 feel sure that many others will support my demand for 

Every Paradise lias its serpent , and Snyder's Paradise, a sequel. Mr. Richard Price is not for people in a hurry; 
that pleasant,*fully-licensed Eden situate in the Vale of indeed he is one of the most leisurely of novelists; but ho 
Health, Hampstead, was no exception. Her name was can draw characters—aristocratic old ladies, maiden ladies 
Emily, and her serpentine manceuvres with Ridley Car- a nd ladies’ maids—which are unforgettable, and he de- 
penter, man of letters, aro set forth by William Caine in scribes houses and rooms so incisively that tho reader can 
Old Enough to linrno Better (Greening) witli a spirit and share them with their occupants. And perhaps, if he will 
humour which recall tho samo author's Boom I But oblige rao by continuing the history of Christopher, lie will 
Emily went too far. Before tho story is past the halfway also add to my debt by not sprinkling the sequel with so 
mark, wo find her engaged to lie married not only to Mr. man y notes 0 f exclamation. 

Carpenter, but also to Mr. llamley, a solicitor, one Chilper, . . 

a heath-kcoper, and Salt and lilooter, tho famous music- “The burglars did not talk much as they appear to l.avc bee* 
hall cross-talk comedy duo (“they make tho orchestra disturbed while they were on the premises.” ® 

smile "). The scene of the meeting of these five victims is Manchester Evening N.v-t. 

one of the most brilliantly farcical I have read. It was 1st Burglar (halfway through the safe) : " Afore we go any 
Emily's Watorloo, of course. But.she fell gallantly, and I farther, Bill, I must arst you what you think of the hin- 
was glad when I realized that tho exposure, so far ftom flooenceof the Victorian hereupon modern litorachoor" 


damping Jlfr. llamley (she was engaged to them all, but 2nd Burglar (settling himself com) 
llamley was the one sha wanted to marry), only endeared now I ’ll tell yer. I ’old that—:— I 
her the more to that devout lover. “ His face, as be Looked scoot! ” 


a ; "Ab, well, 
il A copper— 
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, .»• The function of the Church," says A mosquito gensus, wo are told, lias 
CHAFUVARIA. Mv. Lloyd Gf.ohgh, " is not to engage just been 'completed Georgetown, 

The Province of Mongolia has re- iri party brawls.” Q. When is a British Guiana. According to our 

solved to declare its independence in Church not a Church ? A. When it information, however, it has not been 

the event of the. other Chinese provinces is a Tabernacle, of course. done very thoroughly, neither tho 

declaring for a Republic. Russia, whose . *.* names nor the addresses of the insects 

mouth is open (no doubt from astonish- Tlie inhabitant of Canada who in- being taken. 
ment), is said to be urging Mongolia on scribed an address to the Duke of * 

no account to waver in its decision. Connaught on a grain of wheat is, wo In the same issue of The Daily Mail 

understand, now expecting to bo made as that which contains a record of the 
Professor Caldecott, of King's a Poor, this being tho fate which has fact that 2,215 works of fiction were 


In the same issue of The Daily Mail 


by giving her half of Australia. But pedes and spiders.” "Novel It auto by Accident.” 

there is no pleasing some people. The We bad for some time past suspected 

proposal has not only annoyed Australia, A mysterious riso in the consumpl ion tho existeneo of a workshop for this 

but has caused further ill-feeling in of water in Shoeburyliess is puzzling mechanical industry. 

Germany, as the Professor only pro- tho local authorities. Is it not possible ; V ! 

poses to give her the worse half. that many of the inhabitants, as the Black and White, it is announced, 

* result of a New Year resolve, may have is to pass out of existence as an indo- 

Thove is a growing belief, says The been taking a bath ? pendent paper. Had it lived till Fob- 


Law Journal, that tho 
Government will not 
take the necessary- 
stops to fill the vacancy- 
on tho Bench created 
by the* death of Mr. 
Justice GlI A NT HAM. 
Our information is to 
the contrary. We 
understand that tho 
appointment is to bo 
conferred on a Trade 
Union official to whom \ 
all actions affectingj 
Trade Unions will he’ 
assigned. ! 



ruary noxt our con- 
I temporary would have 
j attained its majority. 

; Now it is going to join 
■ it. We are glad, how¬ 
ever, to learn that 
i ! another world awaits 
•_ | it. It is to be incor¬ 
porated in The Spline, 

All British. 

From a circular:— 
“The first directors ui* 
Mr. Jacques ilubnchcr ami 
Mr. l'Vaiifois Josbph Kuug, 
and tho business will be 
under flic general manage: 
ment of Mr. Leopold Mai v, 
with Mr. Ovo von Klenau and 
Mr. Maurice Bmnschwig.” 


" I f you depended for j 

the defence of our! _ __ 

shores upon more elo -1 6 ^ , , , j It will hardly como as 

miont an Deals to file! tl'ijtlfo Intsbauil, who, after repeated culls, tin r,y*hum aM'mutk cut, Klicre fuel „ £ n 

quent appeals 10 11,0 : hour / kc i lut j«» cldeaxmrivg to locale defect). “On, mem you auk, John 1 ComkI? surpuso to you to 
patriotism and the hu-1 Ar oj;oK A}iJ( SET THE U0VS& . TH . {Pt W ul vou 1" I hoar that the name of 

inanity of the people,'----—— •- - 'this company is The 

said Mr. Lloyd Gkokge, as reported by Lizard Peak, which is ono of tho British Commercial Company. 

The Daily Xews, “ you could not build highest mountains in Colorado, has .. 

or maintain a navy of Chinese junkets suddenly fallen into the canyon at its Expert Critics. 

in this country." Nor even an army of base. It is supposed to have become Inspired by the brilliant example of 

Welsh rabbits. # # * • dizzy from looking down from such a Mr. Arthur Phillips, who has in : 

' • * height. * vited two hundred tramps to criticise 

Tho careloss handling of parcels by * his performance in the Great Gay 

tho Post Office continues to be dis- The vexed question as to whether the Hoad, Messrs. Beit and Norrard, tho 
cussed, and now that a lady 1ms Northerners are a more hardy race well-known railway refreshment-room 
written to The Daily Mail to say that than the Southerners is now to bo put caterers, have asked fivo hundred 
a large pincushion doll has reached her to a practical test. The old noisy sandwichmen to inspect their new and 
with its head off the matter will no motor-omnibuses which the Londoners renovated stock for the coming year. 

doubt receive serious attention. have been unable to endure have been _ 

V sold to a syndicate which intends to <* Plain Tales from the Hills.” 

In connection with the transfer of let them loose in Lancashire towns. a iu ooUmamnd nr.d you 

tho telephone system to tho 1 oat Office t will never live to regret your little adventure,” 

we are given to understand that it is Dr. Chalmers Mitchell, in his ii.. t can ' t L e as f a i,,i a „ 

liarder for a telephone-opera'or to be a third lecture on “ The Childhood of _ 

civil servant than for those following Animals" at the Royal Institution, to the flooding in the streets of 


"Plain Tales from the Hills.” 

“Spend a seiu-oii iu Ootaranrand and yon 
will never live to regret your little adventure." 


any other calling. 


Animals at the iwyat institution, "Owing to the flooding in the streets of 
explained, inter alia, the reason for a Maid-tone and Tonbridge the Christ mas trade 
leopard's spots. It seems that, after was considerably hampered.’’— ff'eoternMiil. 
all, they are not there in order that a For a moment wo though); of putting 


The L.C.C. park-keepers are agitating all, they are not there in order that a For a moment wo though); of putting 
for trousers. If their demands are not marksman may choose his spot and the last word in italics, but we have 
granted they may join forces with the shoot, and then, if he hits another, decided that the joke may safely b& 
Suffragettes. assert that that was the one lie aimed at. left to erfiak for itself. 
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THE WINT& OF OUR CONTENT. 

['Lines suggested liy an inspection of railway-posters apparently por- 
tr, tying Hie present attractions of our Kuglislt holiday resorts.] 

Who wails of Winter? Itct him view 
The prints on this suburban platform, 

And ho will notice lots and lots 
Depicting native Beauty-Spots 
Ahla/.e, beneath a torrid hitie, 

With weather lit to melt a c Hajah's hit form. 

Yours are these scenes, 0 British Isle, 

* Tho fabled land of fogs and blizzards; 

There year-long summer never fails 
(If we may trust the posters' tales) 

Itut lures us with her archest smile 
To come and toast our hibernating gizzards. ’ 

Fee where by Weymouth’s golden sand 
(Ah, happy babes that in it wallow !) 

Smart women, gowned in gauzy wear, 

As tits the present balmy air, 

Imbibe tho music of the band, 

With parasols to intercept Apollo. 

At this unlikely time of year 
Mark yonder boy —a speaking omen 
Of health and appetite in store 
At Swanago of the sunny shore— 

"I feel," he says," so jolly here," 

Laying his hand upon Ids young abdomen. 

Behold, along the silvery wave, 

(The sun above it, hot and shiny), 

1 Gay yachts are dancing out of Hyde, 

.lust as they did at Kuinniertirle, 

And little Southsea trippers lave 
Their paddling tootsies in the topid briny. 

Again: permit your glance to fall 
j On Winchester’s historic scenery. 

Where are the leavos of yester-May ? 

| Has tho deciduous elm, j say, 

Mislaid his foliage V Not at all; 

■! lie still preserves a rare perennial greenery. 

Are you for 70 in the shade ? 

You ’ll catch the season in its prime at 
Dovereourt, whore the sexes mix 
. | In tho warm surf; or you may fix 

j A tryst amid somo Iteeehen glado 
I Tu Felixstowe's superbly tropic climate. 

liven tlTe Underground provides 
Visions of raiment light and airy; 

Here (in the picture) man and wife, 
loading the simple outdoor life, 

Sketchily clad in nature’s hides, 

J''.njoy a second dune in January. 

Why hustle, tlipn, to alien seas, 

To Monte Carlo or Mentone, 

Wiien here (unless the posters lie) 

You have a perfect homo-supply 
Where yon may bask all day at oase 
Or gambol softly like a Summer coney ? 

Why seek the Kilo’s exotic bowers ■> 

When here you get the same idea, 

■ Zephyrs the same, the same old sky 

(Unless, once more, the posters lie) 1 
•I A leisure-land of lotus-flowers 

As good as any on a* dayahbeeali? O. S. 


THE HOLIDAY JAUNT. 

,Wk discussed the matter this way and that for eome 
time,, tind. eventually we decided that we would go to 
London .together' and then split up into two separate 
parties for theatrical purposes. 

It caine about in this way. Everybody knows that, 
unless you go to London at loast once and see a perform¬ 
ance, holidays don’t count. When school bogins again 
you must havo something, even if it's only a cirous, to put 
up against Enid or Thelma or Bridget, when they tell 
you about their excitements. The liest thing is a real 
theatre, so we settled that we would go to a real theatre 
on some convenient afternoon. 

Mother suggested Peter Pan as being both old and 
new; hut Helen said, “ No—nothing would induce horto 
seo Peter Pan again wliou there were so many other 
things that she hadn’t, seen. Rosie, however, said that 
Peter Pan fulfilled all her ideals, and she must see it 
again. Then Peggy was called in to arbitrate. She at 
once declared for something with swords and, battles. 
“But,” said Ilosio, “ you fight every day"-—which is true, 
for Foggy lias a soldier’s soul and a scout’s uniform in 
which she conducts crusades of extraordinary virulence 
against a dusky and remote people "railed “ Sasarens.’’ 
They polish by millions every day in the more distant parts 
of the garden, but are constantly renewed. Peggy, there¬ 
fore, is all for swords—which, as everybody knows, are 
sometimes called “ skimo-tavs and for fights against 
desperate odds. She declared immovably for a play of that 
sort. Eventually, therefore, we settled that mothorshould 
take Rosio and a friend to Peter Pan, while I, with Helen 
and Peggy, affronted the full-blooded delights of The Three 
Marketeers. ^Thus. it happens that I can say nothing about 
Peter Pair,'hut, must confine myself to Dumas. 

In the train to London there were no great adventures. 
Helen's toes touched the floor of the compartment: she is 
growing up. Rosie’s legs frankly dangled, and those of 
Leggy, who is the shortest person in the world, projected 
stumpily into the air beyond the edge of her seat. I own 
f have a particular fancy for that sort of leg. It com¬ 
bines plumpness with stiffness to the extreme point of 
attractiveness. 

Well, we drove through London to our place of luncheon, 
and on the way wo counted soldiers and policemen on either 
side of the taxi. Helen was ahead for a long time with 
thirteen, hut Peggy finally romped home near tho Buck¬ 
ingham Palace Road with a numerous detachment of 
G uards. “ Twenty thousand,’’ said Peggy-— 11 1 win ”; and, 
though Helen entered a protest, there was really no getting 
out of it. Soldiers are soldiers, even when a lot of them 
are marching together, and, besides, they had officers with 
them, and it is one of the rules of the game that an officer ou 
foot counts two, while an officer on horseback counts three. 

Wo lunched in a restaurant above a glorious and gigantic 
shop where everything in tlie whole world can be bought. 
There were ices. Need I say more to indicate the excellence 
and luxury of the lunch ? But it was noticed tlmt lemonade 
after ices tastes .quite warm. Tliis was considered regret¬ 
table. The management should see to it. 

After lunch there was one false start. Peggy was swept 
off obliviously under the matornal wing in a taxi bound for 
Peter Pan, hut was restored, flustered and indignant, after 
a minute or two, daring which Helen and I, wlio had not 
seen her departure, weut from panic to panic through all 
the vast and busy departments of the shop, With her, 
thus recaptured, we readied the New Prince’s Theatre, a 
glittering palace of white and gold, only a quarter of an 
hour too soon. We got to our places, we doubled up my 
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overcoat and set it on a soat, and on its top we perched 
Peggy, whoso legs projected more plumply and stithy 
than ever. As the later arrivals brushed past them 
on their way to their seats these legs sprang back again 
like springs to their straight extension, and there, when 
the row was tilled, they finally remained, stumpy and 
triumphant. 

At last the music ceased and 4be curtain wont up. 
Heavens! what a succession bf emotions 1 Before wo knew 
what had happened d’Artagnan, fresh from Gascony, had 
three duels on his hands, and Anne of Austria had given 
the Duke of Buckingham the fatal diamond buttons. The 
scene changed, and the swords flew out, and d'Artagnan 
was engaged with Athos, who with his left hand made a 
gallant fight. Presto! the Cardinal's guards arrive—seven 
of them—to arrest the duellists. ’Tis a scurvy trick, and 
d'Artagnan joins the three Musketeers in their resistance. 
More swords flash out, and in a moment the four are 
fighting the seven. It is a fearful tusslo, but odds are 
nothing to three Musketeers and a Gascon. Down go the 
seven one after another like nine-pins, in every sort of 
attitude, and the four remain standing, flushed and vic¬ 
torious. But Peggy had observed one of the prostrate 
Cardinalians. He, though a stout and sturdy man, had 
been repeatedly thrust through, and was now extended 
on his back. As the victors advanced to the footlights she 
felt she must warn them: " Look out for that one,” she 
cried. “He's not dead. I can see him breathing"— 


and, indeed, the warrior's chest was rising and falling 
with a vigour indicative of anything but death. 

After this you might suppose that we had exhausted our 
excitement. Not a bit of it. There were dreadful and 
memorable fights yet to come, and Milady had yet to sot 
her snares, and the majestic shade of Bowdler was not 
absent from the sceno. 

It was a grand afternoon, and wo didn’t fear to match 
our Musketeers against their Peter when we all went home 
in the train together. 

" Mr. Pitta aa Cassius sustained a hand part excellently well and waa 
at his best in the first act when inciting Bouton to exalt himself.'’ 

Times of India. 

We all know the fatal issue, and how it ended in Cassau’s 
remark, “ Et tu, Benters ?" 

Member of Irish firm (dictating to typist): " Wo must 
request you to read our lettor of the 30th ult. as if it had 
never been written." 

Persian Echoes. 

[fly an ex-member of the Omar Klulyydm Club.) 

There once was a party called Shuster, 

Who crowed at the Buss like a rooster; 

When they said, “ We are sick '• 

Of this doodle-doo trick,” 

He replied, “ I shall stpp when I ohoose ter.” 
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■c it wA RTH IT ? laughed. He loves a good thing, friends as The Evening Riposte, I am 

/. ... . . . , “ How do you spell it?" lie asked at so quick—was instant. ‘‘ We have the 

(An exercise m the convivial and l th , stuff," I said laoonically. 

expansive manner of the Editor of „ M/ . j gaid . . They all gasped again. Who was I ? 

"I he English Review. ) "Oh! "lie replied, "I hadn’t given you they seemed to oe asking. Whowasthis 

We were out for the Big Stuff; that credit for that. I was thinking of al.” capable confident youth who had no 
is to say, we were dining with the We both roared.. fears on the edge of such a revolution, 

richest editor in London. " And what about Queer Street? ", watching a half-crown magazine come 

“ Keep on having more of this period he asked. down to a shilling in the year 1912 

old brandy,” he had said, and such an Not many men can pierce the dia- without a qualm! 
invitation in such a house is not to he lectical defonce of the ablest man in "And what stuff, may I ask?” said 
disregarded. London, but 1 am one. “ We shall not; Squire. Squire is an American, one of 

All the interesting men were there— be in Queer Street/’ I replied. “ We : the greatest men across the herring- 
Dan and Welby and Squire and Sparkos. shall pay our way." pond, as he has amusingly called it. 

It was like The Three Musketeers. He looked at me in alarm. "But "The best,” I said. “Translations 

On hearing our host whistle thrice you said you spelt it le,” he gasped from the Eussian pessimists." 

—one blast for an advortiser, two for at last. “You can’t liavo it both ways. “ Ah! ” they exclaimed. 

an American, and three for an editor— Not lk and a dividend too.” I " The Tramp Poot." 

and realising that I was,--- 1 “ No I ” they mur- 


the only other oditor 
present, 1 flung my 
napkin under the chair 
and hurried to his side, 
nervously pinching my 
Corona y Corona on the 
way to 860 if 1 really 
was awake or asleep 
to be so honoured. 
After pouring out 
another glass of the 
finest old brandy in 
Modern Athens I 
blurted out the great 
nows for which 1 felt 
him to be waiting. 
“ We’re chucking the 
half-crown; hencefor¬ 
ward we ’re going to be 
a bob." 

For a while he didn't j 
seem to hear, while the 
port and the old brandy 
went round the table 
and the Corona y Cor¬ 
onas burned red, light- 


irtisor, two for at last. “You can’t liavo it both ways. “ Ah 1 ” they exclaimed, 
for an editor— Not lk and a dividend too." I " The Tramp Poot.” 

-—— - "No!” they mur- 

Xy/nTiLT^-t |j mured ecstatically. 

_ [ I “Imitations of Niet- 

. 1 ;j f ]|! zsche.” 

~\ A . lijli! *1 I ^Splendid!” they 

"A : A; \ -_ i lj “AH the young Zo- 

! lliw% Ypi 

wasdite triUmph 

f Swf ife ifjJB fefl in U ^on!i° y f0marked 

fi I I m WnI bi 8. * Nothing 

Ixf J |Ail 14 k Ii 1 VI U(? y , G . CSi ^\l that can possibly make 

Ml I | J|\% / any roador comfort- 

It-. "That’s the way," 

" “fffr wo,,.. said Welby. “AndMrs. 

MOKE TRADE SECRETS. & " S, W^ve done 

Manager [examining mile oj lemon squash—chanimlhr produced). “You’ve for- • f k (jrundv 

GOTTEN TO PUT TUB ACCIDENTAL PI1* IN THIS lloTTI.K, WlLLtAM. Be MOKE A! , ' . , V 

CAliKKUL in ruri'UK.’’ 0ur P atron 8amt 18 
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MORE TRADE SECRETS. 


Am. j ir, Aiuiib A , , . '• 

_ __ j Our patron samt is 

ing up in fitful spasms' -----> Mrs. liummidge." 

the powerful intellectual brows of Ban “ We can," I said, “ if other people “And all," said Dan, “for a bob?" 
and Welby, Squire and Sparkes. I felt can't.” “ All," I said, 

a glow within me to think that I made “ Have some more of this really i *• “ Nett ? ” 
one of such a company: all men of the admirable old brandy," was his only " Nett," I said, 
world, resourceful, cynical, rich, and answer. “ Pass that very curious old brandy,” 

capablo of mixing such excellent port 1 pledged him, and he whistled up Dan cried. “ I want to propose the 
and such distinguished old brandy. the others. “ Now, boys,” ho said, health of the most courageous and 
Then my magnificent host roused “ horo's a lark. The kid here ”—I am inspired editor in London." 
himsolf. “ A bob," he said. “ Not The such a child, you know; just a mass of Our host looked a little glum but he 
Great Adult Review ? " bright and brainy keenness—" the kid drank it. 

“What other could it bo, if I talk here wants to know what ohance his "And success," Dan added, “to the 
about it ?" I asked. Great Adult Review has at a bob. new bob’s worth." 

The riposte hit him. He is not used Dan, what do you say ? ” “ Well," said our magnificent host, 

to such independence in his guests. He Dan steadily poured out a glass of “ I 'll drink that too; but I should havo 
was thinking hard, I could see, for his the remarkable old brandy and sipped more confidence if the thing was to be 
eyes were shut. It is an infallible sign, it like the superb mondain ho is. only a farthing. 1 The Biggest &tuff 
“ And what's your little game ? “ Depends on the stuff,” he said at for the Smallest Coin '—think what an 

" Principle," I said. last. The most capable man in Lon- ad. that would make 1" 

“Principal’s not interest,” ho replied don, some have called him. And so with a farewell glass of the 

instantly, Our host beamed. He knew his Dan amazing old brandy we parted, each to 

I wafi back on him in a flash: would not let him down. “There!" he the conquest of ms world, or, as the 
“ Principle is the only thing we are said to me triumphantly. French would say, “ chacrn d la 

interested in.” . My retort—I am known by my conquite de son monde." 







jl . “Siiaihiuuy Mi>r ltK very miMvrn ivitii Sir Horace Mirks. He cai.i.s rim Horace. - ' 
£. “Os the contrary, Siu Horace's ixtixaih kuiknms carl him Vi* ice." 


TIIE ART OF THE THEATRE. 
(With apologies to Mr. Gordon Craig.) 

The Expert. Come, let us sit down 
hero, on the first page, and talk a while 
of the Theatre and its art. Or rather I 
will talk, and you will supply loading 
and, if possible, intelligent interjections. 
Tell me, do you know what is the art 
of the Theatre ? 

The Playgoer. Yes. * « 

The Expert. That is wrong; you 
should have saiil No. I will therefore 
tell you about it. First, then, it is 
necossavy that we should get out of 
our. minds all our preconceived notions 
on this subject. You may, for example, 
have heard of the art of the poet or 
dramatist, or of the actor’s art, or even 
(in certain circle j) of the great 'art of 
the British Public. Now the art of the 
Theatre is none of these things. 

The Playgoer. What is it, then ? 

The Expert. That is better; I per¬ 
ceive that we shall make something of 
you yet. First and chiefly, the art of 
the Theatre is the art of Pantomime— 
an art that is unfortunately almost 
extinct among us, save in tile exhibi¬ 
tions of Punch, or those more delicate 
shows of fanloceioni which you have 
enjoyed in Italian villages. 


The Playgoer. Pardon me, 1 found' run-down clock, and a smell of orango- 
them tiresome in the extr—— . ■ . I peel. The effect, I remember, was quite 

The Expert. And why was the plea-1 extraordinary. Perhaps the wonderful 
sure you derived from them so much] dramatic values in the smell of an orango 
keener than anything you would have! have never been studied by you ? 
experienced in an ordinary theatre? I j The Playgoer. I confess that is so. 
will tell you. It was because, for the ] The Expot. Intelligent people who 
first time, you were seeing the creation j have really studied the subject know, of 
of a single intelligence. The puppet ] course, that the future development of 
playhouse is as yet the only establish- the drama will lie very largely in its 
ment in the world where there can be appeal to senses other than the aural 
efficient stago direction, localise only sense, and especially to that of smell, 
there does tho same master-hand in- Perfume is always actual-mid arresting, 
form not only the decor, tho music, and whereas dialogue, as you may have 
the dialogue, but even the gestures of noticed, is often tedious, 
the mimes. The great aim of modern The Playgoer. 1 am noticing it now. 
theatrical reform therefore, should lie to The Expo t. Then again, you will 
get rid of the bondage of independence, doubtless expect that I should say 
The Playgoer. 1 like that! something about tho very helpful work 

The Expert. And correctly, of course, of Prof. Pappenschlaft, whose treatment 
Though .all progress towards this ideal of Siiakspeareantragedy (given in dumb- 
niust be gradual, one is glad to acknow- show on an absolutely da"k stage) has 
ledge that in many places a certain been adopted with such success by the 
beginning has been made already. For directorate of the Arts Theatre at Capo 
example the performances at the new Shacklelou. So much, therefore, for 
munioipaltheatroiuLollopopski(which what has actually been done. And 
is, as you know, one of the most artistic now shall I tell you what must be our 
towns in central Poland) are of a signi- first consideration for the future ? 
ficance for the drama which should not The Playgoer. No. 
be overlooked.. One of their greatest The Expert. Then you have spoilt 
recent successes had for its interpreters the whole thing. 1 am very much dis- 
a cast consisting of seven shadows, a appointed with you. [Exit Expert. 
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SILLY ASS. 


there he had his first disappointment. 
It was nothing but an old boot; .. How- 


. , — ( av nan uvvuing unv wu viu wvvyi >, v*w »« »< 

lx. is Chum’s birthday to-morrow, ever, he was not going to'own him- him in amazement. 

• r. . _L.. 1 . l..*L - Katll .1# i t. . _ rr: 1 ij. .a. ,<ir_ l'.jiim. 


"Chumi" Icry. * 

He sits down in it and looks all round; 


and,I am going to buy him a little self in the wrong, vHe picked it Up "Myownbed!"hemurmurs. “Girefc 
whip, for a present, with'a whistle at and brought it back to lie instate. tome!" ‘ , 

the end.'of it. When I next go into That was Chum’s last day of freedom. I don’t know what it is in him which 
the country to see him J shall take it He keeps inside the" front gate now. so catches hold of you. His way of 
with me .and explain it to him. Two But he is still, a happy dde; there is sitting, a reproachful statue, motionless 
days’ firmness would make him quite ‘plenty doing in the garden. There outside the window of whomever lie. 
a sensihle.dpg, I have often threatened are beds to walk over' there arc wants to coino out and play with him 
to begin the treatment on my very blackbirds in the apple-tree to bark at. —until you can bear it no longer, but 
, next visit, but somehow it lms_ been The world is still full'd! wonderful must either go into the garden or draw 
put off; the occasion of his birthday things. “Why, only .last Wednes- down the blinds for the day; his habit,., 
offers a last opportunity. • day,” he will tell you, “ the fishmonger when you are out, of sitting up on his 

lb is rather absurd, though, to talk of left his basket in the drive. There was hack legs and tagging you with his 
birthdays in connection with Chum, a haddook in it, if you ’ll believe me, for front, paws to come and do something 
for lie has been no more tlmn three Master's break fast, so of course T saved —a trick entirely of his own invention, 
months old since we have had him. it for him. I put it on the grass just for no one would think of teaching hinr 
He is a black spaniel who 1 has never in front' of his study window, where anything; his fmmy nautical roll when 
grown up. He 1ms a beautiful astia- he’d bo sure to notice it. Bless you, he walks, which is nearly a swagger, and 
chan ebat which gleams when tho sun there’s always somdhiwj to do in this gives him always tta air of having just 

ic i'll) it’* luit. Kn fifsinila lmv in tlifl Knncrt Hnn ia nmrnr Kiln ” nnmn Km>lf fmm stninn rn.fKm* iln.^Kirwr 


is ou it; Init Jio stands so low in the bouse. One is never idle. 


come back from some rather dashing 


water that the front of it is always Chum has found, however, that his adventure: beyond all this there is still 
getting! dirty, and his care and the ends particular mission in life is to purge something. And whatever it is, it is 

of his grousers trail in tfio mud. A his master’s garden of all birds. This something which every now and then 

great authority has told us that he is a keeps him busy. As soon as he sees a compels you to bend down luul catch 

Cocker of irreproachable birth.’ A still blackbird on tho lawn he is in full cry hold of his loug silky ears, to look into 


has sworn that he is after it. When ho gets to tho place his honest eyes and say— 


a Sussex. Tho family is indifferent—it and finds the blackbird gono he pro- “You silly old ass 
only calls him a Silly Ass.' Why ho tends that he was going there anyhow; silly old ass!" 
was. christened Chum I don’t know; he gallops round in circles,rolls over ===== 

and as he never recognises the name it. once or twice, and then trots back _uc eu/icc 

doesn't matter. again. “ You didn’t milhi think I was THE aWloa 


You ilear old 
A. A. M. 


iuiu wr> uu iidiw unuu vj eiyiw, nuu viiui uuatn TUC CU/ICC U^%TCI 

doesn’t matter. again. “ You didn’t really think I was aWloS MU l EL. 

When he first came to slay with us such a fool as to try to catch a black- JI.- Some Hints for Beoinnkrs. 

J took him a walk round the village, bird?” lie says to us. “No, I was just Thebk is one question above all others 
1 wanted to show him tho lie of tho taking a little run—splendid thing for which confronts tho Englishman on 


land/ He had never seen tho country tho figure.” his first visit in tho winter season to a 

before and was full of interest, lie And it is just Chum's little runs over Swiss hotel. He cannot burke it, nor 
trotted into a eottago garden and came the l>eds which call aloud for firmness is it possible for him to postpono for a 
back with something to show mo. j— which, in fact, have inspired ,:iy single day the moment when he faces it. 

“You'll never guess,” ho said., birthday present to him. But there is The succoss of his holiday will largely 
“Look!” and he dropped at my feet j this difficulty to overcome first. When depend upon tho attitude which ho takes 


a chick just out of the egg. 


ho said., birthday present to him. But there is The succoss of his holiday will largely 
t my feet this difficulty to overcome first. When dependupon the attitude which ho takes , 
he canio to livo with us an arrangement up and the policy which ho adopts in ' 


I smacked his heart and touk him , was entered into (so ho says) by which regard to his tad. He is confronted at 


into the cottage to explain. 


one tad was given to him as his own. the outset by a large, limp, snow-white 


" My dog,” I said, “ has eaten one of In that tad ho could wander at will, structure that is practically a cross, 
our chickens." burying bones and biscuits, hunting between a bolster and a quilt, and, 

/ii__.... ' ii... l.i.. i i mi.!. ... i_i_... i l * a. i _ I _i__ j.1.- _ l ___ 


your chickens." burying bones and biscuits, 

Chum nudged mo in the ankle and birds. This may have boon so, 
grinned. a pity that nobody but Ohm 

“ Two of yota- chickens, ’ I corrected definitely which is the bod. 
myself, looking at tho fresh evidence " Chum, you bounder,” I sin 
which be had just brought to light. is about to wade through l 
“ You don't want me any more ? ” aceous border, 
said Chum, as the financial arrange- lie takos no notice ; he 
ments proceeded, “ Then I ’ll just go through to the other side. 


birds. This may have been so, but it is rep&ses sereuoly on the counterpane, 
a pity that nobody but Chum knows It is know*n, I bolieve, as a duvet. Its 
definitely which is the bod. capabilities are great, Every man 

" Chum, you bounder,” 1 shout as be must solve for himself the subtle 
is about to wado through the herb- ratio that should be established between 
aceous bonier. tho heater, the bedclothes, and the 

lie takos no notice ; lie struggles open window in the matter of their 
through to the other side. But a contribution to tho temperature; and 


and find somewhere for these two." sudden thought strikes him, and he the conclusions that follow do not pro- 

i.J 1.- ...» l—.l i 1__ _ __.1 i._.I_l.f_1__’ I L _1 __ 1 1_* ^.--1. 


And he picked them up and trotted pushes his way back again, 
into the sun. “ Did yon call me ? ” he says, 


into the sun. •• Di< 

When I came out I was greeted “Ho 
effusively. flowers 

“ This is a wonderful day,” he panted He c 
as he wriggled his body. " I didn’t " I 
know the country was like this. What wrong, 

rlrt UfA i)a nA id 9 ” trrL a 4- 11 


tend to be more than a rough guide. 
But as for the duvet, my experience is 


" How dare you walk over tho that it is best to make no terms with 
iwers ? ” it. Far wiser to dispose of it while 


flowers ? ’’ 

He comes up meekly. 


you caii still do so with a-dispassionate 


do we do now ? ,r what." you may be .capable of' anything. 

“ We go home," I said; but Chum I smack his head for him. He waits Many have been constrained to crush 
hod made a*bee line for a small dark until he is quite sure I have finished the thing (for it to infinitely com-* 
object in the middle of a field. All his and then jumps up with a bark, wipes pressible) and jam it whck-»ale into ft 
instinct told him it was something liis paws on my trousers and trots into ewer, and thus present it to the cham- 
more for the bag, but when he got the herbaceous border again. barmaid.' This is an extreme courts 


" I suppose I've don a sainethiiuf mind, than to grapple with it in the 
rang,” he says, “but I can’t think exasperation of the morning. By then 


ou may be capable of ’ mythic 
lany have been constrained to crui 

i ... ii.! . .. it-.. *i ;- 1 _ 



(or in the first place she fa not to blame, 
and in the second it cannot be released 
without a breach of the ewer. But, 
having disposed of it by some less 
barbarous method and substituted a 
travelling rug and an overcoat, you 
must face the larger problem again. 
To sleep with.the heater on and the win¬ 
dow shut is to suffer partial suffoca¬ 
tion ; with the heater off and the win¬ 
dow open is to be frozen almost stiff; 
with the heater off and tho window 
shut is to create a sort of cold frowst, 
enormously provocative of thirst. 1 
do not say, however, that a happy 
medium may not be found by diligent 
experiment, with the heater partly on 
and the window partly open. 

Theu again you will find beneath the 
pillow a singular little three-covnorcd 
wedge, so insinuated as to tilt tiie 
sleeper slightly with his head up-hill. 
A good place for this is the top of the 
wardrobe. But if you can manage to 
convey it downstairs without discovery 
it makes* capital scat for a bob-sleigh. 

Always provided that you are not 
more than six feet high, you may now 
expect to sleep in peace. 

J t is well to have a hot bath on the 
first evening, not entirely on account 
of its own intrinsic propriety, but in 
order that you may steal the towel. 
Those provided in the bodrooms are 
inadequate. But you will do well to 
conceal it, if possible, under lock and 
key, as the chambermaid has seen that 
done before, 

You will probably find that the chesl- 
of-drawers also does duty as a wash- 
stand. For this reason it is a wise 
precaution, to put nothing in tho top 
drawer except your umbrella and mack¬ 
intosh, as a good deal of water finds its 
way through. 

Your balcony is very apt to bend a 
little beneath your weight, especially 
when under snow. Do not on tlijit 
account be deterred from • using it. 
Thero is a,lot of spring about them, 
and they don’t often give way. 

• So much for your bedroom; here 
follow a few words of guidance in regard 
to the public rooms. Do not imagine 
that you can escapo from the band. 
Should it drive you to try another hotel 
you will .be no better off. You will 
find there not the same band, hut the 
same turn. They are endemic. 

The blotting-paper should lie avoided. 
The table-cloth will generally lie found 
more absorbent. 

: Make •every effort to keep on good 
terms with the concierge and he nrny 
sometimes allo w you to open a window 
in the lounge. This may prevent 

asphyxiation. 

You. will find all the newspapers 
firmly riveted into a sort of . stake. 



This makes them exceedingly difficult 
to handle. It is not a bod plan to get 
tho lift-boy to hold the paper in position 
while you read it. 

Your last an:l most painful duty, lie- 
fore leaving for your train, will lie to 
get back the deposit paid on arrival for 
the use of your toboggan, which you 
have never seen after the first day—for 
it is customary for every one to help 
himself indiscriminately out of the com¬ 
mon stock. The process of recovering 
yotir ten francs is not however so 
troublesome as it seems. For if you 
anticipate any difficulty in altering the 
number on the receipt it is always 


easy enough to alter l lie number on tho 
toboggan. 

If you have taken all the liberties 
suggested above, and expect to return 
; the following year to the same hotel, 
it is well on your departure to be 
! generous iu tips. Should this escape 
' your memory, there will always be 
J somebody about to remind you of the 
! omission. 

i . a i" a asai 

The Great Egg Joke. 

1 ' A box «f eja* o'ontfiito nut )et known) lias 
also been iwvivcd from Min. A. V. Doyle (St. 
j Mary’s).”—taint* aton Keuuiiafr. 

• Mom for km: aceii spies : Km taicbrii LUX. 
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Hu ivhl . "Dad! non, mv i . vi ; n ’ 3 timk n stakc.” Fa liter . “So, i.uidy, vor don'i n.vv is Tins u.vmk. 

Harold. "Do vou mkan tu tki.i, me that wi/ve come all this way only to look on i" 


Ann t amtaam t Ti’T'rvR A correspondent points out that Mr. 

_ 0UR LONDON LELILR. T w . KwiBBl , ri is not the only Member 

(With grateful acknowledgments to " The 0 f Parliament who is proficient on tlio 
Westminster Gazette.") ponny whistle. Lord Punt land, prior 

Mb. Redmond is not the first public to serving as A.D.C. to the Lord- 
man ot eminence to he involved in a Lieutenant of Ireland, was in great 
carriage accident. It is recorded by roquestat village readingsowing to his 
Livy that when Hannibal was crossing virtuosity on this humble but effective 
the Alps ho was twice overturned in a instrument. Mr. Gibson Bowles, 
chariot drawn by mule*, whilo Lord again, is a past master of the 
Clive was seriously injured as a child technique of the bosun's whistle; but 
OAving to the upsetting of his peram- this can hardly be called a "penny” 
hulator by a runaway horse. Clive whistle except by a stretch of language, 
lived to conquor India. The happy as the regulation price is, wo believe, 
omen will not be lest on the many 7s. (W. 

admirers of the great Irish statesman. Sir Alfred Thomas, whose elevation 
The gift of a tame wallaby to Lord ■ to tlio peerage lias given the greatest 
Denman, the Governor-General of I satisfaction throughout the Princi- 
Australia, is not the first occasion on ] pality, is not the first person with the 
which such presents have been made! surname of Thomas who has received 
to distinguished administrators. Thus 1 this honour. Tt will be remembered 
it is recorded that when Cicero was'that Mr. Freeman-Thomas was rc- 
proconsul of Cilicia the natives of that jceutly created Lord Willingdon. It 
province testified their appreciation of is a curious coincidence that in a hook 
his services by presenting him with a of confessions Lord Willixodon re¬ 
pair of panthers, which for many yours cently stated that his favourite poets 
formed ono of tlio chief attractions of wore Alfred Tennyson and Thomas 
the famous orator's villa at Tusculum. Moore. 

Diogenes, it is well known, kept a It cannot lmve escaped the notice of 
pet lizard in bis little wooden hut, or our readers tint Mr. 1 ltyd Geohge is 
tub, as it was called by bis detractors; not singular in choosing the Riviera for 
and the hatjjfes of Newfoundland pre- the scene of his winter holiday/ Tlio 
seated Sebastian Cabot with a learned uncommon mildness of tlio climate, 
cachalot, as we read in the pages of conjoined with the natural beauty of 
Mr. Frank BuLLEN. * t.hft itfMJrfs. n.fi.rnr!f.s f.hmiaanria nf invnlirifl 


and convalescents—happily tho Chan¬ 
cellor of the Exchequer comes 
under neither of these categories—to 
this enchanting district. Tho ltiviera, 
however, labours under the grave draw¬ 
back of being liable to. earthquakos. 
• But those visitations are of compara¬ 
tively rare occurrence, and even, if one 
■ should happen during his stay we havo 
1 no doubt that Mr. Lloyd George would 
'confront it with his usual buoyant 
| optimism. 

!tU» LAUGH THAT CAME OFF. 


1 the coast, attracts thousands of invalids 


I head a Sage's words that stuck 
Fast in my mind. "Good folk," 
saicl he, 

“ To learn to laugh at ono’s ill-luck 
Is soundest of philosophy." . , 

But, though on many a day and night, 
Ill-starred, I fairly triod the thing, 

It never sounded really right, *' 

I couldn’t raise the genuine ring. 

I mind the silly ouckling sound 
That came the day my bank work 
* broke ’; 

The weird guffaw I wildly found 
When Janet deemed my love a joke. 

But now I know tho mirth that lends 
A fitter form of help by, half: 

I ’ve been to Where the Rainbow finds, 
And learnt that mad, hyama laugh. 




UNITED WE DIFFER. . 

Mu. Llovd Georg m. "VOTES FOR WOMEN! DON'T YOU LISTEN TO MY ESTEEMED 
COLLEAGUE!" 

Mr. Harcourt. »NO VOTES FOR WOMEN! MY ESTEEMED COLLEAGUE IS TALKING 
, NONSfeN8EI" 
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A PERSONALITY. 

Our telephone number is two double- 
six double-six nine Central. 

Every mowing, just alter breakfast, 
the little bell rings, and Craikes or I 
take off the receiver and ask it if it is 
there. Every morning, just after break¬ 
fast, the receiver says that it is, and 
asks us if we are two double-six double- 
six Jive Central. Every morning, just 
after breakfast, J say, or Craikes says, 
•• No," and there the matter ends for the 
moment. 

I say "every morning, just after 
breakfast,” because tiio intervals when 
this does not happen arc so few and 
short as to be negligible. 

Wo have formed a-eonclusion alxnit 
Two double-six double-six live. Homo- 
one is in love with him and means to 
go on being in love with him, even 
if they give hint the wrong number 
every time. We feel that we have 
been taken into this someone's confi¬ 
dence, aflil aro entitled to know a little 
more about a lovo which docs not mind 
Ixjing aired at this chilly hour of tho 
morning. Listening, however, more 
closely, we have been compelled to 
notice that tho voice is not always the 
same. We are forced to tho regrettable 
conclusion that more than one person 
is in love with Two double-six double- 
six five. The more profoundly are we 
intrigued alxnit a personality which can 
inspire such love at such an hour in 
a variety of hearts. In short, wo want 
to know who this Two double-six 
double-six live is. 

" Wo will,” wo said, " pick him out 
from tho List of Subscribers.'’ We 
examined the first page of this volume. 
On it thero wore a hundred and 
sixty-eight numbers, and two double- 
six double-six five Central was not ono 
of them. We also found, by looking 
hurriedly forward, that there are eeycn 
hundred and twenty-nine fnoro pages, 
each containing the same amount of 
numlxjrs. " We will not," wo said, "pick 
him out from the List of Subscribers.” 

Last wepk we got a little clue. A 
voice asked us suddenly “ if we made 
plum puddings ? ” The voice did not 
actually mention two double-six double- 
six five, but it was a case of the same 
old mistake, we had no doubt. Plum 
puddings are not, we were bound to 
admit, consistent with our theory of 
j&ssion, but a theory must go by the 
board when it collides with cold fact. 
Here ndte in passing that we, Two 
double-six double-six nine, live at the 
Embankment end of the Temple. Our 
next-door neighbour is (remember the 
plum puddings) II.M.8. Buzzard. Put 
two and two together, and you will find 
that there is nothing in it. The number 
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THE NEGLECTED VETERAN. 

Father 27iio, tts tnirMhi). " Kvi-ryl liing going nil' Xmtli ' Alin- nil my wcful work, loo, 
all tlirso years! Enough in make a fellow lmt« his vviy Ih-.I 1 If it weren't for their homily 
Atlases anil IJcography, hanged if I wouldn't have a try in burst my bunks ami get there 
myself! Might have a eluuiee of a job then.” 


of II.M.S. Bmzard, li'squire, is one 
double - three doublo - eight Central. 
That is not tho worm that these early 
birds are after. 

We want to find out who Two double- 
six double-six five Central is. How shall 
we do it ? Without waiting for your 
answer, we have formed a plan. 

Wo are going quietly up to our instru¬ 
ment to romove the ear-trumpet. In 
answer to the customary official enquiry, 
we shall say: “ Give us two double-six 
double-six five Central, please.” 

Later a voice will say: " Hullo! ” 

“ Who aro you ? " we shall ask. 

Ten to one the answer will be: " Two 
double-six double-six five Central.” 

" Yes, but who else ? " we shall ask. 

We shall tbeu team the worst; but 
we shall not tell the public. The 
public must find out for itself, one by 
o«e, in the some way. Thus Two 


i double-six ilouhle-six five will become 
the most notorious as well as the best 
loved man in London. 

No, we have thought of that. To 
avoid the risk of being dragged into 
any more of his affairs we, Two 
double-six double-six nine, shall have 
discontinued our subscription to ami 
severed our connection with the Tele¬ 
phone by the time this article appears 
in print. Wo do not want to have to 
interview all the new-found friends, as 
well as all the old-time lovers, of Two 
double-six doublo-six five. 

From the handbill of an entertain¬ 
ment at Washford Pyue:— 

"KxTBBT.UNMEXr xxo Dave - <M. 

TO Dance Amine ■ v • 4 d.” 

Fair Dancer (to over-strenuous partner). 
“ Hero’s fourpeuee; do you nund danc¬ 
ing alone?” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“'The Miracle." 

The arena of Olympia makes an ad¬ 
mirable stage for a Royal Horse Show 
or the crowded interior of a cathedral, 
but for a single actor it is perhaps 
a little roomy. Thus, in The Miracle, 
it needs a circle of limelight (thrown 
upon her from a hanging platform in 
the roof) to enable The Knight, stationed 
outride the great West, doors, to locate 
the object of his passion; but how ho 
contrives to set a proeiso valuo on her 
/harms without the aid of field-glasses, 
I cannot hope to guess. And when a 
spasm of attraction draws him to her 
side he has to cover something under 
a furlong before he can fold her in his 
steely arms. Nor was 1 surprised that 
the effort of carrying her out along this 
tedious track made him impotent to 
mount his charger at the first attempt. 

An oqual distance, in tho other half 
of tho cathedral, had to he negotiated 
whenever the nuns wero sent for to 
witnoss any miracle that occurred in 
the centre. ' I never remember to have 
seen so strong a body of irliijienses 
executing so lengthy a movement at 
the double. It was a littlo unfortunate 
tiiat they should all have been required 
tb recognise the miracle at the same 
moment, the rear contingent taking 
their time from the screams of the 
vanguard. 

A grave difficulty for the manage¬ 
ment lay in tho impossibility of 
disturbing tiie original scene. Once a 
cathedral, always a cathedral. The 
strangest tilings had to go on inside it. 
I have assisted at some remarkably 
secular demonstrations in the church 
of the Am Coeli in Rome on the 
i occasion of the Festivity of the Santiss- 
I into Bambino, bu'. never anything like 
! the goings-on in this place of worship 
j at Addison Road. There wero murders 
i and violent elopements (done in defiance 
! of tho laws of sanctuary); there were 
| feasts, and a sort of I/ady Godiva 
i entertainment, and returns from the 
chase or the battle, and other episodes 
most unusual in tho interior of a sacred 
edifice. From the simple expedient of 
pushing three trees and a grass mound 
through tho cathedral doois and a few 
yards up the nave (“ Movable Mountain 
by Rudolph Ihvorsky," as my pro¬ 
gramme, anxious to give credit whero 
j credit is due, informs mo) we were to 
gather symbolically that tho outdoor 
life of the world at large was before us; 
hut this did not quito suit the case of 
the nuptiak couch, which was thus 
exposed to all the winds of heaven, or 
of the Inquisition chamber, where the 
proceedings wont on under hypaethral 
conditions. 


It was less easy to accept in all cir¬ 
cumstances tho convention of dnmb- 
show. An uproarious banquet of 
brigands, where there was no buz/ of 
conversation and no audible jests to 
provoke tho ribald laughter, was a 
tough thing to swallow. Apart from 
the reading of the sorvice the only re¬ 
marks uttered during the evening were 
“ Oh! " and *• Witch! ” It would seem 
that there is no recognised gesture to 
express your feelings with perfect clarity 
when you imagine yourself to be a 
victim of tho Black Art. 

But, to do justice to a remarkable per¬ 
formance, there was never any resort to 
those traditional pantomiuiics which I 
always regard with ignorant abhorrence. 



1,0V10 AT HUNT SIGHT, 

[long d tenure rangr.)' 

Tin- Xun . Mile. TiiotniANriw.v. 

7V Kniulit ( marked in ( M rKmiI As y AVSt 
the picture with a x)) 

The gestures of Mile. Tbodhavowa as 
The Nnn, if they were sometimes need¬ 
lessly iterated in order to give the 
music time to catch up, always con¬ 
voyed her meaning with a perfectly 
natural and human directness; and tho 
sense of space which might well have 
tempted her away from a right dramatic 
restraint never seemed to give her any 
trouble. 

Many miracles were performed, but 
tho best marvel of all was the statuesque 
beauty of Mmc. Maria Cahmi as tho 
Botticelli Madonna, and the gracious 
dignity of her movements when she 
came to life. The third protagonist, 
The Spielmann (Herr Max Fallen- 
ukiio), I cannot praise with equal 
confidence. Why the Devil should 
here be represented as a piper I do 
not venture to say, though 1 assume 
that the association (common in Ger¬ 
man legends) of the musio of the pipe 


with the crying of lost souls had some¬ 
thing to do with it. But it does not 
explain why it should have "been 
necessary for this Mephistopheles 
Spielmann (no connection, by the way, 
with another M. Swelmann, friend 
and biographer of Mr, ranch) to 
adopt the grotesque motions _ of. a 
dwarf, and wriggle about with his legs 
doubled up, or why these gymnastics 
should have had any attraction for The 
Nun. I should add that his .satanic 
pipe threw off an astounding variety of 
noises, including tho strains of a full 
brass orchestra. ' ■ ■ 

And this brings me to M. Humper¬ 
dinck's music. The largeness .of. the 
cosmic theme was perhaps hardly suited 
to his particular typo of genius. One 
obvious error of judgment was his 
adaptation of a certain familiar hymn- 
tune. Writing for iin English audience 
he should have 'considered whether the 
homely words which this air was hound 
to suggest to us were appropriate for a 
congregation thrilled by the spectacle 
of the Madonna incarnate. 

To spCak Of .the pa'goant as a whole, 
Professor Reinhardt's Achievement 
was a great triumph over difficulties 
that must have broken the heart of a 
less courageous impresario. His dis¬ 
position of singlo figures, designed for 
the bread effects that so vast a stage 
demanded, was a thing to wonder at no 
less than his marshalling of the huge 
crowds. The cathedral scenes, where 
silence was natural and proper, were 
far the most appealing. As for the rest, 
those who have made a previous study 
of tho argument Mill look in vain for 
any very lurid episodes in the downward 
caroorof The Nun. Her dancing on the 
banquet-table was of the most perfunc¬ 
tory, and must have been a sad blow for 
the retainers of the marauding noblo- 
inan. Even in the early stages of her 
pass/oaate progress sho never gave me 
the impression that sho was having the 
time of her life. I am certain that there 
should have been, at tho first, a stronger 
pote of joyousuess in tho new life of love 
and freedom, to serve as a contrast 
both to the cloistral restraint that went 
before, and the bitter disillusionment 
that was to follow. But the horrors 
began from the very start. Her oarthly 
Paradise seemed all snake. 0. S. 


“Active, elderly IV,H., give I,AV. excli. f.“ 
room, small w., Christian cjd. Me., Q.V.M., 
P.O ."—Sydney Morning Herald. 

The only comment we can think of is* 

“K.C.M.G." 

“The length of horse used by the brigade 
was 39,300 yards. ' ’—BimiHghmn Daily Mml. 

It sounds more like a dachshund. 
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K'Jerbj Sruisou-Tidrl l/M<r. “No, I don't i.ikb tub windows keen, he, use I don’t j.ike nnmiitw. When’ tod’kb young 

it's Al.l. ItinilT, MET WHEN YOU’me I'AST FIFTY you’ve GOT TO BE i-AUEITT. : YOU can't 110 THINGS Willi IMPUNITY I.IKK* YOU CAN' 
WHEN YOU’llK YOUNG. THAT '» IIIJW I CATCH JIONf OF .MY COEDS—DOING THINGS WITH IMPUNITY.” 


TO HENRY, ON GETTING INTO “WHO’S WHO.” 

Ai’otheosis— isn't that the word ? 

Well, well, whatever he the actual standing, 

Godly or demi-godly, that's conferred 
On thoso who've climbod to Glory's topmost landing, 
llenry, I’m truly bucked to sue that you 
Are now a “ Who.” 

I wonder if the tint of modest shame 
Leapt from those scarlet covers to your brows and 
If it upset you when you found yrur name 
Among tliis season’s J*our-and-twenty Thousand ; i 

Or did you, loth to hold yourself aloof, | 

Correct a proof ? 

’Twas in the process of an idle search 
That first I camo on you in all your dignity, 

Precoded by a pillar of the Church 
(A blameless bishop of extreme benignity), 

And followed by a baron whose career 
Is writ in beer. 

Your claim to honour boasts a firmer base: 

I glowed with loving pride on learning that you 
# Lately presented to your native place 
A park, a mission-hall, a Royal statue, 

And (this, I ’ll wager, fairly made them jump 
For joy) a pump. 

The casual reador of the volume might, 

Seeing your deeds so blazoned forth in print, arrest 
His gaze, and note that in the coming fight 
You 're picked to champion your Party’s interest, 


And, adding two and two, meanly contrive 
To make il live. 

But we who know you, we, my dear old chap, 

Who’ve joined your clubs and shared your recreations 
(“ Fishing, lawn-tennis, golf and ha’penny nap"), 

And loyally perused your publications 
( Tariff s in Timbucloo, Pure Politics 
And Parlour Tricks)— 

lie would not doubt your motives; nor would wo, 

1 Slighting the claims of History, dispute your 
i Right to a place among the company 

Of England's supermen. So in the future, 

Whatever you achieve, don't keep it back 
From Messrs. Bj.ack. 

“Tim llonl.l.1. f.. Jenkins, Vice-President of the Gumuur-UenumlVi 
legislative Council, nail the following short address of loyal welcome 
and devotion to Their Imperial Majesties on behalf of British India. 
Takr in A The King-Kmp< mi acknowledged the address.” 

Durbar DulMiu- 

Fov loyalty, devotion and especially brevity the Vice- 
Pr.usi dent's address would he hard to beat. 

Things that we Take on Trust.—I. 

“ If it should he a lint night the moon nill appear larger than usual. 
The difference will lie very'miall, m> small that no eye will bo able to 
recognise it.”—.l/ea>'Wc<• Kifui.aj .Vw. 

According to The Daily Express a Lancashire cotton 
operative said recently: “ I strongly deprecafe the coercive 
tactics of organised labour.” This must be the Lancashire 
dialect, of which we have so,often heard. 
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I JHE G REAT VNAME, 

I Albanian 'mountain-1 »kw mixture. 
Gbown in Tipfehaby. 
Ferruginous, 

, Antiseptic. 

Hypnotic. 

Alleviates the anguish of literary 
composition. 

Appreciated by canaries. f 

Makes a perfect omelette. 

Mr. AitNiti.i> Bkxnkit write: • I wm', im 
any other in my davlian^i i ' 

, SMI I.UR’S 1IO.M K-MADK .l.Uls. 
ltlC-H ANO ilKFltr.SHINfi, 

hit 

; Suitable to Small Incomes. 

• A perfect substitute for Dripping. 
Combining tho flavour 
of 

Cocaine and Acety line. 

; Mr. AiiNoi.it Bkxxktt rings : 

A life without tin- jams of Smili-r 
Explains the lisitix of \V vi Tvi bi.\ 

1 TUN ENGLISH CHANNEL. 

: The best piece of hea-water 
‘ between 

England and France. 
j Patronise this Channel when 
; visiting the Continent , 
j Blue, deep and invigorating. 


NKW KNIGHTS PILLS. 

Wobth an Awful Lot a Box. 
The Busy Man’s Pills. 

Tho Busy Woman’s Pills. 
Everybody’s Pills. 

Ask for Now Knight’s and see 
that you got them. 

Mr. Ai:\tiI.I> Rk\m:i"I writes: "Tlie.-e ant 
ati-rling jiiils.’ 

WHOLE-MKAI, BREAD. 

Every Slice a Whole Mcu,. 
Notliing Like It. 

11.•tier than The Standard's Daily- 
Meal Bread. 

Better than The lhiihj Meal's 
Standard Bread. 

The Only Thorough Bread. 

Mr. AiiMii.it Hksskti says: “1 mill- oiv 
in»\t*|s uu Whole Meal.” 

JUtKITSTKIX'iS 1*1 A NOS, 

The Loudest in the World. 
“Any noise annoys an oyster,” 
but a Brcitstein puts him to 
sleep. 

Endorsed by Jack Johnson, 

Sir Joseph Beeciiam and 
Dr. Clifford. 


And Christabel and Amaryllis 
Have made their ankles twice «s~ 
stout 

With ornamental sheaths, the sillies, 
And men and maidens walk about 
Looking like ptarmigans attacked hy 
gout. 

And I who siug, 0 cruel fashion, 

0 charmer with the iron will, 

I too liavofelt tho flame, the passion; 
l've worn thorn, and 1 wear them 
still; 

I rook at those twain- ~T call them 
Charles and Bill, 

Those are my most exotic couple, 

There arc no lovelier spats than those; 

What art it takes to keep thorn supple 
I know not, but they roost at ease 
All night upon their own peculiar 
trees. 

Then say not that the year was quiet. 
Tho poor dim year that lies at rest, 

When fancy hock-wear held such riot 
And every shoe was chicly dressed 
In hoods (but Charles ami William 
wore the best). Evoij. 


THE DO WADER CHINA TEA. 
Tiie Palest in the Market, 


Mr. AiiNoi.n bENNKir write: “I uuU ■>. Fragrant and Fortifying, 
wnt of pressing the English Ctmimrl w Item-verj ,.... ., P 


t go to Paris." 

THE GREAT AIM LT KKMKW. 
Once 2'G; Now 1 . 

Murk the Difference. 

Every time you buy it you save I (i. 
Every time you don’t buy it you 
j save only 1/-. 

j Edited by Tho Funniest Man in 
| London. 

j Bead, “ We come down to a Shilling" 


J Mr. AiSNoi.n Bknnkit write: “I prefer a A NEW CALENDAR. 

[ IMMriH rvm to a Hush Grand.” _ The reason I have embarked upon 

~ ~ the business here described is this. 

THE DOWAGER CHINA TEA. Twelve months ago a friend pre- 

Tiie Palest in the Market, sented me with a “ Tennyson " Calen- 
ragrant and Fortifying. dar for 1911, and, loaving the Insurance 

Indistinguishable from Cocoa. Bill out of the question, few things 
Reminiscent of Coffee. have been more thoroughly unsatis- 

Can he mado in a Kettle, factory. You know, doubtless, the 
Mr. Aiisoi.n iiKAMur write: “It ran l* kind of thing I mean. One tears off a 


Indistinguishable from Cocoa. 
Reminiscent of Coffee. 


| drunk with impunity at all hours.” 


THE ADVANCE OF THE FOOT- 
GUARDS. 


sheet each morning, and in addition to 
being confronted by the date in large 
type, the time of rising and setting of 
the sun, and tiie state of the moon, one 
is given a quotation from the works 
of the late Laureate. It is the last- 


| | “ Laid, year, as indml is prop,.,- I'.., » ... ul “Rmuauo an is w iasu- 

! nation Year, was md one of violrnt t-vrnts in named feature which lias goaded me 


Head, “ We come down to a bliillillg" i thr Loiidolirr'a life.” -Pa iriiubit f ] 
iii the Current Kunilier and split And shall the fury pass unnoticed 
your sides. That fledged the fort of democrats, 

Anxoi.n Ihissfirr sa-.s: “-Thr Gums Ydiilt From Highgate’s citadel remotest 


Itcvinv’is a lvcltrr r.iirw linn h-i Gii-rr,. 
or Koine ever had.” 

HUDLKSS SOAP. 

What is more horrible than to 
have one’s eyes full of suds’.’— 
j Nothing; 

j Sudless giap completely does away 
with this vexation. 

As used on the Sud express trains. 

Tho ordinary Cake of much- 
advertised Soap has MO washes • 
ip it; 

As there is no waste a Cake 
of Sunless Soap contains 400 
washed 

Mr. Anvoi.n IIhwkit write: “SiidieM 
Soap fotluio." , 


the Londoner's life.” -Pair!,«;„i into action. The diabolical perversity 

And shall the fury pass unnoticed ? f r "- y 1 Calen ^ 1 ' “*}“■ particular lias 
That Hedged the foot of democrats, • ln0 ‘^ ulclTC * 1 * > j e ’ 

From Highgate’s citadel remotest I s n °i Peasant, for example, on 

To Kenningtou.tho boi.mc of bats- on0 1 ot lll0S ° nioraings which some of 
The wonder of last year, the wave us.know so well, when the minor, 
of spats ? * points out with brutal emphasis that 

* you are fast becoming middle-aged, bald 

All shyly, like the early primrose, and dyspeptic, to be told, “ Lo! ever 
They started few and far botween; thus thou growest beautiful." It is 
To-dav the shops are full of trim rows, sarcasm in the worst possible taste. 
The suburbs glorv in tho sheen How disheartening, too, to read on ones 

Of gaitered ankios; I have some- birthday the words, “ Day, mark’d as 
times seen with some hideous crime." An inci¬ 

dent like this destroys one’s self-respect. 
A tube compartment fairly blossom One goes about with the furtive air of 
With buff and grey and brown and a cat that has stolen the fish, 
fawn, At first I imagined ,1 must be 

And tripped my anxious way across ’em, peculiarly unfortunate, but I have long 
And known that every eye was drawn since realised that this is not so. 
To'iffy bare boot-tops, void of mush- Thousands are suffering in the same 
room spawn. way, and this vast amount of unneoess- 
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ary human distress cannot fail fo, re¬ 
act Rtlvevsely upon the efficiency of the 
nation. It must be abolished. The 
only way i» to revolutionise the system 
of compiling Poetical Calendars, and 
this is what I claim to have done. 
Orders may be sent now. Write 
plainly and state your occupation or 
principal pursuit. The price will 
naturally be a little higher than you 
],avo l>cen accustomed to pay, since 
vou arc getting a bettor lino of goods. 
Let ’ine describe iny method to you. 
In the first placo I soon discovered 
that the danger lies in what may ho 
termed Commonplace Days, daj s which 
are not of genoral interest. On Saints' 
Days, Festivals, Anniversaries, All 
Fools' Day, and so on, the presont 
type of Calendar usually manages to 
rise, though often in a very inadequate 
way, to the occasion. Fveu the idiot 
who produced my 1911 Caloitdar was 
capable of admonishing wild bells to 
ring on Decoml)or 31st. 

The problem I had to face with these 
Cominonpluco Days was to find quota¬ 
tions which under no conceivable cir¬ 
cumstances could give offence to the 
reader. Nay more, my ambition was 
to set before him lines of a stimulating 
and inspiring nature. After long 
cogitation I decided upon two stops. 

' 1 discarded the absurd tradition of 
selecting excerpts from a single poet 
■and drew freely from all the best 

I writers, and 1 adopted a new scheme 
of classification. Instead of the 

II Kkats Calendar," the “ Hium Cal¬ 
endar," the “ Shakrpkaiik Calendar," 
etc., I shall issue the “ Dukes' Calen- 
,(lar," tho “Cabmen’s Calendar," the 
'‘ Golfers' Calendar,” and so on. You 
see tho idea? 

Thus, if yon are a Militant Suffra¬ 
gette, you will find examples of this 
.character: — 

“ Tu liim, brave I hs ! 

i Serntel, nut his eyes, anil ou his blanehed elfe<4.s 
|Set tin. fierce print, of thy ensanguin'd nails." 

' ,S'/i"/, 

“Then angry cries arose from all, 

. ■ CM out 'the woman from the hail!' 

Hut though tho henchmen toiled apace 
They could not drag her from the place ; 

Kill I loud tho chains which bound her creaked, 

I And louder yet the woman shrieked.”— >W/, 

' “1 wall 

' The swill assault, tire scramble and the scn-uius. 

1 And all the avalauche of hurtling stones." 
j 7 V»,i.V*m. 

. “ 0 for the dentin of some cool-shadowed cell!" 

Kenh. 

" A hnrde stoon she cast 
lfpon a wyndow thikke, and in priaumi 
tihe riNimith to and fro and up and donn." - 
l hams. 






Or you may be a Butcher. Very 
well, then—■ 

“The marvel and magic of mutton, 

This Inrh and the lustre of lamb." 

iS'iofrtflMVlW. 


“ What's i' the sausage 1 
Man in his sangnine youth nor in Ids cross ago 
Cannot disi-i.irci. Yet we know it pleasant." 

llivi'iiiiiij. 

“Then, butcher, like thy chopper up. 

And cleave the join! in twain." 

"i'nie, silly, tmsuspecliiiglieaslie. 

The heart tlml tlnatei within thy brcii'lic 
.Shall mine he taken Ini’ thy cheatie. 

And final* line mail." 

Jlunis. 

"He deives like Jehu in hU dialiut fleet, 
l eges ),js how amt speeds along the street." 

J V- 

I loave these few examples to spoak 
for themselves. They are more eloquont 
than I. 

If the public supports me, as I 
anticipate, I hope next year to go a 
step further and produce the.“ Private 
Calendar.” In addition to the features 
already described, this,will contain suit¬ 
able quotations for any dates of per¬ 
sonal note with which the customer 


cares to supply me. Ou the com¬ 
pletion of another year of service at' the 
office, for instance, ho might read:— 

'■ l <„unt it m nn conimoll day 
The which, if Kortuuo tvills tt, limy 
I'iocuit for service true and sage 
A modest inereim lit of wage." 

Woiihiivrili. 

Ou the day when he pays his Life 
Insurance Premium :— 

"0 separation which is deplorable and most 
miplensaut- the sepuation from inouey! 

The paying out of rash from a purse not to* 
well lined. Ouiuirtble mitmmee! 

All <»>», ail is Ibr tlie best." — Il'ylt WHIuuiit. 

On the anniversary of his wedding: - 

“This is my maitinge day ."—Hen JoMmt, 

Ybu are probably amazed at tho 
extraordinary aptness and propriety of 
my quotations, and are wondering now 
I have contrived to bring |lte work of 
selection to such a fine art. That, 
however, is my secret, which you can 
scarcely ekpect me to give away. 
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ruiD^anniniur' nrrmc In Mr. IIesxktii Prichard’s account of his expedition 

OUR 'BOOMNO OPFlUt. f ron , the Atlantic coast to the George River-2Wi« 

{By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) Trackless Labrador (HiiiNUMANN)-he is oaveful not td 

Never swap souls when you are,crossing the river Styx, glorify the exploits of himself and of his cpmpanion, Mri 
That, I take it, is the moral of Mr. Barry Pain’s story, G. M. Gathohxe-Hahdy, and his modesty as a writer iaj 
An. Exchange of Souls (Eveleigh Nash). It supplies, better only equalled by his humanity aud tact as an explorer. He 
than most of its typo, the craving of the magazino public does not start out with a lust for the slaughter of big game} 
for tales of the laboratory type. Month after month I come nor with a desire to dot the map with Hesketh creeks and; 
across variations of the same old tliemo of tho scientist in Prichard mountains, and lie does treat the natives of the> 
his workshop trying to croato or prolong or do something countries which ho explores with the courtesy due from a! 
else with life which is contrary to nature. Sometimes [ visitor to his hosts. Among the inhabitants of tlio Labrador, 
read them partly out of morbid curiosity, partly with a I select for mention the Eskimo drivers, who can, with their 
.faint hope of discovering a now Frankenstein. Mr. Barry short-handled whips and a turn of their wrists, flick a fly, 
Pain's attempt is ingenious, but it leaves mo lukewarm and drive in a nail or kill a willow-grouse. If Mr. Prichard 
Mrs. Shelley supremo. She was content to make Frankci i- could only inspire these men with his own love of cricket, 
stein create a soulless body. Mr. Barky Pain goes a step what Ranjis might bo produced in this land! The chief 
further. But playing with naked souls is dangerous work, drawbacks to the Labrador aro the mosquitoes, which slowly 
as the man aud woman who were tho vile bodies of his eat you up, ami tho huskies, which want to munch you at 
experiments found out at the cost of their lives. Tho sight; but the second of these will bo removed if Dr. Giien- 

book, like every--------— : ---, fell carries out his 

thing that ho writes, 
shows a sympathetic 
understanding of 
human nature and 
the world. But i 
prefer hint when lie 
describes the joys 
and tho ills that 
we have, instoad of ‘I 
flying to others that 
we know not of. 

I fancy that the 
binders must have 
been more impatient 
over tho occasional 
longueur sot The Free 
Marriage (Stanley 
Paul) than I was 
myself; because, just 

as I was getting , - - 



fell carries out his 
proposal to sub¬ 
stitute reindeer. 
A chapter called “ A 
Comparison of Play¬ 
grounds,” another 
on iisliitig by Mr. 
Hardy, a beautiful 
frontispiece by Lady 
Helen Graham, and 
a number of photo¬ 
graphs add charm 
to a hook which both 
in manner and mat¬ 
ter is worthy of 
unqualified praise. 
It contains, I should 
add, a valuable 
account of the splen¬ 
did work done by the 
Moravian Mission. 


in i 111 l v interested BciKII.Ar. IIKi KUKS A SHOCK TO ms NERVOUS SYSTEM. UTIII.K visiting THE ROUSE of llavino heon f nlil 

mildly interested, M|( Sst , B|1!Y WH0HA811KKN TllYIK0 THE NEW MArHIXI! Fon DirR0V1N( . T11K SUA1 . E 0F „ /“I" 

they decided that I TUK SOsJ! . (-c'a.v hs wonx unuxa slss p”-Seb Aims.) that The Boll of the 

had better skip forty---—... 1 Seasons (Swift) was 

pages; and when they subsequently so far relonted as to; a "nature book," a term that might apply either to the 
give some of them a placo towards the end of tho book, animal or vegetable world, I was still a little startled to 
1 felt it difficult to recapture my first fine careless belief in find that tho titlo of one of Mr. G. G. Desmond’s chapters 
the reality of the tale. Not that it really mattered very was Wild Greenhouses. Of course there was nothing in it of 
much; because what happens to the hero and heroino of tho scenes my imagira'tion had conjured up—nothing about 
The Free Marriage is exactly what j ou can bo perfectly tracking tho deadly conservatories of Rangoon to their lair 
certain will happen, so soon as you have read tho first in the jungle. The wild greenhouses that Mr. Desmond 
chapter. They decide that their union, though legal, shall meant are tlioso sheltered spots in which nature becomes 
Iw that of two independent comrades, each at liberty to her own forcer, and helps forward tho tender growths of 
accept any chanco by which his or her own career muy bo spring. About theso, and fifty other kindred topics, 'the' 
benefited. That is how Margery describes the situation to author discourses in this collection of short papers, many 
a rutiier perplexed and scandalised Aunt Broadtcood on the of which 1 remomber pleasantly as having brought a breath; 
third page. And on the last: '“I think, Dick,’ she said, of country fragrance into the somewhat heated pages of 
‘we haven’t been living enough for one another.’ He The Nation. In their collected form, these essays ought 
caught his breath on a sob, and took her in his arms.” to make countless friends. Impossible to say which article 
Curtain. The dear old modern story, in short. Of course is tho most charming, because the sympathy and knpw- 
a lot of tilings happen between whiles, some of which, ledge of the writer can invest; any subject, the most 
especially the incidents of life in a big nowspaper office, apparently commonplace, with interest. But I must 
Mr. Keiuhley Snowden handles with interest and know- select for special praise ono chapter, on “The Spring 
lodge. Sometimes tho phrasing struck me as not exactly Summer of the Alps,” which to those who know and love 
happy (I don't’, for example, like a man to catch his breath the Ovcrlands in early June will be redolent of delightful 
on things),; but, this apart, and making due allowance for memories. And the enthusiasm with which Mr. Desmond 
the involuntary hiatus mentioned above, I can honestly treats of such topics as wasps and vipers, and. the. best 
cA.ll The Free Mariiage a pleasant and wholly harmless places to find them (a? if anyone wanted to!), has left 
entertainment. , me respectfully marvelling. 
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jliko to see Mr. George following the 
| example of his career. 


realises that it would be unreasonable 
<o invite them to join the Territorials 
until they have ajtote. 


. CHARIVARIA. 

The Italians declare the recent 

official reports of Turkish successes to | The recent honour bestowed on Mr. 
be false. At the same time we cannot . Beecham has caused a certain amount 
help thinking that it would bo good ■ of surprise in some quarters, where it 
policy on the part of Italy, as tending is 'evidently forgotten that the new 
to promote better feeling between the Knight is one of the leading pillcrs of 
combatants, to allow Turkey a victory 1 the State. ,, 

raft and then. * | 

* ! A new issuo of our penny stamps 

Count Batthyany, the Austro- has just been made. The Kino has 
Hungarian nobleman whose palace ( changed colour slightly — the result, j can»almost hear the solicitor saying to 
was destroyed by fire last week^ risked ; no doubt, of his seeing tho first j the legatee, “ How will you take it, Sir 


“ Australia is the homo of barrack¬ 
ing," sneered tho Britisher. “ Yes," 
said the dense Antipodean, “ours is 
the first portion of tho British Empire 
to go in for Universal Service.” 

A Hungarian lady has bequeathed 
a sum of £10,000 to her pet dog. One 


his life in saving Vandyke’s " Portrait i issue. And the lion below the head 
of an Englishman"—to the great,has been fattened up—on the sugges- 
annoyance of the pan-German press. | tion, we understand, of the Society for 

President Taft has 
signed a proclamation 
admitting New Mexico 
as the forty-seventh 
State of the Union. To 
think that Canada, had 
sho not been so blind, 
might have had the 
honour! 

* ■;< 

The ollilo of the 
Criminal Identification 
Bureau at Ottawa has 
records, finger-prints, 
and photographs of no 
fewer than 5,500 mur¬ 
derers and thieves. For 
a young country this is 
really splendid. 

At the mass meeting 
of the Thames Iron¬ 
works employes, held 
to consider tho pro¬ 
posal to work 53 hours 
a week, as a condition 
of the continuanco of 
the ship-building trado 
on tho Thames, the 

men were urged by Mr. Husbands to j Promoting Kindness to Animals. This He “ According to ‘The Spectator,’" 
scout the idea, The wives and children now issue is said to bo going off well. | he says, “ there are people in the 
were not heard. 'British Tslos who have never heard 

We understand that tho telegraphic 1 either of Nelson or of Wellington. It 
address of the Olympia nun during her j is these people we intend to get hold 
Sir Edward Carson is to give up tho. temporary lapse from sanctity was j of." We ourselves should never have 
Bar for the Homo Rule fight. This , u Olimpia." * dared to assign so low a standard to the 

would seem to confirm the rumour that j : prospective patrons of Mr. Clement 

in his future actions ho intends to dis- 1 According to an American gentle- [ Siiojvi lsu. 
regard the Law. !mon Wagner music is good for tho 

I liver. It can certainly be of no use to i 0'“' aviators are hard at work. One of them, 

** »< *•"»* » r ; *• ** ... i feKrS.lS.TKSr 

told.w aboutto be made a goierol.nl - hmW into th. ta, 

the British Army. We are glad to; There is ono radical difference,rr„ 

gather that the authorities are at last i between our Governments and those of; ,f,f D ..JL, ® 



THE WRONG MR. BROWN. 

lirerjj Voire from Sonic irhrre. “Hello, THAI YOU, Brown? JrsT TO HEM [Nr* 

YOU THAT Wu'llE J»'t'KND]NO ON YOU TO 1-I.AY SCRIM HAI.F IN THE MATCH 10- 
DAY AO A INST A VERY HOT LOT. BYE-RYE ! " 


-in notos, or bones ? ” 

' $ " 

The latest fashion in neck-ties, we 
are told, is “ the linger- 
1 print pattern.” We 
have noticed seedy in¬ 
dividuals wearing dark 
; white dress ties which 
seem to answer admir¬ 
ably to the description. 

Messrs. Seeley, Ser¬ 
vice, & Co. announce 
i “ MyAdventnresamong 
, South Sea Cannibals," 
i by Douglas Rannie. 

; Does tho author, we 
j wonder, boast of an in- 
'side knowledge of his 
subject ? 


“ The Lowest Depths.” 

In an interview with 
The. Daily MtulXm the 
subject of tho alisorp- 
tion of Black and White 
by The Sphere, Mr. 
Clement Shorter, the 
| editor of this combina¬ 
tion, is represented as 
having made the fol- 
| lowing pronouncement 
1 about his new client - 


;J. a 

According to The Pall Mall Gazette 


awake to our dangerous shortage of j France, 
officers. 


* * 
$ 


According to “ who writes 

in The Nation , Mr. Lloyd Gborob’s 
career “hangs in the air.” A nasty 


Ours sometimes last too long. 


Some surprise is expressed at Lord 
Haldane's being in favour of granting 
tho suffrage to women. No doubt our 
War Minister has been impressed by 


cynic now writes to say that he would! their valuable fighting qualities, and 


who has ever fallen into the soup. 

“ ‘ (Edijms' is not frigid classic tragedy. On 
the cotfl.iury, it is. in tha forcible, direct idiiuse- 
ologyof America, ‘ a very human story. ” 

, Evening Standard. 

" Hal "—to use 
Montreal. 


the torso fiction of 
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TO THE NEXT TWELVE MONTHS. 

Good Year, you nave indeed your work cut out I 
-1 cannot (at the moment) call to mind 
A programme more exhausting; nay, I doubt 
If any previous brace of years combined 
Have bad their sense of duty 
Confronted by a task so strangely fruity. 

There is the coal strike. As I understand, 

Our miners claim an equal minim wage 
Both for the honest and the idle hand, 

And, by the bonds of brotherhood, engage 
To starve their follow-toilers 
t By cutting off the wherewithal of boilers. 

Our cellars will bo bare, our railways cease, 

No gas will issue when we turn the tap. 

The Teutons, when they note, in time of peace, 

Our Dreadnoughts made equivalent to scrap, 

' Will come, with none to light ’em, 

And spoil our golf-links. That is one small item. 

t i 

Should wo survive it, there are plenty more; 

There is the Apt of Union to he broke; 

There's Ulster pleading for a taste of gore, 

And Taffy's finger in his Church’s poko; 

And Mauliood Suffrage showing 
Ilis hydra-liead. These ought to keep you going. 

And there's tho Women's Vote: on rival planks 
’ ' Tub-thumping Ministers will disagree; 

Ancrtlootors, closing up their learned ranks, 

; " Refuse to operate for housemaid’s knee— 

(LLbvo George's little measure 
Alone sbould'bccupy your autumn leisure). 

In otherJahd* you ’ll find the same unrest. 

. Where’er the heathen tries to mend his ways, 

; Down swoops the Christian on his vulture quest.; 

Or, should Reform be checked by long dola\s 
.(As with the casual Persian), 

Two Christian vultures join in this diversion. 

The sombre East is out to sack and slay; 

“Along this Libyan shore there lies the Turk, 

“ Butchered to make a Roman holiday," 

And still Bellona asks for more red work; 

Still half the world indulges 
In more, and bigger, arnuunental bulges. 

Then there is France, tho gay and volatile, 

Swapping hor Cabinets in middle stream; 

And Gormany, that watches all the while, 

Doping with jingo drugs her restive team; 

' And every sort of trouble 
Waiting to hurst inside the Balkan bubble. 

Thus, if you’ve followed my remarks, you’ll know' 
The gods would have you plav a heavy part. 

But tako your time: don’t you be pressed: go slow, 
With smiling face to hide a serious heart; 

Good! pull yourself together, 

And you’ll get through with luck—and decent weather. 

0. S. 


“Alioiit tho other favourite Christmas hymn, ‘Hark, the lierahl 
angels sing,’ originally written, ‘Hark, how all the author, John 
Byrom, who lived in 1745, had a favourite daughter, Holly, for 
whom he had promised to write something for Christmas Ifay . . . 

Olatgmn Keening Citizen. 

Et-ceterajet-cetera—the early version is too long for quota¬ 
tion in fuU. The revised edition was undoubtedly superior. 


MY IDEAL “UEBER-THEATER.” 

I have rather advanced views about the Stage. I 
hold, with Mr. Gordon Craig, that the old "realistic” 
ideals of production have quite broken up, aud that" the 
suggestion of environment ” is all that is really necessary, 
Also that all our dramatists " must go," since “ the written 
play has no lasting valuo for tho art of tiie theatre’’; and all 
our actors and actvcssos, because " the actor must always 
bring a certain amount of his personal emotion to ‘ spoil J 
true art.” T am perfectly prepared to scrap both authors 
and actors. I believe the Drama would get on a lot better 
without them. 

But I go a great deal farther than Mr. Gordon Craio. 
If T rightly understand him, bis proposal is to replace living 
actors by inanimate figures—" Ueber-Marionettes," be calls 

them.which aro to perform on a stage set with simple but 

artistically lighted scenery. I don’t gather whether they 
are to say or do anything in particular, but that, I presume, 
would depend on the chance inspiration of the artists who 
work the wires up in the flies, or tho person who will act 
as mouthpiece on tho prompt side, and speak in at least 
two distinct voices. Obviously there can be no written plot 
aud dialogue, or we shall havo those pestilent playwright 
fellows coming in again—which would never do. 1 

Now my feeling is that, in tho (rue interests of the Stage, 
even sterner simpler methods are required. After all, ate 
not any artificial aids an insult to the intelligence of a 
highly cultivated Super-audience ? ■ 

Why have Marionettes ’.' Why have any Bcenery, lighting, 
or stugo? ,Why not leave everything to the unassisted 
imaginations of the audionce? In the " Uobor-Theater " I 
have in my mind every spectator will be left absolutely frfee 
to evolve his or her own characters, surroundings, plot, 
dialogue and incidents, in rapt and reverent silence. 

I shall need no stage—nothing hut an enlarged cine¬ 
matograph screen, and a second-hand magic-lantern capahlo 
of projecting a sentence or tw r o upon it from time to time. 
I shall not require an orchestra, or even a piano. As so6n 
as the audience are all seated 1 should switch off the lights 
in front, and Begin by throwing on tho screen the simple 
words; “ Title of tho Play." 

This each playgoer would be given a minute to invent for 
hinmelf—and it will be strange indeed if everyone of them 
does not hit upon something far happier than would ever 
occur to the jaded and mechanical professional dramatists 
of the present day. 

I should then exhibit, “ Act I. Scene ? ? ? " allowing tho 
audienco two minutes to visualise any environment they 
may individually prefer. It might be anything—"A 
Luxuriously Furnished Interior," "A Romantic Glade bv 
Moonlight," or “The Summit of a Himalayan Poak." The 
spectator could imagine a stage set to his or her liking, 
and the result would necessarily surpass all the efforts of 
the most realistic or idealistic producer. 

When the two minutes were up I should bring on my 
Dramatis Persoiue. A line or two on the screon would do it: 
“ A {a superlatively lovely woman) meets B (a magnificently 
handsome man) . . ." Here I should give the spectators 
ono minute, in which each could pioture his or her ideal 
type. After which I should go on, " They instantly fallin 
love and express their mutual passion." (Fire minutes for 
this, during which the audience would sit and imagine the 
conversation, which would, of course, be characterised by a 
fervour and brilliancy beyond the potcer of any of our puny 
contemporary playwrights.) When they had finished 
that I should proceed; "Enter C (a man of singular 
fascination, but saturnine temperament) ’’—(half a minute 
'fdt him and then)—"It is evident—exoept to B—that 
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A and C aio no straugors, hut have shared a past that 
either may or may not be described as lurid.” ( Another 
minute for the playgoer to create this past according to 
his or her taste and fancy, and on 1 should go again): “ A 
conversation ensues in which every sontenee is charged with 
hidden irony and the suggestion of coming complications.” 
(With a quarter of an hour to think it out any average 
“ Ueher-audieuce ” ought to work- tjus up, mentally, to a 
really magnificent climax, bringing us to the end of Act I. 
Total time occupied, 251 minutes. Act II., though it 
contains some effective scones, I will skip and proceed to) 
—“ Act III. Scene ( optional, as before). Matters approach 
a climax. B meets C and demands an explanation of 
circumstances which have tortured him with agonising 
doubts. C refuses to give it.” (I should allow at least ten 
minutes for this interview.) " At length C, brought to bay, 
furnishes an explanation. B, however, is unable to accept 
it os satisfactory "—(four snore minutes). “A enters un¬ 
expectedly, and B makes a-passionato appeal to her to put 
an end to his suspense. Torn by a conflict of emotions, 
sfle remains mute. C intervenes, and there follows an 
intensely dramatio scene between the trio.” ( This I 
should feel safe in leaving to the audience for a quarter 
of an hour, after which)—' " Finale: A, at the end of her 
endurance, takes the decisive stop that provides the only 
artistic solution of a perplexing social problem." Where¬ 
upon every Ueber-playgoer would finish tbe play happily 


or unhappily, as he or sho ploasod, and applaud vocifer¬ 
ously, each of them being able to appear and acknowledge 
the unanimous call for the Author, and all departing 
satisfied and delighted with tlioir evening’s entertainment. 
For we should have no more failures. Thero can scarcely 
be a doubt that a Theatre founded on my system would 
revolutionise the British Drama by transforming the entire 
playgoing populaco into unpaid and unwritten dramatists 
who would be all the more famous and successful as 
their works would remain unknown to all but themselves. 

Will no true lovor of the Drama come forward and help 
mo to work out those ideals ? Perhaps Mr. Gohdon Ckaiq 
— but could ho bring himself to sacrifice his beloved 
“Ueber-Marionettes" for the sako of the Cause? ... I 
wonder. F. A, 

“ Fourteen thousand millions of the Mark 7 hall cartridge have 
just born issued to the infantry of the Aldershot, command." 

]>nihj Chnmklr. 

This gives them about 700,000 cartridges apiece. 11 Beady, 
aye ready," is England's watchword. 

« 

“Six lmudrcd women were executed for witchcraft, In France in 1609." 

South liOiulmi Observer. 

This appears in a column hoaded “Tea Table Talk,” and 
is always our first chatty remark to our ho&ess as she 
hands us u eup of tea. 
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ANOTHER MILESTONE. 

“ You 're very thoughtful," said Miss 
Middleton., “ V.'hat’s tho matter ? " 

“I am extremely unhappy," I con¬ 
fessed. 

“Oh, hut think of Foster and 
Hobbs and Heahne.’’ 

1 thought of Foster ; I let my mind 
dwell upon Hobbs. It was no good. 

“ 1 am still rather sad,” 1 said. 

“ Why ? Doesn't anybody love you ? ” 

“ Millions adore me fiercely. It 
isn’t that at all. Tho fact is I’ve 
juSt had a birthday.” 

“ Oh, I am sorry. Many happy-” 

“Thank you.” 

"J thought it was to-morrow,” Miss 
Middleton went on eagerly. “ And I'd 
bought a cricketing sot for you, but 1 
had to send it back to have the hails 
sawn in two. Or would you rather 
have had a bicyelo? ” 

“ I'd rather have had nothing. I 
want to forget about my birthday alto¬ 
gether.” 

“ Oh, are you as old us that ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said sadly, " I am as old as 
that. 1 have passed another landmark. 
I'm what they call getting on." 

Wo gazed into the lire in silence for 
somo minutes. 

“Jf it’s any comfort to you,” said 
Miss Middleton timidly, “ to know that 
you don’t look any older than you did 
iast week-" 

“ I 'm not suro that I feel any older.” 

“ Thon except for birthdays how do 
you know you are older? ” 

1 looked at her and saw that I could 
trust her. 

“ May I confess to you? ” 1 askod. 

“ But of coursol ” she cried eagerly. 
“ 1 love confessions.” Bhe settled horself 
comfortably in her chair. “ Make it as 
horrible as you can,” she begged. 

I picked a coal out of the fire with 
tho tongs and lit my cigarette. 

“ I know tiiat I 'm getting old,” I said, 
“ I know that my innocent youth is 
leaving me, because of tho strange and 
terrible things which 1 find myself 
doing." 

“ Oo-o-o oh,” said Miss Middleton 
happily to herself. 

“ Last Monday, about three o’clock 
in tho afternoon, 1 - — No, I can't tell 
you this, It’s too awful.” 

II Is it very bad? ” said Miss Middle- 
ton wistfully. 

"Very. I don’t think you-Oh, 

woll, if you must have it, here it is. 
Last Monday I suddenly found myself 
reading carefully and with every sign 
of interest a littlo pamphlet on —Life 
Insurance !" 

Miss Middleton looked at me quickly, 
smiled suddenly and thon became very 
grave. 


“ I appeared,” I went on impressively, 
“ to he thinking of insuring my life." 

“ Have you done it ?" 

“No, certainly not. I drew hack in 
time. But it was a warning—it was 
the writing on the wall.” 

“Tell me some more,” said Miss 
Middleton, after sho had allowed this 
to sink in. 

“ Well, that was Monday afternoon. 
I told myself that in the afternoon one 
wasn’t quite responsible, that sometimes 
one was only halt awake. But on Tues¬ 
day morning I was bonified to discover 
m \ self—before breakfast— doimj dumb¬ 
bells I ” 

"The smelling-salts--quick!” said 
Miss Middleton, as she closed her eyes. 

“ Doing dumb-bells. Ten lunges to 
the east, ton lunges to the west, ten 
lunges-” 

“ Wore you reducing your figure ? ” 

“1 don’t know what I was doing. 
But there I found myself, on the cold 
oil-cloth, lunging away—lunging and 
lunging and— 1 stopped and gazed 

into the fire again. 

“ Is that all you have to tell me?" 
said Miss Middleton. 

" That’s tho worst. But there havo 
boon other little symptoms —littlo warn¬ 
ing notes which all mean the same, 
thing. Yesterday I wont into tho hank 
to get some money. As I began to fill 
in tho cheque, Conscience whispered 
to me, ‘That's the third five pounds 
you’ve had out this week.’ ” 

“ Well, of all tho impertinence- 

What did you do ? " 

“ Made it ten pounds, of course. But 
there you are; you see what’s hap¬ 
pening. This morning I answered a 
letter bv return of post. And did you 
notice what occurred only just now at 
tea?” 

“ Of course 1 did," said Miss Middle- 
ton indignantly. “ Yon ate all the 
muffins.” 

“ No, I don’t mean that at all, What 
11 moan is that 1 only had three lumps 
; of sugar in each cup. L actually stopped 
you when you were putting the fourth 
lump in. Oh, yes,” 1 said bitterly, “ 1 
am getting on.” 

Miss Middleton poked the fire vigor¬ 
ously. 

“ About tho lunges,” she said. 

“ Ton to tho east, ten to the west, ten 
to tho nor’-nor'-east, ten to-” 

“ Yes. Well, I should have thought 
that that was just the thing to keep 
you young.” 

“ It is. That's the tragedy of it. I 
used to be young; now 1 keep young. 
And I used to say, ‘ 1 'll insure my life 
some day ’; hut now I think about 
doing it to-day. When oneo you stop 
saying ‘ some day you ’re getting old, 
you know,” 


“ Some day,"' said Miss Middleton, 
"you must tell me all about the 
Crimea, Not now," she went on 
quickly, "bocause you’re going to do 
something very silly in a moment, if 
1 can think of it—something to con¬ 
vince yoursolf that you are still quite 
young." 

"Yes, do let me. I really think it 
would do me good." 

“ Woll, what can you do ? " 

“ Can I break anything ?" I asked, 
looking round the room. 

" I really don’t think you must. 
Mother’s very silly about things like 
that. I 'ni so sorry; Father and I would 
love it, of course.” 

“Can I go into the kitohen and 
frighten tho cook ? ” 

Miss Middleton sighed mournfully. 

“ Isn't it a shame,” she saiii, “that 
mothers object to all the really nice 
things?" 

“ Mrs. Middleton is a littlo difficult 
to please. J shall give up trying 
directly. What about blacking my face 
and calling on tho Vicar for a sub¬ 
scription ? ” 

"1 should laugh in church on Sun¬ 
day thinking of it. 1 always do." 

1 lit another cigarette and smoked it 
thoughtfully. 

“ 1 havo a bi illiunt idea,” I said at 
last. 

“ Something really silly ?” 

" Something preposterously foolish. 
It sooms to mo just now the most 
idiotic tiling I could possibly do." 

“Tell uni!'' besceclicd Miss Middle- 
ton, clasping her hands. 

“I shall,” 1 said, gurgling with 
laughter, " insure my life." A. A. M. 


POST MARKS. 

priic following nmimiminitiims, possildy in- 
toinli’il I'm' Tin■ Ihiili/ Mail, liavi- liei'ii delivered 
to us owing to tin' notoiiounly misdirected 
energies of tin) Post Olliee.] 

Sir,- I had occasion recently to dis- 
pafeli as Christmas presents half a-gross 
of Stradivarius violins. It is duo to the 
criminal oconomy which has iudueed 
the authorities to abandon the use of 
baskots for the conveyance of parcels 
that seventy-one out of the soventy-two 
instruments reached their destination 
in fragments. The recipient of the re¬ 
maining one has written to say that 
ho has received the battledore but 
that there were no shuttlecocks. 

W. P. B. 

Sir,—I sent off a hat-box, which 
measured eightoon inches in depth. 
The box, which contained two hats, 
measured only three inches in depth 
when it arrived. It is, however, only 
fair to add that whereas it was but two 
feet wide when sent, the width each 
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way on arrival had been increased to 
four-foot-six, and my customer has been 
able to use the hats as opera cloaks.' 

< Caroline Testit. 

gju,—Publicity in your columns may 
be the means of solving a mystery 
which is doubtless due to a confusion 
of names and addresses. The other 
day I sent to a London colourman for 
a canvas and a large number of tubes 
of oil paint. Yesterday I received from 
the firm in question a battered parcel, 
the contents of which, on being opened, 
proved to be a masterpiece by one of 
tho Post-Improssionisis. 

V. Brown-Pinker. 

Sin,—I wrote to my lending library 
for a book on Chinese Porcelain, and J 
received by rotura of post a copy of 
“ Broken Earthenware." 

Reginald Bunthorne. 

Silt,—I lately purchased in different 
parts of Italy a number of pieces of 
antique jewellery, and had them sent 
home by post. Imagine my pleasure 
on uriival at finding that the postal 
authorities, supposing the pieces to be 
broken and that the breakages were 
their work, had put them together and 
delivered what is unquestionably the 
original of the so-called tiara of Saita- 
pharuos. B. Chei kkny. 

Sui,— 1 acquired recontly a superb 
painting of a sunsot. On obtaining 
delivery of it by post 1 havo been com¬ 
pelled to re-christcn it “ Daybreak." 

Pierpont Rockefeller. 

Sir,--] have been accustomod for 
some years to receive a copy of The 
Times each morning by post. Latterly 
tho parcel has arrived in a condition so 
ragged and dishevelled that tnv friends 
accuse mo of subscribing to tho half¬ 
penny gutter press. 

Cadbury Donald. 
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LONDON’S LATEST LUXURY. 

[“Wo are informed by ilio manager of 
Wellington House, Ltd., that the Government 
have purchased Wellington House Hotel, 
Buckingham Gate, for use as offices by the 
Insurance Commissioners. 

“Tho building is an extensive one, contain¬ 
ing some two hundred rooms, and has been 
used up to the prrscut as a family nsideiitial 
hotel.”— Observer.] 

WELLINGTON HOUSE HOTEL 
Will shortly be re-opened under 
entirely new management 
* as soon as tho 

NECESSARY RADICAL ALTERATIONS 

have been made. 

This magnificent Hotel will be adapted 
to the requirements 
of Invalids and Sick Persons. 


Its patrons will derive benefits such I 
as are given by no other hotel in' 
England. 

Moderate Charges ! 

(Subject to ameudmi iila.! 

Free Doctor ill 

(Perhaps.) 

Free Medicine!!! 
Lirkral Tahle. 

(Special Trims for Servants if re,juiced.) 
Noth.—A novel feature is the Giikat Con- 
srrvatory with its Rake and Hekrkshinu 
Kit cm! 

The Hotel has been fully licensed 
by His Majesty’s Government, and 
the Proprietor, Mr. D. L. George, 
is renowned for liis Excellent Spirits. 

The Wellington House Hotel will be 
conducted on the best German lines. 


I 'Bus meets all Trains. 

Proprietor moots all Objections. 

Ofening Day, July 15th. 

\ All communications should he 
directed to 

Robt. Mouvnt, 

General Manager. 

| [For Sanatoria in connection with tho above 
j Hotel, see sejiarate alvertiscmuits.] 


Mr. Cherry Kearton, interviewed 
by The Evening Standard, says: — 

“The tiger came [awards mo bellowing and 
grunting, and when he got ojiposite the screen 
he gave one of those feirful toughs which only 
the null who has been close tiAsuch a beast 
cm appreciate. It was eleven feet long.” 

This is the longest cough known. 
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ilmnvuiu Dean and Chapter of St. Paul's, recog- sariat department of the Amazons; the 
HOPWOOD THE HANDYWIAN. njging that ^ desirable to temper amalgamation of .The Daily Mail and 
It is understood th%t the engagement their high seriousness with a radiant The Daily .News under thq editorship, 
of Sir Francis Hof wood as Business serenity, have decided to inypke his of Lord Lqnsdale; the squaring of the 
Manager to the*^Admiralty is''only assistance in the capacity of a ,Lay circular of Holmes; and ,finally an 
temporary.’ By tlie end of March he Gloom-Dispeller.' Sir Francis * will adrainistrnj|ive demonstration of per- 
hopes to have established the buying not, of course, in any way invade the petuol motion, 

and selling department on so unassail- duties of the Dean and Canons. He —— 

able a foundation as to enable him to will simply diffuse an atmosphere of pnnm? PfWTTVF 

take up the following series of appoint- optimistic urbanity and, to quote a rivUUl' I (JolIiVFj. 

ments elsewhere. writer in The Daily Ncirx, "fulfil the In connection with a statement in 

OnApril 1st Sir Francis lias, at the function of a spiritual Tapley.” | The Standard respecting tlio religious 

urgent" solicitation of the, --(character of The Miracle 


Purple Emperor of the Press, 

Mr. J. L. Uakvin, kindly j 
( consented to undertake the 
olhce of Colonial Editor of 
The Vail Mall Gaiclte, at a 
salary of £4,000 a month. 

The letter in which Mr. 

Garvin convoyed the offer 
is, we are informed by one , 
wlio was privileged to seo it, ^|h|| 
the most superb exercise in Wfm 
honorific poluphloishoistcr- 
osity to be encountered in all Ajajll 
the annals of' journalistic rfmSm 

eulogy. "You are,” wrote rUL? 

Mr. Garvin, “no fossilised 
burfeauerat, no palaiontologi- RRm* 
cal survivor of prehistoric 
Bumbledom in excelsis, but, _JsRj 
on tlie contrary, an inveter- 
ate too to the asphyxiating 
influences of red-tape routine. 

I am confident therefore that 
your accession to tlie staff of 
the Great Organ over which 
it is my privilege to presido 
will bo fraught with results 
which will reverberate into 
the remotest recesses of the 
cosmic system.” 

Here aguiu, however, it ' rs %. 

will be impossible for Sir 
Francis IIofwood to stay 
longer than four weeks and a 
day. At midnight on Tuesday „ 
the 30th of April, lie passes l 

into the service of the Auto- ■* ji\ VK 

mobile Club, the Committee-- 

of that Sardanapalian institution having 


iclion of a spiritual Tapley." \ The Standard respecting the religious 

-(character of The Miracle 

i 1 , dilMMi » gentleman at 

fir ’ r/,Lewisham writes:—"As re- 

ij , i ' I ilJjSaUm ganls the allegation that 

' j j jjmfflSK religion of any kind is held 

1 1 j .tfoSflWf up to ridicule, I consider it 

1 ./HKligl nonsenso. I saw King 

■)& ; J ! ■ 1 Mflf Manuel thero, and also Mr. 

w fjP'nRf W. T. Stead. I watched their 

■tiilF I' ^ aces > aid gratification and 

BHililittr '*¥/ itMKMMm enjoyment were written upon 

lABl jyyl ' them." 

Hero wo have a now vehicle 
m ' lur ^ le conveyance of truth, 

UflHBiifPv as tlie following specimens 

| s >j : H | illustrate- 

"Nothing," writes a lead- 
ing Hither Green resident, 
"could lie more absurd than 
the accusation that our War 
^W--r Office is not at the highest 

u:r 'H point of practical efficiency, 

If for did I not recently see both 

'? rnl-y M Kir Joseph Lyons and Mr. 

H ’ M , Bernard Shaw on the pave- 

ML ml nmut just outsido it ? Every- 

- Mm .NDuthingaboutbotlithcsenotable, 

\ — capable men spoke of salis- 

^■p|j|^HRE|P' faction and confidence.” 

'i ’ “1 am surprised,” writes a 

* 1 well-knownJ3ermondsoyman, 

- . r" " that there should be oven a 

whisper that the playbills Oi 
our theatres are not written 
", , in good literary style, for I 

IX MY K.:. S IS B!l( AOAIN THIS MOEMMIJ I CAN J’ | m ^ ^11 both Mr. EDMUND 

• Till KB THE .n UK II KN.(, S..I .- ' ‘ “ d «» ° f TH * 

-— Rosary reading them, and 

August naturally suggests a holiday, j neither gave any indication of wounded 




"Alas. JnNKS. MY Eli)I IS Bill ACA1S THIS MORNING; I CAN’T 
rOsSIUl.Y EAT IT!’’ r • 

" Hive vor tkied the hhiki: end, Siu. 1 ’’ 


Of that sardanapalian institution having .August naturally suggests a holiday, ] neither gave^any inaicauon 01 wouuucu 

retained his services for two months as but Sir Francis Hofwojd cannot be sensibilities." 

Majordonto and Graud Master of the spared altogether from the service of i. The statement that thero are any 
Ceremonies, at a salary which we are humanity. The Government has picture palaces left in which the piano- 

E ositively afraid to mention. It will accordingly arranged to send him out playing is indifferent,” writes a lady at 
e the duty of Sir Francis to intro- in a warship to Constantinople, where Gunnorshury, " is false. Yesterday I 
duce millionaire members of tho club ( he will be lent to the Sultan for the wag present at the Brooklands Kio¬ 
to one another, or to countesses “ who purpose of mollifying the Chauvinistic B c 0 pe Bower of Bliss, and noticed 
have not previously taken part in the aspirations of the Committee of Union am ong the audience Sir Henry J. 
conversation," and in general to promote and Progress, tranquillising the Alban- Wood and Miss Vesta Tilley. Both 
the solidarity of the Club by knitting ians, and carrying out the irrigation of were obviously not in pain.” • 

together the plutocratic and fe.udal Mesopotamia. mBS , 

elements in an indissoluble union. Sir Francis Hofwood's engage- " Dr. Whimngton-Iugram will visit «ev«*l 
When this end has been completely ments for the remaining months of place* of intewat in Egypt and the Soadan, and 
and satisfactorily achieved, as it is the year are not absolutely fixed yet, will return to Cairo up the Kile. —Mommy Pvt. 
bound to he, Sir Francis Hopwood but it is generally believed that they Only a Bishop could do this. The 
will proceed, on the 1st of July, to take will include a special mission to ordinary Dean Would have to go down 
up nis abode in Amen Court. The Dahomey to report on the commis- the Nile. ■ 
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'/) it'ii Youth {•<> liluumHj tlinujs m tht W'st-Kdd to lit ijj nttisins\ “ Ki :-iiiiiy i:k rem n.MXtr 'ims ri.\ri;! 


FOUR MORE STARS; 
on, IjOno Jane at it again. 

Long Jane, who is nothing if not 
alert and doctoreookisb, has just 
alighted upon another bunch of those 
geniuses which no one else over seems 
to find. To be precise, four, and each 
a perfect example of the Fictional Nut. 

• ! 

A New Realistic Genius. *• 

TUB EPIC OF A BUMPKIN. 

6?. By Mordaunt Midden. 

A record of personal experience 
which blends with amazing force the 
elemental frankness of the cowshed, 
the polished sincerity of Casanova and 
the almost savage candour of The 
Police Gazette. The effect upon Long 
Jane when perusing this masterpiece 
in manuscript was galvanic. What 
then must it be on less practised 
readers? [January 18. 

A New Historical Novelist. 

TOE POWER OF FASCINATION, 
fis. By Joseph Pond-Spier. 
• A great romance of the most fas¬ 
cinating period in history—the rise of 


Sir Chriktoi'her Hatton, under Good 
Queen Bess, to the highest position 
and authority. A magnificent study of 
success—the triumph of Sir Chius- 
TorHEB'B twinkling feet as he- danced 
his way to wealth which enahl.d him 
to acquire tho property now known as 
Hatton Garden. History has few such 
romantic stories, and Long Jane's 
newest young man has naturally done 
wonders with it, with duo insistence 
upon passion — without which wlieie 
arc we? [J a ninny 20. 

A New Territorial Novelist. 

HORATIO FFOU.IOTT. 

Os. By Evelyn Bentwood. 

An enthralling novel of Territorial 
and Boy-Scout life in Austria. The 
hero is a most extraordinary personality 
—a bom leader—whose dislike of obey¬ 
ing orders and cruel individuality 
militate against his chances of suc¬ 
cess. It is impossible to convey in 
a few words the strength of this study, 
and no more therefore is said; but 
Long Jane just wishes to odd that the 
complex nature, of the Austrian Boy- 
Scout has never been so amazingly! 


dissected as by Evelyn Bentwood. And 
whether Evelyn is a man or a woman 
all! The reader must discover that 
for himself. Long Jane is (for once) 
mmn. [January 20. 

.1 Nrw Pint from Cayenne. 

DIONVSl’S UNDRESSED. 

3s. lid. net. By Laura Iareb. 
It is not often that liong Jane goes 
to Cayenne for a poet, but the result, 
when such a corn so is taken, is terrific. 
In Miss Lyrcr's book will be found 
verso which surpasses in passion 
(which is of course the only thing that 
anj one wants in verse) the kindred 
poetry of Miss Ella Wheeler Wilcox, 
who cannot but be pleased with this 
free advertisement. Perhaps no writer 
of such poems to-day displays a more 
complete mastery of form, such glowing 
colours, and such meteoric flashes of 
tho Orient. And perhaps not. It is 
left for readers of Miss Lyrer to decide. 
With every copy of the bcok a wet 
towel for the head is supplied. The 
whole stock is kept by tong Jane in 
cold storage until required. 

f Ready February 14. 
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Old Luiln [}o ncic arrival at Hiricra livid). “Axn a he you here tor tennis ok notvl , 


nuts. 


A'cum.ner, “ Neither—bronchitis. 


1" THE'MAN IN THE STALLS.” 
(An Appreciation.) 

Thf. row wus front, the place was Pit, 
And in the centre seat of it 
It wa3 my privilege to sit. 

And, sitting there, I sat behind 
A Stallite of the larger kind, 

Who, having previously dined, 

Arrived some twenty minutes late, 

For reaeohswhich ho did not wait 
A more convenient time to state. 

He did not drop into his seat 
At once, but stood upon his feet 
And looked abolxt for friends to greet. 

And, when lie settled down at last, 

I caught the judgment which he passed 
On every member of the cast, 

And overheard his loud regret 
That time had not arrived, as yet, 

To go and smoke a cigarette. 

When he could stand thestrain no more, 
Ho mado his preparations for 
Departing by an early door. 

Then, daring much but much afraid, 

I tapped his restless shoulder-blade. 
This is the. little speech I made 

"To you, wVom theatres clearly pall, 
The Pit is much obliged, 0 Stall, 

For bothering to come at all. 


11 There is about your splendid back, 
That now familiar stretch of black, 

A movement which tho others lack. 

, “ Your comings in, your goings out 
Were things to watch and think about, 
Which we could ill have done without. 

“ Your fluent talk, your frequent jest, 
Your inner thoughts, so wcllexpressod, 
Have been of endless interest. 

“ We shall return to-morrow night; 
But, though to us it will bo quite 
A dismal tiling to mis3 the sight 

“ And sound of you, we shan't complain, 
So do not give yourself the pain 
Of worrying to come again. 

“ For, please, to-morrow, if we may, 
We’d like to soo and hoar the play.” 

Discouraging Efficiency. 

"A lut oh i.f Territorials wore fined thin after¬ 
noon at. (Ireenwieh Police-court for failing to 
attend cam[> and making themselves efficient.” 

£rcuing A'cics. 

As regards the second offence they 
might have been let off with a caution. 

“In the Court of Cassation, a suitor, dis¬ 
satisfied with the progress of his case, fired two 
shots from a revolver at M. Ditto. , . , The 
■nan who fired appears to be insane. He only 
fired blank curtrwgea. "—Renter. 

Idiot. 


THINGS OVERHEARD. 

By Mr. Punch's . Unscrupulous 
Reporter. 

That Mr. Cadbury is joining the 
noble regiment of race-horse owners, 
and will raco this year under his well- 
known colours ■ -a star on a chocolate 
ground—with a two-year-old named 
George Fox. 

That the Editor of The Spectator lias 
presented the Editor of The Daily 
Chronicle with a priceless Tabby cat, 
in .recognition of bis advocacy of the 
HcferendunVon the question of Woman 
Suffrage. 

That Lord Lonsdale lias joined the 
staff of The British Weekly, and will 
collaborate with “Lorna," Mrs. Annie 
Swan and Mrs. Sarah Tooley in a new 
column to bo entitled, “ Pacific Pratt- 
lings." 

That tho Nobel prize for Literature 
is to be awarded to Mr. Winston 
Churchill for his services in embel¬ 
lishing the diction of State Papers. 

That Lord Tankerville will shortly 
be appointed headmaster of Eton and 
transfer his famous herd of wild cattle 
from Chillingham to Windsor PorK, 
with a view to instruct the decadent 
sons of the aristocraoy in the art of 
bull-fighting. 
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THE HELPEltS’ LEAGUE. 


# Bkitish Lion (to Aninm Bmt). "I JOIN YOU, THOUGH UNDER. PROTEST. AFTER ALL, 
WE UNDERTOOK TO ACT TOGETHER." 

Pebbian Cat (diminuendo). “IE I MAY QUOTE FROM THE ANGLO- RUSSIAN AGREEMENT 
OF mi, THIS UNDERSTANDING ‘CAN ONLY SERVE TO FURTHER AND PROMOTE PERSIAN INTERESTS, I OR 

HENCEFORTH PERSIA, AIllEB AND ASSISTED BY THESE TWO POWERFUL NEiaHBOt'lUSO STATES, CAN EM PLOY AM. HER STRENGTH 

i*iwM.Aiu«Hws.-“ - [rrepam <0 expire. 













,7 -'U/T 

I Jill I I 

Hiuitsiiiihi (hi M iMUity:?, iv.'iu litiiiviHi/UiUid abet liaiinj iKiiilhjj). "Wi.u., Mi-guess, wk’ib Kll.ir.n ’im mu \i:." 
VttUMtnyrr. “It's maybe Mir tub <>nb as ’ad ali, my iiE.umm, hhjie itu.kt-. 4 ’ 

Jhititauiun. “Not a doubt in irt When ’oisns broke ’ist ut, hb was ju-t sitkkkd m.i, o' n:\ini.n— aii. wiiii 


THE CRACKSMEN. 

(.1 Moral Talc for our Young Folk.) 

“ I say, Pug,” said Harold to Vivian, 
" how does a burglar open a safe? ” 

“ Jemmy,” said Vivian. " Why ? ” 

“ My aunt's just given me a money¬ 
box, and, like a silly ass, I put four- 
pence in, and now I want it.” 

“ Why don't you open the box and 
take it, then ? ” , ’ • 

“ Open it! Can’t—it's one of that 
beast Lloyd Geohgk’s inventions, my 
boy. And I could just do with that 
foui-pence, too.” 

“ Ha, ha! can’t open a money-box! ” 
sneered Vivian, to which Harold replied 
with a bet involving half the contents. 

In the tool-shed they worked hard 
for an hour and a half. Harold’s 
mother’s scissors proved an ineffectual 
jemmy; even the carving-knife only 
roq^le dents in the thing, which the 
thing acknowledged by making dents 
in the carving-knife, The moment of 
highest hope was when Harold held 
the money-box down with the garden 
fork while Vivian tried to find an 
opening with the spade. But despair 
quickly returned. 


“ Hotter not try that any more,” said 
Harold gloomily, removing the fork, 
“ or wo may spoil it.” 

“As you like,” said Vivian, examining 
tho spade, “ but it seems a fairly strong 
one. How about the sardine-opener ? ” 

The kitchen was invaded; but Mr. 
Lloyd Geobge's alleged invention was 
mightier than tin-openers. It was 
also mightier than mangles and the 
weight of passing motor cars. 

“Whatever are you doing?” asked 
Millicent, appearing suddenly from 
nowhere in a sisterly way. 

"Just what we jolly well like, and 
what’s it matter to you? ” replied her 
brother Harold atl'cctionatoly. 

“Oh, what a shame to spoil Aunt 
Anne’s lovely present like that!” said 
Millicent, her eye on tho box. 

“ • Lovely present ’!—it’s tho balmiest 
present I’ve evor had to put up with,” 
Harold replied. Hero Vivian plucked 
Harold’s sleeve and whispered to him 
until Harold’s face was suffused with 


“ Awfully generous present, I call it. 
She was telling me about it; and I 
think you’re very lucky,” Millicent 
continued. 


Harold retainod his new expression 
with difficulty, and said sweetly, “ Yes, 
I was only joking; it’s a decent 
present and all that, of course. But 
I want the fourpeneo I put in, and I 
can’t get it out. I ’ll sell it to you for 
sixpence, Mill. Fourpence for the 
fourpence, and twopence for the box. 
A bargain; have it ? ” 

“ Rather a lot for the box, isn’t it ? ” 
asked Millicent, looking sharply at 
Harold. “ I—I ’ll give you fivepeneo 
for the lot,” she said. * 

“ Done! ” said Harold. 

“ Done 1 ” said Millicent, with a little 
smile, as she handed over the money. 
Nobody saw tho pas seal she danced 
behind the laurels. 

Aunt Anne met her in the hall. “ I 
hope you haven't told Harold of the 
half-crown I put in his box. I want 
it to be a pleasant little surprise for 
him, dear.” 

“No, Auntie, I think it a lovely 
secret, and I wouldn't tell him for 
worlds,” said Millicent. 

“Wind between north and njutli, fresh in 
place*."— Glangcio llcrM. 

It sounds rattier like the Curate’s Egg. 
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THE CHATTERBOX. 

I took hoy ankles firmly in my 
hands and we started off down tho 
road together. I was seated on my 
toboggan and she was seated on her 
toboggan (“ luges ” they call them out 
there) just behind me. 

I had not known her for very long 
and yet already she had entrusted her 
life to my care. It seemed to me 
symbolical. Perhaps some day—*-? 
She was very beautiful and very won¬ 
derful and she had entrusted herself to 
me. The sky was a rich blue. The 
snow glistened and sparkled in tho 
sunshine. The spirit of harmony was 
abroad. My soul thrilled with a long¬ 
ing for song. I could have filled, fivo 

bathrooms with melody-but out 

there in'the open-! I kept silent. 

I had not known her very long. 

Smoothly, swiftly, we 
glided forward. Tho keen 
air r tingled against iny 
cheok. Faster—faster— 

‘‘What?” I asked, slowing « 

up reluctantly. jk J0 

“ Do you like the >■—> 
Smyfhe-ltobinsons ? ” she " v -jf 

repeated. 

“ No," I replied. ' B 

Onee/again our pace 
quickened. This was 
better. In another minute g 
we should be skimming - 
gloriously over that frozen " ' 

surface. F aster—faster 

we went- “ What ? " 

I shouted as I brought 
the luges to a standstill. 

“Why do you koep n 

stopping?” she asked. 

“Because I can't bear you properly. 1 
The wind makes such a noiso in my j 
ears. What did you say? " 

“ Do you call that Smytho-Bobiuson 
girl pretty ? ” 

“ No,” I replied. • 

We restarted. The road was steep, 
and in a fow seconds we had got up 
our pace once more. Where is there a 
more exhilarating fooling than that of 
rushing through the air with this silent 
gliding motion? It is a feeling that 
grows and grows as the speed increases. 
“What?” I shouted, as 1 braked 
suddenly with my nail-shod soles. 

“ Lots of peoplo do,” she said. 

“ Do what ? ” 

“Think that Smylhe-Eobinson girl 
pretty." 

For half a mile the road dropped 
without a bend. I glanced down it 
and set my teeth. A whole hotel-full 
of Smythe-Robinsons should not spoil 
this next run. We gathered speed 
rapidly till it seemed almost as if we 
were skimming through the air itself. 


Eventually we slowed up at the corner. | torrifio—maddening—glorioust Afraid 
My conversation had consisted of “No” j of bumps? Why, it was worth any 
at intervals of five seconds. Wliat number of bumps to rush down a hill 
hers had consisted of I have not the at this speed. “ What ? ” I bellowed 
remotest idea. I had kept to the word back at the top of my voice. Ye gods— 
"No" in the hope that she, was still what a moment to choose for discussing 
discussing the Smylho-Robinsons. She Smythe-Robinsons! 
was beautiful and wonderful, — but “No!” I roared. On we dashed— 
lugeing is lugeing. Doubtless in time; faster and faster—leaping and bound- 
she would learn that I did not wish ing as the slope grew steeper—hut 
her to talk during tho run. That was always faster. " No!" I shouted to 
her ono fault. • <■ ■ * ' her at intervals. Talk! I have never 

“Oh, do Btop!” she pleaded. "Look! known a woman talk as she did. It 
What are those people doing ? ” was one continual flow of chatter the 

I stopped. She picked up her luge whole way down. Had she no sense 
and ran to where a little crowd of of the fitnesH of things ? What did a 
people stood by the roadside. As wo [whole universo of Smylho-Robinsons 
arrived a man started to luge down ! matter at such a moment ? 
across country. We watched him till I At that frantic speed the bottom of 

-— ... the field was leachod all 

too soon. At last we 
~ -w) slowed and stopped. If 

only tho field had boon 
‘yj ten times as long! 

'■ JWv I dropped her ankles 

j&fikSp* . ..— .y; ... and rose to my feel. “By 

^ I j i-love! wasn’t that glori- 

|ous?” I cried as 1 turned 
sjAJIi 7 1 to pick tij) her luge. 

' - I U y. Her woolly cap was 

“ - " vS#*' 'over ono ear. Her hair 

‘7,. ! Ui was half down. In her 

\ • | lap was an enormous 

sy . ^ ^ ». . ' mound of frozen snow. 

Nr L "'/ Behind us, up tho hillside 

, • ran a dark line where the 

..•- • ‘ . i' black and icy ground 

showed through tho whito 

.• One. “’Kins! wot eiirs muw\ - .vi ;" snow. 

-...— - • I lifted her to her feet. 

ho reached tho bottom of tho field and [ “Whore on earth is your luge?" I asked, 
turned a somersault. He was followed [ The vacant expression faded from 
by several more men and one or two I her face. “1 lost it right at the top,” 
girls. Isho said, “at tho very first bump. 

"Do take me down there,” she Why did you bring me down that 
pleaded. : frightful placo ? " 

“ You wouldn’t like it,” I replied, l • l'erhaps, after all, it wasn’t the 
“it’s too humpy. There’s scarcely‘Smythe-Robinsons she had boon dis- 
any depth of snow, and the ground is cussing all the way down. She was 
all nubbly and frozen, and it will shake such a beautiful girl, too—and so 
your teeth out.” wonderful. She is much too good for 

" I’d love it!” she cried. “Do take Hilliard. 

me. Oh, I must go! I can’t go alone! . . .- .. . jit 

—and you steer so well—and we ’ll go \ “The value «r a Buy Scout’s training was 
a 9 fast as we can. Do 1" shown a few dais ago at Sjialding, when Kird 

No, i said, it b too bumpy. I ( , m . iu whkh ho Wld allotllfl . , JOy wre riding , 
You are horrid. she pouted. Then, jjj a ( ra j, dll ., taught him to recognise at once 
her face lit up. “There’s Captain|that his collar-bone was brokeu, and, accom- 
Hilliard. He ’ll take me down. He’s, panied hy his companion, lie started to walk 
nnk nf i n id of huinns ” i three miles to Spalding. Half-way thsy fell in 

not all aid Ot bumps. with a brewer’s dray, which took them to the 

She was beautiful and wonderful, and ( 0Wni jj cre young PickwortU walked iato a 
[ detest Hilliard. “I’ll take you,” I doctor’s surgery, told him what was tho matter, 
said. and had the broken bone wti."—Daily Xtprm. 

“ Fast ? Really fast 1 " Doctor helping the moisture from his ' 

. “ Rather 1 That "s the .one thing in brow): Heavens! and I was just going 
its favour!”' i to set his leg 1 





THE RETLRX FROM BELFAST 

Afthfr Mhi-nonnaep a 1M4 and a’bhuil oi a timf mid Car-on and the Bhoy-) 
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4 hi 41 r unru -rue n/\/>e smile of recognition.) Oh, if you could only have seen how 

A WALK WITH THE DOGS. funny you looked with all that mud. I wonder, what the 

Scene —The hall of a country home on a rainy day in Elmores thought. 


Janmiy. Time—3i\m. He in knickerbockers,shooting 
cape, thick boots, etc., is about to go out, when She 
appears descending the stairs humming an air. 

She. Halloa, where arc you off to? 
lie. Going for a walk with a dog or two. I must get 
some fresh air. Simply can't stand it any longer indoors. 

She. Gallant fellow! Well, 1 hope you 'll enjoy yourself. 
Shall I come too ? 

He. You! 

She. Oh! don't mind w. Sa;, \ou don't want, me, if 
that’s what you mean. Su\ it right out at once, and don't 
beat about tlie bush. 1 can hear it. Gome, say it. 

lie. Don’t talk nonsense. 1 was only thinking it was 
very wet- 

She. You've hit it. ‘•Wei." That's the very word. 
What a brain! 


lie in knickerbockers,shooting He. Who cares what the Elmores think ? 

about to go out, when She She. You're generally so particular about Maude Elmore, 

irs humming an air, dear. Never mind; I ’ll write and explain it was only mud. 

off to? He. You ’re quite capable of it; but -— 

i a dog or two. I must get She.. There's a retriever coming, and you’ve let Chang 

stand it any longer indoors. K o. Chang! Chang!! Ho’ll be'eaten, 1 know. Chang! 

I hope you 11 enjoy yourself. [Chang defies the retriever. The Great Danes are 

called in by Chang to aibitrate. 

The Dogs (together). Wurr—wurr- wurroo—wuff— worry 
Sa;, jou don't want, me, if -worry—wuff—wiff--wuff—worry—wug—walnrr. 

:■ right nut at once, and don t She. Heat thorn. Get them apart. Chang’s got him by 
air it. Gome, say it. the hind-leg. Beat them, 1 tell j on. (The dogs arc parted, 

1 was only thinking it was an ,i //„. retnerer limps swiftly away.) I can't stand any 

more of this. I’m going home. 

Thai s the \cry word. Ue. So anil. [They go home, calling on Chang to the last. 


He. And you'll take an hour lo put jour things on, atul 
it’ll he toa-timo before wo start. 


She. No, it won't, because my hoots are on, and l've| (! 

only got to slip on this old waterproof (slips it on) and pin j [ riIKE y l0 l,i 00tri 
on this old hat (pins it on) and there l am. Come on. jjow slieltorecl i 

He. Right, Let's get a few dogs. (Thy go out.) Mj I like the curtains 
eye, this is a drencher! Tho rubhor-plai 

She. How many dogs are you going to take ? j reC ogniso the w< 

lie. Wo must take the two Great Danes. Why don't q[ gong-birds u 

you take Cliang ? The goldfish in hi 

She. It s no weather for a Pekinese. Still, I d lietter have j coun j hnn chi 

him. (Ikopens front-iloor and calls. A black-faced streak 
of fur comes racing out and disappears round the corner.) * hke “ The Soul: 

He and She (together). Chang! Chang!! Chang 1!! 7 catch tho hur 

Chang!!!! ' The chandolier of 

He. Let’s go and leave hint. He never follows, anyhow. Nor brackets m 
She. ficave my little Chang ? Never. Chang! Chang!! 7 morely raise my 

Chang!!! (Chang reappears unabashed and races down' To hint that 11 
the drive.) ' j Could spare perlit 

He. Lot him go. We Vo going that wav. j ^our husband, 

She. Yes, und wo shall have to go his way all the time. : p’or when, from o 

Trot along and get the big ones. (He goes, and shortly j 1 view these sci 
returns with tiro Great Danes, who prance vp to Her anil i Who, all in Sundi 

caracole round Her.) Down, I aifra: down, Duke; keep your j A sense of vagi 
dirty paw s- - there, lie V done it! I ’in all over paw-marks.! Bidding mo s ; gh, 
Down! Down 1 I wish you VI control your dogs, Charles. 1 Of nien ma 

* ’■L n . a ... , T Pity a lodger livii 

He. Who cares? \\ o shan t meet anyone. It’s only Amllonelier sti 
the dogs’ fun. ___ 

She. Well, I don’t like that sort of fun. (They proceed.) , , 

He (in a pome) W I,ere s Chang „a,ne nor address into 4 

She. Chang! Chang!! Gluing!!! course he would gum whei 

He. There’s the little fiend a hundred yards ahead. ]p a f sow> a t any rate, 
Upon my word, you’ve trained Hint dog well. You’ve I perceive, my dear 
only got lo call him and away lie goes across country the cheque is signed.” 

il t.hoiiKfiml miW :in Imui 1 i ^ h • 


DHAWINC -BOOM A PARTMKNTS. 

(To my Landlady.) 

I iiiKi: tho blooms that decked your wedding cake, 
Now sheltered under glass secure from harm ; 

I like the curtains, bluo and crimson-lake; 

Tho rublxir-plant is not without its charm; 

I recognise the worth as ornaments 
Of song-birds nicely stuffed and dormice sleek; 

The goldfish in his bowl my eye contents; 
l count him cheap at two-pounds-ten a week. 

I like “The Soul sAwakening" on the wall; 

I catch tho humour of tho china pugs; 

The chandolier offends me not at all, 

Nor brackets made of plush nor fleecy rugs; 

I morely raise my voice, a gentle one, 

To hint that I from shelf and mantelpiece 

Could spare perhaps tho portraits of your son, 
Your husband, sister, uncle, aunt, and niece. 

For when, from out your not too easy chair, 

1 view these scions of a fruitful treo. 

Who, all in Sunday raiment, smirk or glare, 

A sense of vague discomfort troubles me; 

Bidding mo s ; gh, “0 company unknown 
Of men and maids and infants not a few, 

Pity a lodger living all alone, 

And lonelier still, not being one of you! ” 


“Slit hart sent a cheque fur live pounds to him. She put neither 
name nor address into tho slip <jf paper that held the cheque, hut of 
course lie would guess where it came from, "—lime Clint. 

Watson, at any rate, would have been on it like a bird. 
“ I perceive, my dear Holmes,” ho would have said, “ that 


a thousand miles an hour. 1 ____ _ 

She. There s a motot. Push for Chang. (lie rushes ; “yheLady Mayoress(Luly Taylor; has presented Mr. \V. (!. Isiyton 
so does (hang. The two Danes think its a game and (I)eputy-Town Clerk) with a gold match, as a murk of esteem." 
prance after him. He pounces cn Cluing just as the motor- Sydney Unity Telegraph, 

car flashes by within sir inches of man and dogs.) Workman : Got a match, guv’nor? ' 

lie. Too near to be pleasant, and alt on account of this Mr. Layton (producing it from his waistcoat pocket): 

inf— I cannot give it to you, for it is a presentation match, but 

She. Tut-tut. You mustn’t give way to tomper; and— you may look at it if you like. 

(laughing)— oh, my dear Charles, if you could see your face. .■ — 1 

It’s all over mud splashes. There’s the dearest, jolliesl “Mr. Curtis-liennett said that nooue could dould that this was a 
little blob right on the tip of your noso, and there’s a big ,,0 8 IUI blub."— The Cmpir-. 

brother-blob under your right eye, and there are three or Mr. Cubtih-Bennett might think what he liked of the 

four mqre on yonr cheeks, and- Look out; here’a the genuineness of the club in question, but after, fining one 

Elmores’ carriage. (The carriage passes, while He, stuffing official £221 and another £121 he had no right to question 

away his handkerchief, raises his hat and smiles a genial the sinoerity of their tears. ... . .. 
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OUR VILLAGE DANCE. 

l.mal AhI (iiih'i Hr jmllit) “Sinn »r m>M»\\i>F, cm- max I nvn \ot to voir. ‘.nun 


I had striven for jears to write plays: 

“Dim spiio," my motto was, “ sprin ," 

I had seen myself lifting the bajs 
From the glowering brows of Pini.iio , 

The Managers lead “ with delight ’ 

My work—or protonded to do so - 
And at last one engaged me to wute 
The libretto for Robinson Crusoe. 

With all innocent fun ’twas equipped 
(Not a spoech had so much as a "damn " in), 
And thoy duly submitted my script 
For the Censor of Plays to examine, 

When I learned, after sevoral days, 

That my views on decorum and his met, 

But he wished me to alter one phrase — 

Then I folded mj arms and said, “ lusn"t” 

As a subject of Georgius Bex, 

Imperator, Fidei Defensor, 

I should deem it disloyal to vex 
His servant, the Chamberlain’s Censor, 

I was moody and sad, but resigned, 

Dejected, but not with contrition, 

Till a brain-wave revealed to my mind— 

To be censored coihpels recognition. 


THE SOLACE OF THE CENSOREO. 

(7b/ a Pantomime Author.) 


Thon why should my spiiils go down’ 

How olt, in the years when 1 lay low, 

Had I yearned to illumine my ciown 
With the genms-maityi’s own halo, 

I could enter the Temple of Fame, 

Aud Bedford had shown me the doorway 1 
I was one with the Johnnies who claim 
To be greater than Henrik (of Norway) 1 

I liavo idolised Barker and Shaw , 

But no longei I think them ubove me, 

Yes, 1 look not on Or an week with awe. 

f am cei tain that Bernard would lo\ e nu 1 
So of IIoubman'.s unorthodox play 
1 have thought with a joalous ahlioirenen, 
But if I were to meet him to-day 
I should lightly address him as liAVursu.. 

0 Bedford, dear excellent man 1 
Your pencil has changed my life’s story, 
For the bards who come under its ban 
Reflect its caeruloan glory! 

Ungrateful and garrulous tribe 
Who yelp at its chastening slashes 1 
Be sure, Sir, one disciplined scribe , 

Will mourn your retirement in ashes. 
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, nilD BA/wiMr>'.rkcrirc and valuable prints; and the stories, if mostly old, are 

_ „ ,1 „ !, -t , agreeably put together. Amongst those which he publishes, 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) as far as I know, for the first time, is one about the present 

I have always liked the characters of Mr. Thomas Cobb. Headmaster and the remarks which he addressed to. the 


credit upon even that neighbourhood. Enter Bridget underclothing. According to a variant, which I offer for 
(Mitts and Boon) shows them worthily maintaining the; what, it is worth, what Canon Lyttelton actually told 
traditions of their race. I must confess that for about half them was that he had no intention of making them wear 
the book I thought that their very proper aversion from Plasm on noxt then* skin. 

sensationalism was going to bo carried to the extreme length - 

of giving us no story at all. Then however Carrissima, I suppose I must have an old-fashioned prejudice in 
who liked Mark Driver, came to call on Bridget, and favour of beginning a story before the principal lady gets 
found Mai k kissing her. She pretended not to have notioed married, and that in spite of such charming novels os Miss 
anything, and went home and was quite miserable about Annf. Sedowick’s Valerie Upton. At any rate, in the case 
it, in a ladylike Konsingtonian way. Mishandled, the of The Doll (Stanley Paul), which is the title of Miss 
• thing might have led to broken hearts and all sorts of | Violet Hunt’s latost novel, I found myself getting less 
bothers. But one of—-.and less interested in 


the strongest charms 
of Mr. Cobb’s person¬ 
ages is their practical 
common-sense, which 
inthis instance enabled 
Carrissima to believe 
Mark when ho said he 
hadn’t really meant 
anything by it. Bridget 
meanwhile had on- 
gaged herself to a nice 
young man with pots 
of money, so there was 
no reason why the 
other couple should 
not pair off; and I 
am convinced, though 
wo are not told so by 
the author, that thoy 
had numerous and 
costly presents, and 
spent their honeymoon 
on the Italian lakes. 
I’m afraid that, with¬ 
out intending to, I 


lint-:,-; 
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MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 


mna myself gelling less 
- and less interested in 
the plot as the book 
went on. Its name, I 
ought to say, has 
no connection with 
! Ibsen’s use of the 
jword, but refers to a 
I real plaything, the 
[ dirty and tattered trea¬ 
sure of Master Haw- 
taync, son oi lialph 
Ilarctayne, successful 
barristor, and his wife 
Minnie, a prominont 
suffragist and a tal¬ 
ented actress, who has 
divorced one husband 
already. In somo way 
or other, more cloar to 
the authoress than to 
me, this toy is regarded 
as a poignant symbol 
of the strained rela¬ 
tions between the 
Hawtaynes, which are 
further complicated by 


i i i *’ William the Coxqckkoh gives Queen Matiuu an equrmax r o-e run , , f - t sr 

have told you the A p AYKl!X Tai-extuy. the fact that one of Mrs. 

whole plot. But it --———-'——-—- [ Hawtayne’s hangers-on 

really doesn't matter. You will read the hook in order falls in love with Isabel Agate, hor grown-up daughter by 
to meet a number of pleasant, not too clever, human her first marriage. A large part of the book is devotod to 
beings; and if you like that kind of society you will enjoy the wife's contention that in case of divorce the woman, 
it very much. even if convicted of misconduct, should have custody of 

— - her children. Mrs. Hawtayne herself happened to be 

Mr. Ealth Nkvill's Florcat Elona (Macmillan), con- innocent, but that, as I understand her, does not affect 
vcntionally bound in cloth of the colour propor to its the plea. It is perhaps a sign of merit in a novel that the 
subject, is more lively than most blue books, and, I may reader should sympathise with the characters’ emotions, 
add, than most of the books about Eton on which it is and cortainly neither husband nor wife can have been 
founded. I even find it more entertaining than the one more wearied by their continual bickerings than I was. 
I wrote myself. He begins—like the rest of us whoso For the rost, I can only say that the theino of The Doll 
immortal works have been collected by Mr. “Lulu” is well abreast of the times. 

Harcoubt— with Henry VI. and William of Waynflktb > -. ra sas 

(and Winchester) and the Maidenhead migration, and the 11 lie uttered a naming as to the national importance of the 
other heroes and heroic events of the early days. He sings scientific conversation of forests."— Pioneer. 

—as we all have done—of the horrors of Long Chamber, We have often heard of trees whispering, but supposed 
of Pop and Tap, and Montem and Absence, and Furking that it was only scandal they werh talking. 

and Shirking, and Sense and Nonsense; of Keats and his __ 

birch, of Porson and Shelley and J. K. S. ; of the Iron “Dr. Schurig, of Munich, claims to have found a remedy for the 
Duee and the Playing Fields, and many other themes that fatigue of climbing stairs by means of a slipper with a sole two and a half 
recall the' Wmed-tip cabbage of the Juvenal crib. But, inchcs thick, 101)8 W011 ‘ on «• foot only.—Daily Express, 
besides the anecdotes of which it is chiefly composed, the Far less fatiguing than ascending the stairs with both 
book is rich in illustrations, many of them taken from rare feet in one slipper. 
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ru&DIV&niA convicts shortly to be opened at Park- j something in this. Wo have even 

CHAHiVARIA. hurst, Isle of Wight, do not comprise a j known the water in a kettle to sing 

“The Alphabet of the National golf course. ..... beautifully when ready to join the tea. 

Insurance Act" has appeared. Few 

persons get further than “ D." . The legal rights of pavement artists Mr. Neii. Forsyth, the manager of 

! V” were qnestione<l at the Kingston Police the Royal Opera, Covent Garden, says 

How fleeting is fame! An lustitute Court the other day. We understand i it is a very rare event for an artiste 
of Inventors is to be formed, and there that a special meeting of the Society of j wilfully to refuse to perform unless 
have been nominated as President and Pastellists has bean summoned to)prevented by illness. Yet surely not 
Vice-Presidents the Karl of Minto, consider the situation. I so long ago there was a strike of 

, i ■» r.. 1 *..3 I_l ■ I/._ n 


Lord Haesbury, Lord Justice Flkt- 
ciikh-Moui/j'ON, Mr. Marconi and Sir 
JIiham Maxim ; but not Mr. Ure. 

Suggested motto for tho Trade 
Union which advises men to starve j 
rather than work an extra hour a 
day: “ IT Union fait fa farce." 

It looks as if Saturn as well as 
Mars were inhabited. It is reported 
from a Massachusetts Observatory 
that Saturn's ri> g is breaking up. 
This is possibly due to the agitation 
against trusts in the United Slatos. 

Tho Gonimitlce of the Koval Naval 
and Military Tournament have de¬ 
cided this year to offer a £100 prise 
in addition to tho challenge cup for 
the Ofliecrs’ Jumping Competition. 
This seems tho right thing to do in 
J .cap Year. ... ... 

Which reminds us that, in the an¬ 
nouncements of Engagements which 
The Express publishes, in some cases 
the gentleman is said to he engaged 
to the lady, and in others the lady to 
the gentleman. The former, we pre¬ 
sumo, are the result of J^ap Year 
proposals. 

Mr. Gordon Craiu'b production of 
Hamlet in Russian has been such a 
success at Moscow that there is a 
talk of bringing tho entire production 
to London. Indeed it is said that an 
erudite Russian has already started 
translating the play into Knglish. * 





f Carmen. . 

Professor Reinhardt has informed 
an interviewer that he would lovrf to 
.have the Albert Hall. If only some- 
lone could persuade the Professor to 
: take the Albert Memorial instoad! 

I - 

THE CULT OF TIIE GLAD EYE. 

j 1“ ‘The Clad Kyo’ at the Apollo Theatre is 
to lie the Iwisit, of a novel hy Air. Rangr Cull. 

; ami ‘ The Clad Eye Two Step' hy Air. Uniat 
; ItmuhrtM."— J'raiiii'j .Wev.J 

! “The Glad Eye" will be the sub¬ 
ject next Sunday at the Temple 
; Tabernacle. 

j The authorities of the London Oph- 
j tbalmic Hospital have determined to 
| move with tho timesand tore-namethc 
j institution “The Glad Kyo Hospital.” 

I Dr. Inch's recent cheerful lecture on 
“ Christian Joy " lias earned for him 
the title of “ The Glad-Eyed Dean.” 

Smart dances in Society this Season 
are termed “ Glad Eye-Balls.” 

A npw Liberal morning paper, The 
i Daily (Had Eye, will shortly appear. 
Its professed policy will be to look 
at everything from an optimistic point 
of view. 

Just before he went abroad Mr. 
i Asquith was ealled on by a militant 
j sufl'ragelto, who was informed that 
: the Premier was not at home. On 
; her return to Clement's Inn she found 
! a telegram waiting, with the mysterious 
| message, “ Glad Eye was out." 


° * ;; ; ° Svki iai.i.y l>Ksn:\‘Ki> id Mu r hie i.vkk- i “On Sunday afternoon the infant, sou of 

, n , „ , ,,,- . , . , uKowiNii taste Kou oim.iti ami minckr ' Air. and Airs. C. IVowdoysvhH baptisml in the 

The Sunday Chronicle informs us corsets. ] Parisli t'hureli. Air. Pressley is clianffoar to 

that both Mr. Justice Bucknill and the —• - Air. W. Homo lloare, of tho (iuessona; and 

Court of Appeal refused tho application The Sardinian Archway in Lincoln’s although the rhurcli was built during 1,100, this 
of the Palace Theatre for an injunction Inn Fields, with the three houses ad- wthctiretehildot ariianlTniriAri^nMui lt. 
against ‘‘Mr. Arthur Bourehior, tho joining, which were erected hy Inigo ?' 

well-known actor, and Mrs. Bourchier, Jones in the 17th century, are now " ut P oss 'bly the church s motoring 
professionally known as Miss Violent being demolished. " It is said that , i eci>r 'l s are J 10 * 1 . < l ulto complete for the 
Vanbrugh." A name like that may many crimes have been committed in “ rs ' ; few centuries. 

well have terrorised their Lordships, the archway.” Archaeologists are of - 

the opinion that this last is not the “ Thereby hangs (or used to hang) 

• The Home Secretary, in the exeeu- least of them. .. a 

tion of his undoubted prerogative, has * 27ic North China Daily News, writing 

ordered the release of an innocent According to M. Bonnatre, the agent- on 1 the theme of the discarded pig-tails, 
man. This seems only fair. general for the great International says: "Queues are no longer to the 

Musical Tournament which is to take front.” And not nearly so long behind. 
It sounds incredible, and we give the place at Paris in May, the excellence “ Many," it continues, “ l;ave a tale to 
rumour under all reserve, but it is said of English choirs is due to the national tell about the way they were cut off.” 
that the grounds of the new hotel for habit of tea-drinking. There may be Altogether a very humorous passage. 


VOli CXl.lt. 
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STORIES OF 8UCCE88FUL LIVES 

(This seriei^e designed to assist parents in 
choosing a carter for their tons. The anthor lias 
devoteaoonslderahlc time to research among the 
best authorities, and the results are'now laid 
liefore the public in tho hope that they will bring 
encouragement to those who aro hesitating at 
the doors of any of the great professions. J 

I.— The Solicitor's. 

The office was at its busiest, for it 
was Friday afternoon, .(olm Hunt 
leant back in bis comfortable chair and 
toyed with the key of tlio safe, while 
he tried to realise bis new position. 
Ho, John Blunt, was junior pari nor in 
the great London firm of Macnaughton, 
Macnnughton, Macnaughton, Mac¬ 
naughton & Macnaughton! 

He closed his oyes, and his thoughts 
wandered back to the day when lie had 
first entered the doors of the firm as 
one of two hundred and seventy-eight 
applicants for the post of office-hoy. 
They had been interviewed in batches, 
and old Mr. Sanderson, the senior 
partner, had taken the first batch. 

"I like your face, my hoy,” ho had 
said heartily to John. 

"And I like yours," replied John, 
not to be outdone in politeness. 

"Now 1 wonder if you can spell 
? mortgage’ ? " 

•j “I think so,” John had replied, “ hut 
;1 am not sure." 

j Mr. Sanderson was delighted with the 
lad’s caution, and engaged him at once. 

For three years John had done his 
duty faithfully. During this time lie 
had saved the firm more than once 
by his readiness—particularly on one 
occasion, when ho had called old Mr. 
Kandeison’s attention to the [net that 
lie had signod a letter to a linn of 
stockbrokers, "Your loving husband 
Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac¬ 
naughton, Macnaughton it- Macnaugh¬ 
ton." Mr. Sanderson, ahvays a little 
absent-minded, corrected the error, and 
promised the boy his articles. Five 
years later John Blunt was a solicitor. 

And now he was actually junior 
partner in the firm—the firm of which 
it was said in the City, "If a man 
lias Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac¬ 
naughton, Maenaughton&Macnaughton 
behind him he is all right." The City is 
ahvays coining pithy little epigrams (ike 
this. 

There was a knock at the door of the 
enquiry oflico and a prosperous-looking 
gentleman came in. 

"Can I see Mr. Macnaughton ?" lie 
said politely to the office hoy. 

" There isn’t no Mr. Macnaughton," 
replied the latter. “They all died 
years ago." 

" Well, well, can I see one of the 
partners ? ” 

“You can’t tot Mr. Sanderson, 


because he's having his lunch,” said 
the boy. " Mr. Thorpe hasn’t corns bock 
from lunch yet, Mr. Peters has just 
gone out to lunch, Mr. Williams is 
expected back from lunch every 
minute, Mr. Gourlay went outtolunoli 
an hour ago, Mr. Beamish-’’ 

“ Tut, tut, isn’t anybody in ? " 

" Mr. Blunt is in,” said the hoy, and 
took up tiic tolephono. “If you wait 
a moment I 'll soo if lie's awake." 

Half an hour later Mr. Masters was 
shown into John Blunt's room. 

“ I'm sorry i was engaged," said 
John. “ A most, important client. Now 
what can t do for you, Mr.—er - 
Masters?" 

" I wish to make iny will." 

“ By all means,” said John cordially. 

"I liavo only one child, lo whom I 
intend to leave all my money.” 

“Ha!" said John, with a frown. 
“This will lie a lengthy and difficult 
business," 

"But you can do if?” asked Mr. 
Masters anxiously. “ They told mo at 
the hairdresser's that Macnaughton, 
Macnaughton, Macnaughton, Mac¬ 
naughton & Macnaughton was the 
cleverest firm in Tendon.” 

“ Wo can do it,” said John simply; 
" but it will require all our cure, and I 
think it would ho best if I were to come 
and stay with you for the week-end. 
We could go into it properly tlion.” 

"Thank you," said Mr. Maslovs, 
clasping tho other’s baud. “ T was just 
going to suggost it. My motor car is 
outside. Let us go at once,” 

"I will follow you in n moment,” 
said John, and pausing only to snatch a 
handful of money from tho safe for 
incidental expenses and to tell the boy 
that ho would he hack on Monday lie 
picked up the well-filled week-end hag 
which lie always kept ready, and 
hurried after the other. 

lusido the car Mr. Masters was 
confidential. 

“My daughter,” lie said, "conies 
of age to-nioiTOw.” 

" Oh, it's a daughter? ” said John in 
surprise. " Is she pretty ? " 

" She is considered to he the prettiest 
girl in the county.” 

“ Beally ? " said John. He thought 
a moment, and added, “ Can wo stop 
at a post-office? T must sond an im¬ 
portant business telegram.” Ho took 
out a form and wrote " Mucinocniac- 
inacnutc, London. Shall not bo hack 
till Wednesday.— Blunt.” 

The car stopped and then spod on 
again. 

“ Amy has never been any trouble to 
me," said Mr. Masters, "hub I am 
getting old now, and I -would givo a. 
thousand pounds to see her happily 
married." 


"To whom would von give it?” tasked 
John, whipping oat his pocket-book. 

" Tot, tut, a mere figure of speech. 
But 1 would settle a hundred thousand 
pounds on her on the wedding day." 

" Indeed ? ” said John thoughtfully. 
“ Can wo stop at another post-offioe ?" 
he added, bringing out his fountain pen 
again. Ho took out a socond telegraph 
form and wrote : “ Macmacmaomac- 
mae, Loudon. Shall not be back till 
Friday,— Blunt.” 

The cur dashed on again, and an 
hour later arrived at a commodious 
mansion standing in its own woll- 
li inhered grounds of upwards of several 
acres. At the front-door a graceful 
figure was standing, 

“My solicitor, dear, Mr. Blunt,” 
said Mr. Masters. 

“It is very good of you lo come all 
this way on my father’s business,” she 
said shyly. 

"Not at all,” said John, “A week 
or—or a fortnight -or--” ho lookod at 
her again — “ or—throe woeks, and the 
thing is done." 

“ Is making a will so very difficult ? ” 

“It’s a very tricky and complicated 
affair indeed. However, I think we 
shall pull it off. Hr—:might I send an 
important business telegram ? ” 

" Maemacmacmacmac, London,” 
wrote John. “ Very knotty case. Date 
of return uncertain. Please send more 
cash for incidental exponses. --Blunt," 

Yes ,) on have guessed what happened. 
It is an every-day experience in a 
solicitor's lifo. John Blunt and Amy 
Masters were married at St. George’s, 
Ilauovor Square, last May. The 
wedding was a quiet one owing to 
mourning in the bride’s family—the 
result of a too sudden porusal of Mac¬ 
naughton,Macnaughton,Macnaughton, 
Macnaughton & Macnaughton’s hill 
of costs. As Mr. Masters said with 
liisroxpiling breath—lie didn’t mind 
paying for our Mr. Blunt's skill; nor 
yet for our Mr. Blunt’s valuable time 
— even if most of it was spent in 
courting Amy : nor, again, for our Mr. 
Blunt’s tips to the servants; but he did 
object lo being- charged the first-class 
railway fare both ways when our Mr. 
Blufit'liad come down and gone up 
again in the car. And perhaps I ought 
to add that that is the drawback to 
this fine profession. One is so often 
misunderstood.' A. A. M. 


“The evening session was somewhat peculiar 
a* Stevenson averaged 40, hut only totalled 
160. . . The explanation was that he only 
had four innings. ’ —MawMtr Quantum 

Another minute and we should have 
guessed it by ourselves. 





















A PATRIOTIC CORRESPONDENCE. 

[“On the ground that it would 'altogether 
upset tlio routine of business,' and would 
‘greatly interforo with the comfort and conveni¬ 
ence of visitors,’ Shoringlmm District Council, 
Norfolk, has declined a ]iro|'oscd visit, in August, 
by 1U,0U0 Territorials, with several thousand 
horses and 70 guns, for a training enni]>. 

The Finance Committee instructed the clerk 
to ask two landowners not. to alfon! the au¬ 
thorities facilities for obtaining the necessary 
ground,"— DitHtj I'lirmiiclr. | 

To the General Commanding Army nf 
Invasion, Aug. 1,11)13. 

Sib,— On behalf of the Sheringham 
District Council 1 must make a formal 
protest against the highly irregular and 
illegal conduct of cortain persons under 
your command. The Council is credibly 
informed that at 7 a.m. this morning 
several thousand troops woro disem¬ 
barked on the portion of the shore 
especially reserved for lady bathers— 
a distinct violation of By-law No. 153. 
The Council desires me to warn you 
that all these persons are liable to a 
penalty of 40s. and costs. In the second 
place all the donkeys on the sands have 
Been illegally secured by one of your 
officers, thus depriving the watering- 
place of one of its chief attractions. In 
the third place a missile (discharged in 
dtrecj violation of By-law 63 prohibiting 
the nse of air-guns, catapults and other 
dangerous weapons within the area of 
the Council’s authority) has wrecked 
the band-stand, causing damage whioh 
can onhy be covered by a halfpenny 
rate. Finally, the unexpected arrival 
of so. many strangers—without the 
ordinary courtesy of a formal notice 


to the Council—has created quite a 
panic amongst tho regular visitors. 

Tho Council is of opinion that a con¬ 
tinuation of this conduct will ruin the 
summer season and greatly interfere 
with tho routine of business. The 
Council thereforo requests you to with¬ 
draw your troops at once and re-land 
thorn either at Lowestoft or Yarmouth. 
At these places, which are the resort of 
the vulgar excursionist class, the arrival 
of foreign troops is less likoly to cause 
painful annoyance. 

On behalf of the District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 

To the General Commanding Amy of 
Invasion, Aug. 2,1913. 

Sib, —The Council instructs me to say 
■that it is in receipt of your lottor of to¬ 
day and that it notes with deop regret 
your threat to flog the members of the 
Council (in distinct violation of By-law 
No. 81 prohibiting all violence in public 
places). The Council is of opinion 
that this threat is not only unkind 
but altogether uncalled for. The posi¬ 
tion of the District Council has been 
absolutely consistent on this subject. 
In the interests of business and the 
visitors it lias always objected to the 
arrival of English or foreign troops at 
Sheringham as being a drawback to 
trade, demoralising to maid-servants 
and disturbing to visitors. We must 
also point out that the amenities of 
the golf links—one of the town’s main 
attractions—have to be considered. 

On behalf of the District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 


To Admiral Commanding British 
Fleet, Aug. 3,1913. 

Sib, —The District Council instructs 
me to make an oniphatic protest against 
the disturbance of our attractive water¬ 
ing-place. The Council understands 
that tho firing of heavy guns has a 
ruinous effect on plate glass windows. 
Many of our visitors arc confirmed 
invalids and elderly ladies, und tho 
medical men of the town .decline to be 
responsible if shells and other dan¬ 
gerous missiles aro allowed to wander 
at will through the streets. Though 
the Council wishes you success in your 
undertaking, yet it thinks it reason¬ 
able to suggest that the Foreign Flcot 
bo removed at least five miles out 
to sea bofore operations begin. Or 
perhaps some other watering-place on 
the coast (patronised by a vulgar type 
of visitor) might think the contest 
would bo an attraction for excursionists. 

On behalf of tho District Council, 

J. Snooks, Clerk. 

From Admiral Commanding British 
Fleet to District Councillors of Sher¬ 
ingham,, Aug. 4,1913. 

Gentlemen,— When I have done my 
business and broken your plate glass 
and frightened your old women 1 will 
give instructions that tho members of 
your Council shall be publicly smacked 
on the sea front. 


“Wanted capable man to braze and swage 
saera,"— Adel. in “ Sheffield Ikiily IndfymdetU," 

This is appositely headed “ Musical 
Appointments Vacant.” 
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„ __v „ him. He did not carry weight enough that Gladstone, reinstated in power, 

, • LftsjBY. for the operation of a 12-inch cannon, was prepared to meet the claim, but was 

By Toby, M.P. It was as a quick-firing gun in Com- over-ruled by a higher authority. 

Who was the genial philosopher mittee or at Question time that he-was Labby, though reticent on the main 
who said, “ If you want to know how most effective. question, delighted to tell how one 

the Universe will get along after you As a Parliamentary power, and his afternoon, whon the Ministry was 
have passed away, stick a knitting- influence was considerable, ho was more completed and the name of the Member 
needle in a pond, withdraw it, and in bis olomont about the ante-rooms of for Northampton did not appear in the 
look for the improssion it made on the the House than when under full view list, Mr. G., uninvited, dropped into 
surface”? The lesson here indicated of the Speaker's eye. He had a passion tea at Old Palace Yard. He won the 
has particular applicability to the for intrigue. If there was any uudor- heart of his hostess by his enchanting 
House of Commons. Some of us re- j current of feeling hostile to tho Govern- mannor. Ono likes to think of Labby 

member a time when Dizzy sat on tho mcnt of the day, to the Leader op the looking on, smoking his eternal cigar- 

Treasury Bench, cynosure of all eyes, \ Opposition or to any individual Member ettes, whilst" the old man," as he called 
his lightest word eagerly listened to,; of personal distinction, be sure Labby the chief, discoursed upon all subjects in 
his slightest movement commented j knew all about it and played a con- tho world savo the one which at the 
upon. More still recall the time when ! sidorablo part in its direction. This moment filled his mind—a desire to 
the mighty presence of Gladstone i habit did not arise from onvy, hatred make known to the man whom he 
filled and dominated the House. It I or malice. From thoso weaknesses of personally likod, of whose services he 
seemed that if in,---- - —was fully conscious, 


seemed that if in, 
the course of nature j 
they must needs go, | 
we might as well j 
stow away the Maco, 
put up tho shutters, 
and sadly go our 
ways. 

It is a curious fact 
that in the Parlia¬ 
ment of to-day and 
yesterday their; 
names are mention- [ 
ed extremely seldom.! 
Half - a - dozen years: 
ago, when Prince 
Arthur was still 
Premier, somoono| 
quoted a declaration | 
of Dizzy’s, hostile 
to an argument 1m 
had just submitted. 
"Mr. Disraeli," 
Baid Prince Arthur, 
turning an angry 
countenance upon 
hisabashed follower, 
" has been dead for 
some time.” 




I r/Yraw piMi 
! ■</ ,i" J 'i Mr !'! 1 

If V i I'j ,'i, i iiiii 1 * 

? '■' ■.*! I. I'-i :* In.® 'll it 


K m 
;; 11 


"Mary, iiiav was it I saw you entkiitainisii a i’oi.hksian to last 

niciitT” 

“I HUSSO, Mill, UNLESS YOU WAS peekin' tiiho’ the key'ole." 


how profoundly he 
! regretted inability to 
'gratify his just ex- 
i poetation. 

i And now Labby 
'has gone the way of 
IDisrakli, Glad¬ 
stone and a crowd 
i of other men who 
j for awhile filled 
largo spaces in the 
j Houso of Commons. 
! And still the House 
1 will unconcernedly 
j go its old familiar 
iway. The Speaker 
will tako tho Chair at 
the appointed hour; 
tho Orders of the Day 
will lx) called on; the 
Division Lobbies will 
fill and empty, and 
at the close of the 
day there will echo 
through the House 
the old cry, “ Who 


" has been dead for 1 -..——------- 'goes home?” the 

some time." temperament Labby was absolutely; crowd hurrying off, forgetful of some 

On a lower plane, but after the same free. He was animated solely by desire 'who have already reached their last rest, 
fashion, was the effect of Labby's to he behind the scenes of everything | sing low, my lute, ring low, my lute, 
withdrawal' from the familiar scene, that was going on—an impulse porliaps We fade and ore forgotten. 

Through a succession of Parliaments born of tendency to sheer mischief. ...■ ■■'■ « 

his had been a prominent and popular A cynic in spoooli, he was at heart one From a letter in The Westminster:— 
figure, few mombers more constant in of the kindest, most genial men in the “Most people ignore tho decimal nature of 
attendance. He loved the IIouso of world, preserving to the last his per- our natation/ 

Commons, and was never so happy as sonal popularity with both sides and Tho reference must be to the sub- 
when taking part in its inner or outer all sections of Party in tho IIouso of merged tenth. 

lifo. His preference was, perhaps, for Commons. _ 

the former condition. Ho was even A born strategist, master of the forms “Money Market. 

happier in his chair in the Smoking of debate, he did substantial sorvice to Soveheiuxx withdrawn- fob India." 
Room, surrouuded by a delighted tho Liberal Party in Opposition in the Times. 

audience, than he was in his corner Parliament elected in 1886. When, Fortunately another week or so sees 
seat below the Gangway, impartially largely owing to his unremitting efforts, them back again. 

chaffing Ministers or right hon. gentle- the Unionist majority was whittled - 

men on the Front Bench or on the other away, the General Rlection of 1892 From an advt. in The North China, 
side of the Table. He was at his finally disposing of it, be had good rea- Daily News of a Cinema exhibition 
worst when delivering a sedulously son to believe that acknowledgment of '‘annual fat cattle show. 
prepared speech in exposition of not his yeoman service would be made by 300 aldermen march to church.” , 
infrequent Resolutions submitted by appointment to office. It is no secret We can picture the whole seene. 
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_ u _ .. ._ N . will perhaps be better for me to say nothing more about 

THE ALIEN LAUHEL. this unfortunate business—though some of my friends may 

*■ , „ find it hard to understand liow I can reconcile the writing 

{Extract from the literary columns of “ The Universe") of such a poem with the secretaryship of the Paleoonto- 
1 n The Pan-English Review there are several contributions logical Association. However, they must think what they 
of exceptional merit, but we venture to doubt if the editor like.' Do you propose to publish my article on “ The Paltc- 
was well advised in printing “ The Lure of Her Lips," ontological Aspects of a Neglected District" ? 
a poem by Mr. Williamson Jelfo. It contains some power- VJ 

ful lines, but the subject is, to put it plainly, repulsive, and ... ... 1T . . 

Mr. Jelfe’s treatment does not make it loss so We think 

Mr. Jelfe would do tatter to confine himself to the geological .. ,Wle ; bn ^. has W “ 8 P eml to f . me 

studies with which his name 1ms hitherto been honouuhly ‘ ! ni T 1 f ° J V" 1 t0 y °r ^ 

Dnncetel distinctions, and I am dying to see the poem which has 

t >. ••«... ^ brought you such fame, llcie in Wintorvale we see no 

,, , . , .... ,,, .. magazines, but I have sent io my bookseller and have 

{Extinct Juan an in title on : Jlie .hmthlies m ordered a copy of The Pan-English Review—whale, strange 
"J lie ioss ow’.) name for a paper! It has always been my ambition that 

The poetry this month is not nl a very high standard, my favourite nephew should shine as an author, for in these 
hut from this judgment we must except "The Lure of Hir days old-fashioned morality requires llio defence of every- 
Lips,” by Mr. Williamson Jelfe, in The Pan-English body who lias a heart and a conscience. 

Review. This is undoubtedly the most remarkable poem Your advice aliout my last investments lias been womler- 
that lias appeared for many a long year. It vibrates with fully sound—and yet they say that poets cannot be business 
passion, and the writer’s power of expression is adequate I ; y„. ir affectionate aunt, Harrison. 

to the strango beauty of Jiis subject. Wc do not say that I 

it will please the nincompoops who direct English literary j Ul - 

judgment. It is not addressed to the jeiinc Jillv. Hut for (hum Mi. W illiamson Solfe to the Editor of “The Pnn- 
slieer splendid virility it would be difficult to match it in English Review.") « 

the poetry of this or any age. 8m, - 1 see you have published my poem, “ The Lure of 

,,, Her Lips.” Kindly send payment for it to the above 

,, i i'll ,■„>«, n , address, and he good enough to note that my name is 
' .. j J • ... J "Solfe, not "Jelfe,'as you print it a very annoying error. 

„ “ ' A word to that effect in youi next issue will oblige. J can- 

SiR,-Words would not be equal to .leseuh.ng my 1 Ilot un ,lerslaml why no proof was sent to mo. 
astonishment at finding in your issue of tins month that! Yours faithful! v, Wiu.iamson Soi.n:. 

I am credited with the authorship ol a poem entitled 77 . t 1 . . . . 


Yours faithfully, Williamson Solkil 

"The Lure of Her Lips.” 1 can only say that J consider ( ^oespundence « continuing, but ice can punt 

it a most dreadful poem, and 1 cannot make out its metre. 110 mo,c -) . 

If I understand the intention of the author it is to glorify 

the most terrible things. 1 havo never read anything worse * " G 1HA1 1 ARTED. 

anywliere. What 1 want to say is that 1 did not write it. I know not when the severance began, 

I could never dream of doing such a tiling, ami I must Now plain, alas! for every eye to see, 

therefore ask you to insert an immediate apology in The And, though full many friends conferred, no man 
Times and all the other papers. It is true that I did Could place before the twain a remedy, 

submit to you for insertion an article entitled “ 1'alu‘onto- r ,„ , ,. . . , , 

logical Aspects of a Neglected District,” hut that is no Themselves could never state the actual cause, 

excuse for attributing such a poem to me. Kindly let. me „ Aml ,icltliel ' < ? wnod *" unforgiving heart, 

hear from you at once. Nor ever sinned .gainst goo<-feeling s laws 

J Vet day by day J une saw them draw apart; 

{The Etlilur of “The Pan-English lit line” to Mr.' Time that from infancy had watched their rise 

Williamson Jelfe.) Through blameless ea^ly years passed each by each; 

Silt,- l ovyn that tour letter has surprised me. You Even I, close knit to them by natural tics, 
deny the authorship of " The Lure of Her Lips,” hut you Strove unavailingly to mend the breach. 

s^TsatessSi -<- •eaust ™ 

infomie.1 you that your coukMon was only ju.t m ti~» ^ { know they will notljot a^b- 

tell you, created a great sensation and has materially - 

increased the sale of the Review. 1 enclose a cutting from Again the clc-tim troiiaur is threatened. This time it is limn the 
The Cross-Row, which will show \Oll how favourably it wnveiiieiiec anil adaptability of the |!C-ti-ol-diivi ‘11 vehicle that danger in 
is being noticed by those who are most competent to judge, s ' , ' :ntc ' 1 ' —A«"W '• *" 9 ' 

n ■ . _a ...i... a .w..l___4_ fPiv» in/*nr finith its «?/).«/> In Ihfi in ii/ii. .mftkflV Irllln 7 N«nr»_ ! 


It gives me great pleasure to eucloso for your acceptance a Tramear {with its nose to the wind). Jockey Club 7 N-no. 
cheque for £20 in payment for the poem. Kindly acknow- • • • Lavender Water? N-no. . . . 1 shall get it dmfctlj. 
ledge receipt on the accompanying form. ’ ... Heavens, it’s petrol! I must fly! 


’ , a “The proMrntor allogfB that the evidence disclosed only a part of 

{From Mr. Williamson Jelfe to the Editor of “ The Pan- the truth about the network of pies with which English gold is 
♦ English Review.”) covering (iermany."— Mutcsmn. < 

Sib,—I am much obliged tor your letter and cheque, j A dignified reply tp the network of German sausages with 
receipt for which I enclose. Under the circumstances it which Teuton gold is covering England. 
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t V/Hhivl {«’ yihtii'i' i’f jwi fi'ilff y/i‘/\ *'Wll\r S III). MM'll.ll W 11 II \Ol V* Tonhiitf, "P.AIV IN MY AHDOMKN." j 

I m/. " A MHOM) S ! AiiIhiMIA, IMill.u! J'l/C IKIN' r ’hi; SO .UIIIOMIA , M)l' ’.UK A MnJIl'K. Its ONLY okm.kia wiiaT I 


V< MinoMESS. 

... ..... I closely written script, tlio veteran liis- 

I1IL LATEST EPIDEMIC. | torian of the Mongols stales that, unless 

Great and widespread unrest has j the Editor of The Times will pledge him 
I wen caused by the devastating deelar- selfin futuretoprinthiscommunications 
ation of Mr. Hammerstein lo the in largo type and without excisions, he 
representatives of the Press, that, un- will emigrate to Mongolia and stay 
loss his Opera House met with moro there indefinitely. According to latest 
effective support from ihoBijlishpubJic, advices Mr. Bitkek, who has summoned 
it would probably be impossible for him Sir Georoe Askwith and Sir Framis 
and his daughter lo continue their rosi- IIopwood, is hearing up heroically and 
donee in London. Thescene outlie Stock taking nourishment, though naturally 
Exchange on Wednesday baflled de- much distressed by an announcement 
scription; several stock-brokers were which may seriously complicate our 
seized with cerebral conjunctivitis and relations with Russia and China. 
Consols fell to 68. The Rubber Market A mareouigram from New York, 
quivered like a jelly, and Hoffmann delayed in transmission by contact with 
Frets, dropped to a fraction Wow an irrelevant iceberg, states that Lord 
zero. Tankervili.k has informed the hend- 

Even more formidable, howovov, than master of the sehool at Boston where 


fluence of Mr. Haxmerstkin’s oxample on Socialist principles ho will send 
in other quarters. the boy back to Eton. A telegram from 

Consternation is still raging in Print- Windsor states that Canon Lyttelton 
ing Hotise Square owing to the receipt remains calm, 
af an ultimatum from Sir Henry Ho- A painful sensation has been caused 
worth. In this remarkable document, in Fleet Street by the rumour that the 
extending to no fewer than 38 folios of Proprietors of The Daily Nem have 


threatened to change the title of their 
journal to The Mourning Leader if Sir 
Edward Grey does not resign office 
in a month's time. 

To be Concluded in our Next. 

"Tub Ykiiy Newest Golf Stokv.—A 
pints,nit slmy comes from a Cornish golf-course. 
A visitor entered for a bogey competition with 
anotliri visitin' to murk for Jiim, but when hia 
rani was duly sent in neither secretary nor 
eimnnit'ee could make head or tail of it. They 
therefore cross-examined the player as to w hat 
it meant."—" lUangm? EmiUg Cilhfit. 

The idea here seems to be that, as it 
takes a Scotchman a long time to see 
a joke, it is just as well that the point 
of it should bo postponed for twenty- 
four hours, during which interlude he 
can be getting ready to laugh. 
-■ 

‘•Bradford had wandered in the wilderness 
siney September 16th without recording a soli¬ 
tary win away from Park Avenue, ami that 
being the ease very few held the belief that 
they would bo able to break the ice at Netting- 
ham finulfonl Drn'hj Argun. 

Of course they wouldn't* have had 
much practice ut- these winter sports 
in the wilderness. 
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THEORY AND PRACTICE. 

SI,ml (IniOiii. “’Or stitk tiivt i-. wtikx 'k\ itiksu." S/urinhir. “Evi:u ivn>r. him yih u-ki.k !" 

Stud Omm. “No, Sir, fmirmi.Y mu. 1 n,i' ir um; of Tin: i.vhn \mi ixmritts 'j>i. lx a cask o' Tint kino, Sr 
Tins BRAINS OI'HIIT To l:K ox TIIK i.Rocxo." 


THE RESCUE; 

on, Gallant Behaviour at Oxford. 

(.1 melodramatic piece designed for recitation.) 

[During a fire which recently I noire out in tin 1 hitlmliigii-al Depart-! 
ment of the Oxford Museum, ooiiMileriihle u|>|>ifliPiimini, we are tolii, ' 
was felt with regal’d lo a mjinher of Iwi t les coiitaiuingdiai’lei ia of several \ 
disuwos; hazily, however, these were safely removed. J i 

Fire ! and the people’s faces 
Blanch with a sudden dread, 

And the firemen leap to their places, 

And the merciful car is sped; 

And the thundering rush of the horses' feet 
Clears a space in the crowded street. 

Whose house is that in the hot embraces 
Of amorous arms and red ? 

Are they caught '! Shall wo have to free 'oin 
From the cleulli that burns and clings ? 

“ It's only the old Museum,” 

A cry from the background rings. 

Thank Heaven! and now the firemen close 
And drench the flames with their sibilant hose; 
They have simply to save a mausoleum , 

Of dead and mouldering things, 

• 

But stay 1 from an uppor storoy 
Seared little eyes look out, 

Young heads in the mad smoko's fury, 

Ah, 1 Saints 1 there can be no doubt. 

* Is there none to help them, none to aid, 

Ye gallant lads of the Fire Brigade ? 


Yos! one with a dream of “ death or glory " 

Goes up by the water-spout. 

lie has thought of his tiny midgets 
At home, and their romping gamos, 

Whom ho sometimes calls, “ you fidgots," 

And other endearing names; 

He has thought on them, and for them he 
strives 

To save those poor young innocent lives; 
lie has scaled thfc pipe with his heels and digits, 
He has caught them out of the flames. 

Was over a deed douo bolder, 

Or battlo on stiffer terms 'l 
Oli, say not the heart beats colder 
In Englishmen’s cpidcrms! 

And the women sobbed and the eyos were wot 

Of hard, rude men as tho hero set 
Cafe at our feel from his manly shoulder 
That bottle of cholera govms. Evoe, 


Nurseryman’s Candour. 0 

, “Eit.ai.ia Jatosica anil Cmnvs Natausnsis—O nce bought you 
Mover want them again, 6 plants, 6d.” 

.“Tlia children of tho Fellows of tlio Boyal Botanic Society hats 
just' had a limey dress ball, in which some costumes were seen.’’ 

Daily Graphic, j 

Just as well that they ware visible. 
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A DREAM. 

And at night we ‘d find a town, 
Flat-roofed, by a star-strewn sea, 
Where the pirate crew came down 
To a long-forgotten quay, 

And we'd meet them in the gloaming, 
Tarry pigtails, back from roaming, 
With a pot of pirate ginger for the likes 
of her and me! 

She was small and rather pale, 
Croy-oyod, grey as smoko that 
weaves, 

And we’d watch them stowing sail, 
Forty most attractive thieves; 
Propped against the porphyry eolu urn, 
She was seven, sweet and solemn, 
And she’d hair blue-black as swallows 
when they flit beneath the ea\es. 

On the moonlit sands and bare, 
Clamorous, jewelled in tho dusk, 
There would be an Eastern Fair, 

We could smell tho mules and musk, 
Wo could see the cressets flaring, 

And wq'd run to buy a fairing 
Where a black man blew a fanfare on a 
canon ivory tusk; 

And we'd stop before the stall 
Of a grave grcen-liirbanod khan, 
(join or (lower lie kept them all 
Persian cat or yataghan, \ 

And I'd pay a golden guinea i 

And she 'd fill her holland pinny 
With white kittens and red roses anil j 
blue stones from Turkestan! j 

London streets have flowers anew, 
London shops with gems are set; 
When you’ve none to givo them to, [ 
What is pearl or violet? ; 

Vain things both and emptinesses, 

So they wait a dream-Princess’s 
| Coming, if she’s sweet and solemn with 
grey oyes and hair of jet! 



LUNCHEON AT THE NUTTERIES. 

Fit!i* Jlo'tr.s'. ''Ami now \m \iim i.r.r mi hi v \«»u a • i«:ai;. ' 
Tltt'fu't*/. "On, 'jiianjcn! Thw'n juij.v : \\n— lk— unr. ihis too 
vi wounf” 


IIA\C A Mil v 


SERVICE INTELLIGENCE. 

(Answers to CoirexjMmtcnts.) 

Timed Out (Aldershot). - This is 
undoubtedly tho Leave season, but Leave 
is a privilege, not a right. “ Travelling 
in Switzerland to learn the language ” 
is a feeble excuse. Why not try “ A 
Big Game shoot with the Secretary of 
State for War," or “A Yachting Cruise 
off Ulster with the First Lord of the 
Admiralty " ? 

"Padre" (Dockyard),—W e agree 
wjthyou. Itseomsaperfectscandalthat 
sailors should be foroed to go to church 
when they are obviously suffering from 
whooping cough, St. Vitus’s dance, 
and hay fever. Perhaps if you would 
let us know the length of your sermons 
we might suggest a remedy. 

"Squire" (Hampshire). —Yes, rabbits 


are to he issued shortly as Army rations, 
aud we see no reason why the authori¬ 
ties should not issue pheasants as: 
; well. Your suggestion that the War; 
, Office might rent your shooting and! 
, allow Rogimcntal Olliceis (below the! 

I rank of Major) to procure their own I 
company rations seems an excellent; 
f idea from every point of view. 

'■ "Senkx” (Weymouth).— We know 
! of no regulation which would prevent 
you, as an officer, from applying for an 
( Old Age Pension. Perhaps this conces- 
; sion was in the minds of the authorities 
i when they promised something would 
i he done“ shortly " for the Royal Garri¬ 
son Artillery subaltern. 

* "Fishing to Let" (Thames).—S ee 
1 answer to " Squire,” substituting 
“trout” for "pheasants,” and “fishing" 
i for " shooting." 


"Ahull in.il'tiul has hmi iii.vnmulutril lin 
l)it* lieu '■liiii, "liifli "ill lw! >liislitly Jar#»rthan 
Kiiij* (tangi* th« Filth.”—7W/// 7W/</#v/^A. 

God bios Inin, all (be spine. 

" I'll. I!,iiinn stmnp siiil to lm oiiii iif the 
1hs(. (hsiVnisi in Kuiii|h». ]( is the work of the 
j'lvat 1 *eiman aili.-t, .Stuck.”-— Jhtthj 

j mi I iitti. 

Tims differing fiom ours, which is tho 
work ol the great English artist Un¬ 
stuck. 

■‘Tin * 1 l.;ul_v Huvtiud .In Walden ol'tin* future 
lilts an nm|iii: f)i.i'|n'. Neuliml House, tenuis 
with jKissiliilities, and to those of Andley Knd 
then is uu end ” {<ji a il'tsjhil]. ‘“It is too 
tnueli I'm- a King, lint might lit a Lord 
Treasurer.' was .fames the Kirsl's estimate ; hut 
Miss Van liaulte is uni itlHiahfd,"— Hlattjoi 1 ' 
Jic.iiimj <.'iliy.it. 

We are very glad to hear this. If 
there's one thing we dislike more than 
another, it is being " aboshed." 
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AT THE PLAY shudder to think what mental impres- dresses wore none too Greek ; those, 

tw*' 8 ‘°? th ®y, 40011 aWft y of the di « nit y fOT instance, of the torch-bearers and 

_ ' . . and stately grace of the noblest of the female attendants suggested an Oriental 

When a Professor of Spectacular arts of Greece. At the opening of the Hareem rather than a Theban Court. 

Drama exploits an English version of a last scene one lady in front of mef And if there is one gesture more than 

Greek tragedy (under a Latin title) for turned her eyes away from the stage another about which we may be certain 
the benefit of the modern side, I must and refused to look at it again. that the Greeks would have insisted on 

=. 8e Tl!L„ d0ne , t .? ,-- - >t. it >8 the gesture, traditionally sym- 

bolic of grief, by which Jocusla should 
have drawn the folds of her himation 
over the back of her head and across 
her face. But Miss McCarthy wore 
no himation, and in any case site 
would have been fearful of deranging 
her barbaric headgear. 

And what was she doing with that 
big vase held at arms' length over her 
nico head—an attitude for which I 
know no Crook authority ‘l And a 
steaming vase, too! Did tho manage¬ 
ment suppose that they served tlier 
libations hot and hot? Besides, the 
whole proceeding was totally meaning¬ 
less, sineo there was no visible altar or 
tomb to account for it. 

I cannot speak as highly as I should 
like of the chorus of doddering elders, 
though they were well led. Their 
je-ky enlranco to slow music was 
.,, . , ludicrous, and the length of their 

Mr. Mauti.n Ha liver (,„ ^ -Ho* s h ?^ ^ excused their lack 


tho benefit of the modern side, I must and refused to look at it again, 
suppose that some service is done to 

tho cause of popular education. But '“"~ 

f am pedant enough to doubt whether 
such service is not greatly overrated. 

Even at Cambridge, whore (Kdipus was 
given in Greek and put on by scholars, 
it was impossible to reproduco the 
atmosphere and conditions of the 
Theatre of Dionysus. Any fifth-form 
boy ean tell you that Attic drama was 
an act of religious worship; that the 
horrors of a legend like this, that deals 
with parricide and incest, had l>eeu 
softened for the ancients by familiarity, 
as happens with us in the case of many 
of our Biblical episodes; that a Greek 
audience was deeply concerned witli 
tho workings of Destiny, which meant 
so much to them and means so little 
to us; and that, in respect to tho 
literary handling of the theme, they 
were vastly more intrigued than we of 
to-day by the “ ironic ” method. 

Now, nobody imagines that Profossor ,, „ , *?'*’’*" 

Reinhardt selected (Kdipus for the llvK ’ 1l "' 



KEmHAEDT selectorl (Mipiis for the that, Rrinbanlt ? ” of intelligent emotion during a series of 

sake of the opportunities it affords for a m, , , • f most unusual announcements. I think, 

display eithor of the workings of Destiny , . 1 iat * loieShoiitmxHAitDi' j . . , , , , 

nrthnlrnnirmnilind of nre«enHn«thpm has experimented brilliantly with an : SllOUlCl »»' 0 been tola 

or tho ironic motliod ot presenting idem. Arabian Nieht and a medieval Wnml to chant their words. The convention 
Theso features he might have found m ”, 6 ,. ! , a me u ' a 1 ,°ff en | . w | t i c j. „ii 0W8 a comnanv of nennln in 

a dozen other Greek tragedies far less where ho artist, let loose ou virgin soil, ” 1 SI ^^YdentS tie 
harrowing and offensive to the modern oould be a ^ ‘o himself; but here 2 “JZJat tlie same moment 
mind. Nor can it have been tho life- £«L are th o.>gh 


mind, JNorcamt havo lieen tho life- .-.--- a8 thounli bv collusion is nnrmissihle 

stnrvnf (Kdtims that the nil me lie ,na y ’h' 001 ' 0 Diem, they remain a ! 1 0 e . colmhlon ’ is pormiss tile 
storj ot (Mipus that was the atlrac- 8tandard lo ud hJm . m song, but liecomes absurd m spoken 

tion, for his adventures are all over J n certain details lie minhl well hax-n 8 P 0eclu And it was unfortunate that 

before the play begins, and most of Ins , . 1 i c rn i 4 ' ve .,,‘ lvo the creater uart of tlie stalls could sen 

time on tlia staon is takan m, will, ke l )l ni01 '° closelv to Precedent without l V 010 ,, l >al1 01 *" 0 Ma,ls 00111(1 se0 

ume on the stage is taken up with „ . ■ ■.. *• s , almost nothing of either the chorus or 

retrospective enquiry touching the u s b of the tho populace of the pestilence-stricken 

possibility of his being his own step- ><->,- -xm. iii f city except their heads and lifted arms. 

father. No, I must believe that, with However, it is not for me to complain, 

a single eye to his own peculiar art, Wm?/ ZV W w " for at tho Dress Rehearsal I sat iu the 


possibility of bis being his own step- 
father. No, I must believe that, with 
a single eye to his own peculiar art, 
the Professor selected (Kdipus for the 
sake of its final horrors. 

And, to do him hare justice, lie 
rubbed them in,- Noono who saw it is 
likely to forget the repulsive hidcous- 
ness of the scene where the King 
rushes out with bloody oyc-sockets, 
flings himself against a pillar of tho 
pulaco and howls at tho top of his 
voice. We were spared nothing. No 
suggestion was permitted of that 
artistic reticence which is of (lie very 
essence of Attic tragedy. If wo oxeopt 
tho face and figure of J ocas la (and she 
was far too young for a grandmother) 
there was scarce a note of pure beauty 
to servo for relief. Much might have 
been made of the men-at-arms and tho 
handmaidens, but they were not a 
great attraction. As for those among 
the audience who were having their 
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DANS LE UOUVEIIENT. 

Terrible predicament of stall-holder who 
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first experience of Athenian drama, 11 arrives late few the performance of (Edipu*. 


However, it is not for me to complain, 
for at the Dress Rehearsal I sat in the 
front row', and so was right in the 
thipk of things and had every chance 
I wanted of catching tho plague. 

A curious feature of the production— 
you find it also in The Miiaclc —was 
its striking mixture of realism and con¬ 
vention. On the one hand we were 
invited to imagine the rich colour and 
splendour of a Royal Palace by tho aid 
of an unadorned and purely conventional 
fapodo, painted black, with rectangular 
columns and a single copper entrance. 
On the other.hand our imaginations 
were not trusted to develop a multitude 
out of a few scattered figures, Tile 
crowd had to bo all there before our 
eyes; just as in our ears we had to 
suffer those devastating screams in all 
their horrific realism. No symbols here, 
ifyouplease. 

Bat, when once we had recognised, 
that no attempt was being made at 













archaeological accuracy, there was little 
offence in any realism so long as it 
was not too ugly. I confess I heartily 
eujoyed the activities of some of the 
supers, Their free and natural move¬ 
ments as they raced up and down the 
steps in the panic that followed the 
Queen's death were the most engaging 
feature of the evoning’s novelty. 

After seeing all three of Professor 
Reinhardt's productions in London, 
it is clear to me that his art is not so 
well suited to spoken drama as to 
dumb-show. To those who wish to 
givo their minds to the text, his search¬ 
lights, especially when, as at Covent 
Carden, they aro operated in full view 
of the audience, are almost as distract¬ 
ing as the elaborato decoration of, say, 
llis Majesty’s, from which he has come 
to wean us. Nor could I find that his 
illuminations were always in harmony 
with the action. Thus the two garish 
beams that played steadily on (Kdipits 
in all the glory of his nnsoiled king- 
ship still followed and blazed upon 
him, with only a clmngo in the angle 
of their incidence, as lie groped liis 
way out to the darkness, bodily and 
spiritual, of lonely exile. 

Admirable artist as ho is, Professor 
JIeinhardt is suffering just now from 
a good deal of indiscriminate flattery, 
and for much that I have hero said 
i shall bo called Philistine by his 
devotees. Yet it Matthew Arnold, 
that robust Pliilhellene, could have 
assisted at this performance and made 
an “essay in criticism” upon it, he 
too, I doubt not (horrible irony!) would 
have received the same opprobrious 
epithet in that quarter. So we other 
Philistines would have been in good 
company. 

Mr. Martin IIarvkv as <Edipm 
did some brave work. Physically, he 
misses the imposing air desirable in a 
first-class monarch, and a pair of stout 
cothurni were called in to redress his 
deficiency of stature. He mdicated 
well the slow dawn and reluctant 
progress of self-suspicion. He was 
justified, too, in those sudden flashes 
of temper that recalled his inexcusable 
conduct at the cross-roads, which 
(under Providence) was the cause of 
all the trouble. Perhaps he showed 
too indecent a joy at the news of the 
death of Polybus, his supposed father. 
True, it seemed to rid him of one of the 
oracle’s haunting threats; but, after 
all, In this good old Corinthian he had 
lost a very amiable parent. 

Miss Lillah McCarthy as Jocasta 
was a splendid figure, and she played 
with a very sincere intensity. A friend 
protested to me that her manner was 
too " temperamental.” But in a modern 
production where so little pretehee was 
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A t'OVJ'KM 1-ORAIlY HAS MHU I.I) HUT VORKION I (IIIE- HAVE THE HREATEXT ADMIRATION 

von ora London i-olicemen. One lady mark a it.utue or askini; the name 

I'OI.HEMAN THE WAY SEVERAL TIMES A 1HY, Jl’-l' VOH THE .IOY <>V TALK 1 NO TO HIM. 

Soon we shall see the tiiavvic held ci- while a miiti.ar constable skins ms ai io- 

HHAPH FOB HLS ADMIRERS, 


made of reviving the. Greek manner, l j translator, Professor Gilbert Murray, 
cannot blame her for behaving (I don’t; whom nobody thought of inviting to 
say she did) as if this were a tragedy' take a call. 

from the pon of Mr. Granville Barker. | On the whole I must felicitate every- 
The enunciation of all tho actors was body on a sporting spectacle, sufficiently 
sound, with the notable exception of i well - adapted to the kind of general 
Mr. Louis Calvert. His Creon from' audience that was likely to assemble in 
time to time was frankly Metropolitan, j Coveut Garden, never the peculiar home 
And 1 have to complain of the pro-1 of scholarship. But it would be easy 
nunciation of the name Tiresias, The to attach too much importance to tho 
a in the middle of that word is by nature event, as in the pardonable exaltation 
one of the shortest I havo over met; betrayed by Mr. IIarvey in his First 
yet, on tho appoavanco of the veteran Night Speech. Which reminds me to 
seer at the back of the stalls, the leader ask, by way of a final grumble, why 
of the chorus, as he hailed him, made! Professor Reinhardt, that master of 
it long, and kept it long with a remorse- artistic illusion, did not forbid the 
less insistence—“Tireeeesias”! deadly disillusionment of these re- 

Perhaps the single performance that appearances in responso to popular 
came most near to the Greek quality applause and clamour. I shall have 
of restraint was that of Mr. Dyall, as a more profound belief in the New- 
the Messenger from the Palace. But Dramatic-Art-For-Art's-Sake’ when I 
the ohief honours (Sophocles himself read in my programme: " No calls, 
being hors concours) were duo to the and no flowers, by request." 0. S. 


















,THE ROQUES. 

Artists in fraud are always with us, 
but it is unusual to meet with three 
good examples in one week. Yet T 
have just done so. I had drifted into 
a billiard saloon in the West Central 
district, whore there are many tallies, 
including French ones without pockets, 
and I noticed two men playing. Their 
game was indifferent, but they them¬ 
selves were so difficult to place that l 
was interested. NoL bookmakers on 
the one side, or dealers of any kind on 
the other, but a type, distinctly 1 Ichr.iic, 
between. They were carefully dressed, 
but very common, and they laid both 
time and money, for here they were 
idling as early as halt-past four. 

They left before l did, and passing 
out soon afterwards into a Imsy street 
I found myself looking into one of 
those shops from which the windows 
and door have been removed in order 
that sales by auction may ho the more 
easily carried on in them. The auc¬ 
tioneer was shouting in the rostrum, 
and behold he was one of the billiard 
players! Pictures, busts, watches, 
jewellery and ornaments were the stock, 
and a gaudy pair of vases was lieing 
put up. There was hesitation iu 
bidding, and at last a voice offered 
five shillings. After a few languid 
bids the vases were knocked down to 
tjliis speculator, whom I could not see, 
for a pound. 

‘'Somo people think these sales are 
not genuine,” the auctioneer said, “ but 
1 give you my word they are. Some 
say that these bids are made by our 
own friends, just to encourage the 
others; but it is untrue. You, Sir,” 
be added, turning to the successful 
bidder, “you have never seen me before, 
have you ? ” 

We all looked towards the gentleman 
in question and a displacement of heads 
permitted mo to see him clearly. It 
was the other player in the game of 
billiards. 

“ You've never seen mo beforo, have 
you, Sir?” the auctioneer inquired 
again. 

" Never,” said the man. 

That was on a Thursday. The noxfc 
day I met by chance an old acquaint¬ 
ance, in whoso curiosity shop in the 
seaside town that l was now visiting 
agnin I had, twenty and more years 
Ago, spent far too much time, drawn 
thither partly by a natural leaning 
towards pictures and books and pottery 
and all the other odds and ends which 
come from every corner of the earth 
And all fges to make up the stock-in- 
trade of such places, but more by the 
Personality of the dealer. Nominally 
he was a goldsmith and jeweller, as 
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every great artist in Italy used to be, burden, “ After all I had done, too* 
but actually he was an amusing loafer, rolled out once more, that phrase 
with us, He sal at ids little vice, with a file in which summarises so much of man 8 


i his hand, ami did nothing but talk, dealings with man and perhaps more of 
He passed his fingors through his bushy woman's dealings with woman, 
iron-grey locks, glanced at tlie ve- He soon checked himself, however, 
flection of his bright eyes and ruddy remembering my ancient tastes, and 
cheeks in the mirror there was always clutched my arm. “What a world!” 
a mirror--and talked. His pet illusion he chuckled, “what a world! i'll 
was that he was Byronic, He had a show you something something to 
scorn for revealed religion that lie interest you. it’s not far,' and ho 
thought Byronic, although it was really pulled inc along to the window of nu 
of the brand of Footf. and Taxil : he old picture shop. “ Hush," he said, “be 
Imd a contempt for the moral code careful: walls have ears; hut just look 
which ho thought By route, although it at that painting there, that portrait, 
was merely the most ordinary self- What do you make of that?' 

indulgenc". But Byron having been It was a woman's face, obviously 

loose iu such matters, lie a as looser eighteenth century, of the period, say, 
'with a greater courage, ilo had a of Ramsay and Reynolds. She glim- 
'mischievous, sardonic view of the moral at us through layers of grime 
i world which he thought was Byronio, and blister. “ When do you think that 
hut which was quite genuine and he- was painted ?" he asked. 

■ longed to his nature. Nothing gavo “ Oh, I don't know," 1 said. “ 17H0 
] him so much pleasure as to watch the perhaps.” 

'swindlers of his secondary profession Ho doubled himself tip witli wicked 
| at work. We used to discuss poetry joy. 11 What a world!" lie exclaimed. 
{and painting, Imt above all the riddle “Throe weeks ago! What a world! ” 
of life, and cm his part always de- “Nonsense!” J replied, 

structively. It was a very school for “Truth,” he said. “1 know the 

cynicism, this little shop, where no- paintor.”, 

I tiling, so far as J knew, was oversold He again pulled my sleeve and we 
and l was the only lutbihic. He had rotited to a passage. He looked fear- 
ait adopted niece, aged about seven—a fully round and drew from lire pocket 
'pert, pretty little creature whom lie a creased page of a magazine. It was 
spoiled utterly: ho had a complaining | an art magazine of recent, date, and the 
wife who had no patience with his plate represented another eighteenth - 
Ircatuienl of his niece, his Byronic century lady. I'ndemoatli was printed 
airs, his verbose sloth or his prevailing "Newly discovered Romney." 

I gaiety, and affected none. Ho also had He loaued against the wall and 
!a retinue of complacent servant-girls squirmed. “ Same man,” lie gurgled 
! whom his tropes and flashy theories at last. “ Sumo man. I watched him 
[delighted. paint it. What it world! Law, l 

I Such was my Byronic friend in |H87 don't want to die yet! ” 
to allout 1890; and 1 must confess not .. 

often to have thought of him since; umnin-Q MUTEST ikii 

and then last week, on this flying visit WUHLD5 UncAlcal MEN. 

to my old town, I saw him again. He The comments of various distin- 


jwas bending over a portfolio, hut J guished publicists on Mr. Carnegie's 
i knew his hack at once. His hair had Jist of tije Twenty Greatest Men have 
become white and a lilllo thinner; hut appeared iu The llevicw of Rei'icics. 
everything elso was the same: the We are glad to he able to supplement 
ruddy cheek, the sparkling eye, always these by a hatch of lotters from some of 
lighting up at the originality of some the Twenty Greatest Editors, 
world-old denial or affirmation, the Mr. Harry Austinson, who has an 
Byronic open collar, the Byronic neck- undoubted right to bo regarded as the 
tie. Tie did not recognise me at first; greatest living authority in the world 
hut instantly afterwards we resumed of gastronomic journalism, was the 
the intercourse of twenty years beforo; first to whom the list was submitted, 
although now it was I who was the and his comments are thus racily 
older, not he. With him time had expressed:— 
stood still. The only change in his “ Not being myself a Scoto-American 
talk was a tinge of embitterment, not ironmaster, and having some interest 
that lie had failed financially, but that in the palpitating actualities of life' 
his friends had left him. The com- and letters, I am not satisfied with a 
plaining'wife waa> dead, nor did his selection which omits BhilIiAT SavaRin, 
references to her dim his brilliant orbs; Soyeb, Captain Hank Sarbis; the 
but his adopted niece—it was her fatuous Old Brandy Blender, Sic 
hostility and her husband's to himself Kbnnbdt Minnow, the Importer of th# 
that he found such a pill. The old Bologna yBologna cigar, and Charles 
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W 1 i,i.y, tho renow net! choeolato liquor¬ 
ice limnufacturei. I confer to some 
smpiise also that Waoser, who is, T 
am proud to say, u eontnbutor to The 
(null Saule Revi at , doos not iigiuo 
m tho Carnegie Twenty, for Wagner 
was undoubtedly a man of Big Brain 
Stuft, and Mr. Carnegie, I base been 
lod to suppose, enjoys his initio on 
t lie pianola. But there is no accounting 
for tastos in greatness any more than 
in cigars or old biandy. My list 
runs as follows: (1) Casanova; 
(2) Sir Kennedy Marlow ; (3) Bens l- 
mto Cellini; (4) Filson Young, in¬ 
ventor of sandpaper; (5) Hank Harris, 
inventor of the Big Stick Brandy, 
(G) Wagner, inventor of Adult Opera, 
(7) Sir Alfred Mond; (8) Marshal 
Tureen; (9) XIanniual, inventor of the 
Caudine Fork; (10) Arnold Bennett, 
inventfer of rotary romance; (11) John 
Masefield, inventor of the detonating 
hot-blast rhyming jenny; (12) Soybr; 
(131 Brillat Savabik ; (14) Fobtnuu ; 
(15) Mason; (16) Hennesbi:; (17) 
Chas. Wklby, conversationalist ana 
confectioner; (18) Lord Mount- 
Labmbl, the inventor of pineapple 


wood-pulp (19) Ji Lii s Ci sin (‘21) 1 
j Harry Austin son, the diMioun oi 
juvenile journalism i 

The Hditor of The Moinuni heailei j 
and Shu simply contents himself with 
sending the follow tug list. (1) Captain 
Col. (2) Mi Cumury, (1) hold 
IjOnsdai.l, (4) Mi Art in r I'onwin a, 
M.l\, (5) I,oulC ourtnm oi Bin mu, 
(fi) Old .foi. (7) Aristidis, (8 RTi, 

[ Massim.iiavi (9) The Kaisir, (10) 
M. Cvillu \, (11) liord PoMVI’RIDll, 
(12) Rev. C. Silvester Hohm , (13) 
Mr. Winston Churchill, (14) l)i. 
SinYat-Sen; (15) Baioti in Forest, 
1(16) Mr. Harold Begkil, (17) Sir 
Vic tor IIorslev , (18) Ur. CuriORD. 

.(19)Mr. LloydGi.oroe. (20)Mi.C he. 
j The Editor of The Nation wules: 

“ In my opinion the cataloguing of tho 
' World's Greatest Men is invidious. Far 
more valuable and holpful would lie a 
list of the World's Woist Enemies - 
the leading hostes h/twain ijenens. I do 
not wish to imply that the subjoined 
list is exhaustive, hut I do think that 
it may serve a useful purpose in hold¬ 
ing up to well-merited infamy some of 
the most conspicuous miscreants of the 


moment (J) Sir IIdwvhd Grey; (2) 
Su Edward Carson, (J) Loul Cromer , 
(1) J,oid Horn his, (5) Sir Roiti.nr 
Baden-Powlii,, (G) M. Briand, (7) 
Mr.B lau m oui), (9) Loul Rothschild, 
(9) Mi CRT, Fli lcher, (10) Mr. 
Rumahd Kii’LIng, (II) Lord Claid 
IIamilion, (12) fioul Lansdownr , 
(13) The Dean of Si. Fail's, (14) Mi. 
Charles Brooki illd (15).The Loud | 
Chancellor, (16) Loul Halsiiuuv,, 
(17) Sii Hint ard Fuv, (18) M, Paul 
Cavihon, (19) M. Jills Cimron , (20) 

M. ]>I.I,( ASSL.” 

“In futiilt* ill ".tHSAgns111idi liy tins Imtilift 
will Ik- Hio irsult ot mi dcdiKitly duum 
mac turn '—Klnhvi 

The day of the horse is over. 

“It is (lilticiilt (o Mww Hut Sii .Ijiiiis 
C'i ieliton Bi ow nr, tlir wvrnt v tw n v mi old In idr- 
Kruom, is lull Ins ,ig>. /(a/mii Pmhj 
Stcn iieij. * 

Knowing that he isn't, we shan't try. 

“I,AD C'HAIil.Xl) Willi NHOOIISi. IT, 111 UK- 

1‘ocn.."-—Vam/wtrf. 

Did he get nuts oi a cigar ? He can't 
have missed. 














OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

f (By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I am going to give myself a rare pleasure. I am going 
to praise whole-heartedly a novel by an author whose work 
was previously quite unknown to me. I see from the 
advertisements, and indeed now remember to have heard, 
that Mr. Compton Mackenzie has already written a story 
that was very well received ; but, as this had escaped me 
personally, I approached Carnival (Mahtin Seckek) with 
a mind wholly free from bias. After reading a couple of 
pages I settled myself in my chair for a happy evening, 
and thenceforward tho fascination of the book held me like 
a kind of enchantment. 1 despair, though, of lieing able 
to convey any idea of it in a few lines of criticism. To say 
that Carnival is the story of a modern dancing-girl is 
nothing; there have lieen twenty such. But this hook, 
I give you my word, is different. Jenny Pearl herself, tho 
central ligure, is so alive in all hor tricks and mannerisms; 
her slang, her independ- —.. - ~ 


m 


ence, and the strivings 

of her small spirit are pgfe - ' 

all so real; and the 

once forced the note, ^ ^ 

characters speak for 1 '■ '< 

themselves, it might; „ ... 

pass on a casual read- j t shau, ’avk to . save you at 'ome, I 

ing for a record of trivial- 

| happiness. As for the style, 1 will only add that it gave me 
| the same blissful feeling of security that one has in listening 
i to a great musician—the knowledge that every tone will be 
exquisitely right. This may seem extravagant praise, and 
may turn out to lie an entirely personal impression. We 
shall see. ‘ In the meantime, having recorded my delight in 
it, I shall put Carnival upon the small and by no means 
crowded shelf holding those works of fiction that 1 reserve 
“ for keeps." 

Mrs. Henhy Dudeney achieves a result which I am 
forced to admire, but against her methods I find myself 
in constant revolt. It is true that in Maid's Money 
(Heinemann) her sentences are a little less abrupt and 
Jinglc-liko than in A Large Boom, but they still produce 
a curious effect of looseness and haphazard arrangement. 
She would reply, I suppose, that this is the way in which 
her characters are looking at life, and that it is their story, 
not hers. To pass on from manner to matter, the subject 
Of Maid’s Money is one of such apparent barrenness that it 
might well have given pause to the author of The Qld 
Wivett Tale-, for Mrs. Dudeney begins by introducing us 
to four people—two men and two women—all past forty, 

- with no previous love-affairs, none of them good-lookiDg, 


and two at least distinctly repellent; and she then pro¬ 
ceeds to describe their efforts in the direction of romance. 
Those are hampered by the facts that both bachelor’s 
are poor, and that the two spinster’s, who are cousins, 
have been leTt a small fortune by an aunt upon the 
condition that if either marries she must lose her share. 
In Sarah, the vivacious and sympathetic heroine, the 
authoress has, I think, drawn a really live and haunting 
character: for the rest, 1 must find this further fault with 
Maid's Money, that, though the scone is laid near the 
Lizard, and though a considerable part of the book is 
concerned with the dyspeptic troubles of Amy, the other 
legatee, and the greediness of Dr. Bosanqnet, her admirer, 
there is no mention anywhere of Cornish cream. 

Miss Eijjsn Ada Smith has a kind heart and a fluent pen, 
some skill in handling a themo and a sense of romance. 
Nevertheless I found The Last Stronghold (Lono) little to 
my liking. Of Lucy Kaye and all the other good poople 

- ---who ran the gratuitous 

;>>.>■ asylum for impover- 

j J ili, ished workers at Lo- 

m\ veutor, Miss Smith 

MSU * Ss > |lj writes with a single eye 

. ill l|ll j] W to their good qualities 

r liko boro and there a 

S'' ' " - ' ' touch of obliquo mo¬ 

tive, an act or two of 
unpremeditated selfish- 

, , , ... . .'ness, at least some 

Oai-ivii:). “ \v iikn I srAitrn aikvoim.amn . , . ... 

.... T1I ...... show of temper. It is 

-:.J hopeless to expect a 

novelist’s idea of crime to have anything in common with 
tho lawyer’s, but even a moral fraud, if the story is going to 
hinge on it and a term of imprisonment rosult from the con¬ 
fession of it, ought not to bo entirely honourable, altruistic, 
even heroic. Yet", when Miss Kaye impersonated her brother 
at his examination, her intentions were of the best, her 
justification almost complete, and the effects very nearly 
innocuous. Again, if only one of the people on whom she 
lavished her subsequent legacy had shown a grasping nature, 
the splendid conduct of the others would have earned more 
conviction. I like contrast; but there may be a section 
of the public with a taste for unrelieved magnanimity and 
undiluted worth, which will find the unfailing gentleness 
of the dialogue an adequate substitute for the humour that 
is wanting. Let me encourage that section to buy the 
book, for Miss Smith means very well by the world; and 
her optimism, if it could be made a little less promiscuous, 
should lie encouraged. 


harroic). “Whkn 
CAN NEK THAT.” 


I NT AII f.S AIKVOIM.AMN 


From a circular— 

“Please send at the same time particulars of the First Sale of —— 
Corsets now on.” 

Perhaps it’s better to wait till they ’re off before proposing 
to buy them. 
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THE SORCERESS. . 

We have received from Messrs. 
Breitcl'and Herzkopf a' copy of; 
Professor Quantock’s remarkable exe- \ 
getical monograph on his new orches¬ 
tral work, “ Circe’s Swino.” After an 
interesting preliminary chaptor on the 
pig in history, on pig-sticking as a fine 
art practised by the Moghal Emperors, 
on learned pigs, and on tho range and 
timbre of their voices, tho Professor 
expounds the psycho - philosophical 
motives which led him to choose this 
particular cpisodo in the Odyssey for 
orchestral treatment. 

No one, as ho points out, lias ever yet 
endeavoured fully to depict the emotions 
of Odysseus’ companions when they 
were transformed by tho sorceress. To 
do so in words would be obviously 
illogical, bocause they wore deprived of 
human speech. Now tho resemblance 
of the sound of the double bass to tho 
grunting of a pig has been noted by 
Bwtuoz, and Professor Quantoek has 
accordingly laid out his score for forty 
double-basses—ho is incapable, owing 
to tho development of his orchestral 
sense, of writing in fewer than forty 
parts—a solo violin (Circe) and a solo 
saxopiiono (Odysseus). The symphonic 
poem is in four movements : an .1 lletjro 
feroce; a Largo, Jlipuso del porcile; a 
Presto entitled Stritlo del Diavolo; 
and a Marcia Trionfah—Satcc.zza di 
Lardo, dedicated to Hir Thomas Lipton, 
an 1 referring to the rc-humanization of 
the captives. 

Tho score of Professor Quantoek’s 
groat work is tho most monumental 
Hi at has ever been published. It is 
six feet high, four feet broad, and two 
feet thick; it is appropriately bound in 
pig-skin, and it involves the use of a i 
special dosk patented and constructed I 
by Professor Quantoek himself. A 
point on which he lays peculiar stress 
is the employment of an illuminated 
baton. That which lie recommends ?3 
made of Tibetan bamboo lit by acetylene 
gas; but by an ingenious process tho 
colour can be varied on the principle of 
railway signals; thus in easy possagos 
agroen light is diffused, whilo danger 
or difficulty is indicated by red. Purple 
signifies nobilmente, while striking 
effects are appropriately heralded by a 
change to pink. 

Another point on which Professor 
Quantoek fays great stress in his 
masterly introductory monograph is 
the costumo of the conductor. As he 
wisely observes it should 1)0 at once 
hygienic, non-inflammable and pictur¬ 
esque. Accordingly he strongly depre¬ 
cates the use of flannelette or celluloid 
collars. They are, he asserts, not 
only dangerous but antagonistic to 



the exotic and Oriental mysticism 
which is tho very life-blood of his work. 
He therefore recommends a blue-green 
himation of Esparto grass, with an 
indigo-coloured fustanella, Afghan put- 
tocs with crocodile-skin spats, and 
sandals made of compressed vegetable 
marrow, *■ Such a garb,” observes tho 
Professor in an impressivo pa-sage, 
“ will not only enable a chef d'orchestre 
to indulge freely in all the gosticulatory 
bravura necossary to tho interpretation 
of the score, but it will harmonise with 
the esoteric ethos— in short, tho quint¬ 
essential / 3 A« 0 f/i<mnj<rir, on which 1 have 
invariably relied in my appeal to tho 
culture-hunger of tho million.” 

The whole passage, which is redolent 
of the joyous egotism of genius, is 
deserving of citation, but we must 
reluctantly content ourselves with this 
brief but poignant excorpt. Nothing is 


so typical of the tender-heartedness of : 
the Professor us his splendid resolve j 
to redress a crying grievance of the ! 
animal creation—the exclusion of the 1 
porcine genus from the domain of j 
romance. IIomer had dim gropings 
after justice, but it has boon reserved 
for our greatest composer to achieve 
this final triumph of humanitarianisni. 
In short, whether wo regard Professor j 
Quantock’s superb disregard for tho I 
fot.ters of an effelo classicism, bis mag¬ 
nificent protests against British insu¬ 
larity —even to the length of his living 
on sherbet and Turkish Delight when 
composing his opera Some Experiences 
of iv Turkish ll.M.— or tho glowing 
paganism of his sacred music, wo are 
staggered aliko by the dimensions of 
his intellect and the touching fidelity 
of thoso who regard him ns our greatest 
Comic, wo mean Cosmic, Force. 










^_ ruiun, urv aiici u 

WANTED: CARS FOR "MEN ONLY.” 

[A contributor.to The Jkiiin Chronicle, commenting upon the reserva¬ 
tion of certain L.C.C. tramovrs for “Indus only," remarks that 
“ nuqmsHonably the fiercest tiamcar hustlers are women."] 

La oiks, your loyal servant! I will suffer 
None to allege that in the crowd’s alarm 
You need my generous body for a buffer, 

Or want the slay of my protective arm; 

What though your instincts may I* soft and loring, 
And feminino your naturo to the bone, 

I know for sure that when it comes to shoving 
Yon fairly hold your own. 

• 

If in the seething mob T 'vo sought a carriage 
Roscrved for smokers on the District Rail, 

Seldom have I had reason to disparage 
A prowess proven at the Croat White Sale; 
Competing with a sex that's learnt to wrestle 
For faded chiffon or a half-soiled hat, 

1 'vo frankly owned myself the weaker vessel 
■’ At elbow-work like that. 

And when, considerably hurt and heated, 

With buckled ribs I penetrate the door, 

I find a score of ladies firmly seated, 

Leaving no site for mo except the lloor; 

And there, likopoor old (Kdipus, my near eye 
Gouged with a lmt-pin in the recent scrap, 

Riskily poisod, a spectacle four rire, I 
Lurch with tho lurching strap. 

At last, aweary of the rough-and-tumble, 
Acknowledging my manly spirit broko, 

I stamp oh, my cigar and blindly stumble 


PUNCH , OK THE LO NDON [J^by M, : 

„ „ for 60. The heat was oppressive. Gunn, Hitch andMead 

>R MEN ONLY. etoo& $om.^AU-Bed Cricket Cablt. 


Fleet Struct Comments, by our Iono-distance Expert. 

Cricketers am proverbially superstitious, and we may be 
sure that the sinister faot that this was the thirteenth 
match of the tour was seldom absent from the minds of 
those who wntchod from tho, steps of the pretty little 
Kimbangcroo pavilion tho startling collapse of our early 
batsmen. There is in reality no ground for surprise that 
tivo out of the first six batsmen should all have been 
caught in tho slips, for if Tarvin opened tho attaok—as is 
almost certain—wo may be sure that he had at loast nine¬ 
teen of his fielders behind tho wicket on the off side—a 
number, if one comes to-consider it, capable of forming 
almost a solid phalanx. It should also bo borne in mind 
that Tarvin was bowling, without doubt,, from the Oil 
Tank end, so that he was swerving sharply with tho 
north-east wind (which prevails at this time of year in 
that neighbourhood). Woolley was tho first to go—off a 
bumping ball, wo may he certain. That uppish stroke of 
his to third man has all too,often cut short a premising 
innings. And after that—well,, it became almost a proces¬ 
sion. The brief cabled report does .not, unfortunately, tell 
us how Smith gob but, hut it is pretty safe to surmise that 
ho got his leg in front of a straight ono from Tarvin. I 
wish him better leek noxt time! . 

Then came a fine stand by Foster and Barnes, which 
put an entirely new complexion on tho game as before they 
got togethor t.io first six wickets had fallen for 59, and by 
sterling cricket they amassed no fewer than 91 in the 
course of an lybur lin’d a half. (We may take that as a fair 
average rate of scoring, I think.) It. is particularly inter¬ 
esting to note, in tho light of what 1 lmve said' above, that 


1 stamp on. my cigar ana blindly stumble osting to note, in tho light of what 1 lmve said' above, that 

■ m Into tho neighboring place whore none may smoke. j,' 0STEB „ as howled at last-hy TAitvis-elf lih pods. Tho 
That chaste zenana, mostly meant for woinon, howler had probably changed by this time to tho Itope 

. Holds nothing but an aged man or two. Works’ end. The total of. 209 may ho considered quite 

And there I rest each sore and aching limb m satisfuctorv under the,-riven instances. 1 h almoner I t.n 


A wilderness of pew. 

Such arc the horrors we endure in 1 fades, 

And doubtless, ’tis tho sumo in upper air: 

Wc are no sort of match for you, sweet ladies, 

In tho ferocious art of “ getting there ”; 

“What every woman knows” is known to Bum n, 
Yet even he has not explained the fact 

That you prefer to rush our sanctuary 
And leave your own intact. 

So, while I praiso the LC.C.’s invention, 

1 still foresee its failure at n glance; 

No “ Trams for Ladies ” can relieve the tension, 
Though well designed to give tho men a chance; 

Nor shall tho unequal strife he else nbatod 
Till companies adopt tho needful checks 

By having, enrs expressly consocrnted 

■ To us--tlio feebler sex. 0. S 


THE INTERPRETATION. 

Cricket in Australia. 
Thirteenth Match of the Tour, 


howler had probably changed by this time to tho Itope 
Works' end. Tho total of, 209 may ho considered quite 
satisfactory under tho,-circumstances. . I happened to 
ho speaking last week w ith a member of “ W. G.'s” first 
Australian Team, who assured me that tho wicket at 
Kimlmngoroo was always soft on tho top and surprisingly 
hard underneath, f repeat his words for what they are 
worth, • merely adding the comment that they are not 
worth much, us I learned afterwards that ho was speaking 
of another placo of the same name, soveral thousand miles 
distant. Still tho observation was interesting. 

Fncod with the formidable total of 209 the homo side 
began hatting in the full glare of an oppressively hot after¬ 
noon. When Tarvin and his companion issued from the 
pavilion the heat wasundeod quite enervating, but hoavy rain 
cut short the day’s play when 22 wickets had fallen for 103 
runs. This astounding collapse had boon brought about 
by Barnes, llis figures—17 wickets for 60—speak for 
themselves. But it is worthy of remark that this works out 
at something very like 3.1 runs per wickot. The popular 
little professional lias seldom done anything finer. 

To sum up—the home side are now 106 runs behind 
with four wickets to fall. I think we have every reason 
to he satisfied with tho position. Novcrtholoss, in trying 
to estimate what to-iuorrow will bring forth there are two 
outstanding factors to be reckoned with. There is first 
of all the weather. Biiould the home side have to bat upon 


Tiie M.C.C. Team to-day, against twcnty-scron of a wet wicket, the visitors will in all probability lmve 
Kimbangcroo and District, had six wickets down for 59— to field with a wet ball. That must not bo forgotten, 
Woolley, Hobbs, Rhodes, Hearno and Douglas all being Finally, there is the question that springs at onoe $o 
caught in the slips. Foster and Barnes put on 91 before the mind, and as yet we have no means of answering it 
the formep was bowled off his pads by Tarvin. The inning!—Is Tarvin out? 

closed for 209. The home side scored 103 for twenty-two 1 have only to add that Gunn, Hitch and, Mead stood 
wickets before rain stopped play. Barnes had 17 wickets down. ,, 
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1 TyOT AND CO UN rhR[. LOT. tograph entertainments will help to 
| A brief diary of eunts Unit might hare puss the evenings. — Maironiijmm. 
Iiupl'ciied but lor Mr. Wiwon Cnriiain.i.s 

i.'rent. Ji.emmei.ition. | January 31.—The Ulster Hall has 1 

January 27.—The Ulster I liberals are just been hired to the Unionists for | 
not dismayed by the determination of 1'ebruary 3rd. Piles of foodstulls are 
the Unionist " stalwarts " to provont being carried in. 

Mr. Cni'Bcnir.r/s meeting. The fact Later. —The Liberals have hooked 
that the ball has been lot to tho Union- tho Ulster liall for February 2nd. The 
hits for February 7th will niako no differ- Belfast Corporation state that there 
once, for the Liberals have now bookpd has never boon such a demand for the 
it for the 6th, and will hold it against hall before.— Our Chat Correspondent. 

all comers till the night of the speech. - ... .. 

Iicnter. Stop Pjusss News. 

January 20.—The Unionists are do- Rumour current in Belfast 
termined not to be outdone by the that Unionists aro negotiating. 
Ulster Liberals, and arrangements have for ninety-nine years’ lease of 
just been completed to hire the Ulster Ulster Hall from February 1st. 
Hall for February 5th and to remain in Another report states that all 
it till the fateful date is over. Beds engagements have been can- 
and bedding are now being moved into celled by the Corporation and 
the hall, which is rapidly assuming the subsequently confirmed, with the 
appearance of a first-class hotel. option of ro-cancelling. 

Our Own Correspondent. -——- 

, January 30.—The Ulster Liberals are " 

»ot in the least put out by the Union- «* Tho song by Mi«s Phyllis Bradley ' Robert 
ists’ latest dodge, > They have now my beloved,’ or in Italian ‘Robert le Liable. 
bboked the ball for February.4th. The , ^ UerM. 

knitting till }Sx, Churchill's How very coarse the Italians are 
1 *^rtiJ.^w^Pl''Wf''jipo(it‘in decorating the getting. 


THU THIRD BIRTHDAY. 

Three candles had her cake, 

Which now are burnt away; 

Wo wreathed it for her sake 
With currant-leaves and bay. 
And tho last gracos 
Of Michaelmas Daisies 
Pluckt on a misty day. 

Curled (as she cut her cake) 

In mino her fingers lay; 

Purple tho petals brake, 

Bruised was the scented bay; 
Liko a yellow moth 
On the white, white cloth 
One currant-leaf flew away. 

Tiirco candles lit her state; 

] limmod is their golden reign— 

Leaves on an empty plate, 

Potals and tallow-stain; 

Nor will she 
Nor tho candles three 
12ver be three again. 

“The attendance was larger than last year 1 , 
257 against 220. ... A special spring floor 
was laid affording a sjiace of some sixty square 
feet for dancing.’ —Newbury Weekly jvewj, 
Sardine (to his partner) : •"Very hot* 
to-night— what ? Lucky we ’re in the 
top layer.” 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

II.—The Painteb’b. 

Mb. Paul Samwayb was in a mood 
of deep depression. Tbe artistic tem¬ 
perament is peculiarly subject to these 
moods, but in Paul's case there was 
reason why be should take a gloomy 
view of things. His masterpiece, “ The 
Shot Towor from Battersea Bridge," 
together with the companion picture 
11 Battersea Bridge from the Shot 
Tdwer,” had been purchased by a 
dealer for seventeen and sixpence. Tiis 
sepia monochrome, “ Night,” had 
brought him an I.O.U. for five shil¬ 
lings. These were his sole earnings 
for the last six weeks, and starvation 
stared him in the face. 

“ If only 1 had a little capital!" he 
cried aloud in despair, “Enough to 
support mo until my Academy picture 
is finished." His Academy picture 
was a masterly study entitled, “Roll 
on, thou deep and dark blue ocean, roll,” 
and he had been compelled to stop 
half-way across the Channel through 
sheer lack of ultramarine. 

The clock struck two, reminding 
him that ho had not lunched. He 
rose wearily ami went to the little 
cupboard which served as a larder. 
There was but little there to make 
a satisfying meal—half a loaf of bread, 
a corner of cheese, and a small tube of 
Chinese-white. Mochanically ho set 
tbe things out. . . . 

Ho had finished and was cloaring 
] away when there came a knock at the 
door. His charwoman, whose duty ii 
was to clean his brushes every week, 
came in with a card. 

“ A lady to see you, Sir,” she said. 

Paul read the card in astonishment. 

“ The Duchess of Winchester,'' ho ex¬ 
claimed. “ What on earth-Show 

her in, please." Hastily picking up a 
brush and the first tubo which camo to 
hand, ho placed hiinsolf in a dramatic 
position before his easel and set to 
work. 

“ How do you do, Mr. Samways ? ” 
said the Duchess. 

"G—good afternoon,” said Paul, 
embarrassed both by tho presence of 
a duchess in his studio and by his 
sudden discovery that lie was touching 
up a sunset with a tube of carbolic 
tooth paste. 

“Our mutual friend, Lord Ernest 
Tcpwood, recommended me to come to 
you.” 

Paul, who had never met Lord 
Ernest, but bad onco seen his numo 
’ t in a ha’penny paper beneath a photo- 
jegraph of Me. Abnold Bennett, bowed 


I silently. 

1 “As you prbbably guess, I want you 
, to paint my daughter's portrait,” 


Paul opened his mouth to say that 
be was only a landscape painter, and 
then closed it again. After all, it was 
hardly fair to bother heir Grace with 
technicalities. 

“I hope you can undertake this 
commission,” she said pleadingly: 

“I shall be delighted," said Paul. 
“I am rather busy just now, but I 
could begin at two o'clock on Monday." 

“ Excellent,” said the Duchess. 
“Till Monday, then.” And Paul, still 
clutching the tooth paste, conducted 
her to her carriage. 

Punctually at 3.15 on Monday Lady 
Hermione appeared. Paul drew a 
deep breath of astonishment when ho 
saw her, for she was lovely beyond 
compare. All his skill as a landscape 
painter would bo needed if he were to 
do justieo to her boauty. As quickly as 
possible he placed her in position and 
set to work. . . . 

“ May 1 lot my face go for a 
moment ? ” said Lady Hermione after 
three hours of it. 

“ Yes, let us stop," said Paul. He 
had outlined her in charcoal aid 
burnt cork, and it would be too dark to 
do any more that ovening. 

“ Tell mo where you first met Lord 
Ernest ? ” sho asked as she camo down 
to the fire. 

“At the Savoy in June,” said Paul 
boldly. 

Lady Hermiono laughod merrily. 
Paul, who had not regarded his last 
remark as one of his best things, looked 
at her in surprise. 

“But your portrait of him was in 
tho Academy in May! ” she smiled. 

Paul made up his mind quick!j. 

“Lady Hermiono." ho said with 
gravity, “do not speak to me of Lord 
Ernest again. Nor,” he added hur¬ 
riedly, “ to Lord Ernest of me. When 
your picture is finished I will tell you 
why. Now it is time you went.” He 
woke tho Duchess up, and made a 
fow commonplace remarks about the 
weather. “ Remember,” lie whispered 
to Lady Ilermiono as ho saw them to 
their car. She noddod and smiled. 

The sittings went on daily. Some¬ 
times Paul would paint rapidly with 
great sweeps of the brush; sometimes 
ho would spend an hour trying to got 
on his palette tho exact shade of 
green bice for tho famous Winchester 
emeralds; sometimes in dospair he 
would take a sponge and wipo the 
whole picture out, and thon start 
madly again. And sometimes ho 
would stop work altogether and tell 
Lady Hermiono about his home-life. 
But always, when he woke the Duchess 
up at the end of the sitting, ho would 
say, “Remember!” and Lady Hermione 
would nod hack at him. 


It was a spring-like day in March 
when the picture was finished, and 
nothing remained to do but to paint in 
the signature. 

"It is beautiful!" said Lady Her¬ 
mione, with enthusiasm. “Beautiful! 
Is it at all like me?” 

Paul looked from her to the picture, 
and hack to her again, 

“ No," he said. “ Not a bit. You 
know, I am really a landscape painter.” 

“What do you mean?” she cried. 
“ You are Peter Samways, A.R.A., the 
famous portrait painter! " 

“ No," ho said sadly. “ That was 
my secret. I am raid Samways. A 
member of tho Amateur Rowing Asso¬ 
ciation, it is true, but ouly an unkuown 
landscape painter. Peter Samways lives 
in the next studio, and he is not even 
a relation," 

“ Then you have deceived mo! You 
have brought mo here under false pre¬ 
tences ! ” She stamped her foot angrily. 
“ My father will not buy that picture, 
and I forbid you to exhibit it as a por¬ 
trait of myself.” 

“My dear Lady Hermiono, "said Paul, 
“ you need not lie alarmed. 1 pi oposo 
to exhibit the picture as * When tho 
Heart is Young.' Nobody will re¬ 
cognise a likeness to you in it. And if 
tho Duke does not buy it 1 have no 
doubt that some other purchaser will 
come along.”, 

Lady llcrmione looked at him 
thoughtfully. “Why did you do it?” 
she asked gently. 

“ Because l fell in love with you." 

Sho dropped her eyes, and then 
raised them gaily to his. “ Mother is 
still asleep,” sho whispered. 

• “ Hermiono! ” he cried, dropping his 
palette and putting his brush behind 
his ear. 

She hold out her arms to him. 

-a * « 

As everybody remembers, “ When 
thb Heart 1 is Young,” by Paul Sam¬ 
ways, was the feature of the Exhi¬ 
bition. It was bought for £10,000 by 
a retired bottle-manufacturer, whom 
it reminded a little of his late wife. 
Paul woke to find himself famous. But 
tho success which began for him from 
this day did not spoil his simple and 
generous nature. IIo never forgot his 
brother artists, whose feet were not yet 
on the lop of the ladder. Indeed one 
of his first acts after he was married 
was to givo a commission to Petor 
Samways, A.R.A.—nothing less than 
the painting of his wife’s portrait. 
And Lady Hermione was delighted 
with tho result. . A. A, M. 

“ 5 li.p. Kcx do Luxe: take purchaser 200 
miles j £45 10s."?~Adet. in “ Motor C/jolt." 

Nearly fivo shillings a mile. Too much. 
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THE RETURN OF THE BORES. 

(An eihoi tation to all true golfm.) 

Vitost Greenland's icy mountains homo returning, 
Or prodigals from India’s coral strand 
(When I said Greenland, 1 was simply spuming 
Dull Truth, and what I meant was Switzerland), 
They shall have lots of lies, my friends, to tell us 
About their bob-sleighs and thoir blest Durbar, 
And possibly they think they 'll mako’us jealous, 
Knowing not who we are. 

Ilonry, for instance, o'er a mild Uavannah 
I see resuscitate his earliest “ run,” 

Ilarp on the morning snow that tastes like mam.a 
(suppose one gets a toss), and how tlio sun 
Blazed ovor Wengen, and the wondrous carry 
He did with skis on some confounded hill - 
Was it the Junghau?—well, so much for Harry; 
Now let us turn to Bill, 

He shall be full of rickshaws and chupatlios, 

And saiues and Pathans and nativo chiefs, 

The purdah, too (I never know wbat that is), 

And immemorial gods and quaint beliefs; 

He shall go on perpetually rippling 
On whether East is East and West is West- 
All the good stuff we learned at sohool from 
Kwcpo— 

And shall we be impressed? 


No. When the woaiy catalogue is finished, 

Waking a little horn oui stertorous nap, 

Wo shall explain to thorn how we diminished 
By one, this winter-tide, out handicap; 

As who should calm u uiadinau or a drunkard, 

Wo shall doscribo that memorable scene 
When we got out, though absolutely bunkered, 

Dead on the eighteenth green. 

Deaf to thoir stories of the tramp of legions, 

The lightening of thou luges, we shall toll 
How in the old familiar wa\o-kissed regions 
Last Saturday wo did the ninth hole well; 

They may base seen the Oiiont ope her coffers 
Or slid on tea-trays from tho Hehreckhoin top, 
But hanged if wo shall heed, ray brother golfers, 

Their miserable “ shop.” Evoe. 


“Theftiilcl d notaiiswti. Shohomdhu head, ovoi winch the waters 
ul bitterness luil met, and then, letedmg hunt il, Iftt it uptight and 
i pi raid."—" Jktihj Mail" jimllelon. 

I •' Excuse mo, madam, is this yom head ? ” 

Another “ head ” joke, if you don’t mind 
“Kepicsontative Russians oroompauied the special train wliioh 
convened the deputation, and when it cross-d tho frontier lina 
the Knglish liishojw and laird Woardale, healing thcii heads, painted 
Russian soil.” —Daily Tcltgeaph, 

Wo hope they 'll bring them back safely. St. Denis for 
Merrie England I 
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CHARIVARlAi 

To state that the strained relations 
which prevailed reoently between Italy 
and France were viewed by Turkey, or 
even Gormany, with extreme regret, is 
inexact. * 

Care was taken to emphasiso the 
fact that the recent visit of the Duke 
of Connaught to New York was an 
unofficial one, many Americans being 
’ afraid that the Governor-General had 
come to negotiate the annexation of 
the United States by Canada. 

* 

Princess Patbicia, it is stated, 
lunched with Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
Dana Gibson. Jt is also said that 
the artist declared with delight that 
he had at last met the typical American 
beauty whom ho had been drawing for 
so long. 

According to some of the papers the 
Duke was strolling in Fifth Avenue 
when he accidentally came into col¬ 
lision with a messenger-boy carrying a 
parcel. His Royal Highness turned 
about and begged the boy’s pardon. 
This was tho first intimation the boy 
had that H.R.II. was not a free-born 
American. ... TiS 

Distressing reports reach us from 
Cannes and Nice as to tho deplorable 
weather which is in vogue there. 
“ The English Riviera ’’ may not bo so 
inaptly named after all. 

The appearance of another spot mi 
the sun is recorded, lias Germany, 
then, succeeded at last in her ambition ? 

> ' 

The Saturday Review publishes a 
suggestivo article entitled an “Anglo- 
German Deal." This looks bad for the 
well-known golf courses in that neigh¬ 
bourhood, 

“ MARKSMEN ALL! 

INVENTION TO MAKE EVERY SOLDIER 
A DEAD SHOT.” 

Thus a contemporary. We cannot help 
thinking that the expression " a deadly 
shot" would express the meaning— 
or, anyhow, the desideratum—more 
effectively. ... 

The Pall Mall Gazette points out an 
interesting variation in the version of 
Mr. Lloyd George’s telegram to the 
Liberal Candidate for Carmarthen as 
published in the Press. According to 
one paper the Chancellor wired, “ I 
look forward to your victorious return 
to aid me in the great struggles that 
lie ahead,” according to others the 
words were," to aid us.” But do not 


the two versions amount to fjiie same 
thing? In the latter it is the Royal 
George who speaks. 

•Ss *;« 

“ When we see the palaces built by 
publishers, it is nice to feel that wo 
authors have contributed some of the 
bricks," says the Rev. P. H. Ditch- 
field. Or somo of the “ luilf-bricks," 
anyhow. 

Home Notes tells us that the latest 
novelty is a “ Horror Toa,” the invita¬ 
tion running, “Please hring your pet 
horror.” As a result of this uot a few 
husbands aro Imaging back when their 
wives suggest thoy should come out to 
tea with thorn. ... 

A lady writing in The Express de¬ 
clares that women have no antipathy 
to tho wedding ring. Many indeed arc 
even prepared to have it supplemented 
by other and more costly oinblems of 
servitude in this kind. 

Tho same writer suggosls that it 
would ho a good thing if men also 
were to wear a wedding ring after 
marriage. Certainly this might lead to 
their receiving fewer proposals, and 
thus many women would be sa\cd 
much cruel disappointment, especially 
in Leap-year. 

The King's Bench Divisional Court 
has decided that a stranded whale is 
not entitled to any protection under 
tho Wild Animals in Captivity Act— 
and the prisoner who was eliargod witli 
atrocious cruelty is at the present 
moment unfortunately not an Animal 
in Captivity. Meanwhile it is of the 
greatest importance that the decision 
should be made known as soon as 
possible to whales intending to visit 
this country for the benefit of the 
climate. * 

We are informed that there is no 
truth in tho sensational statemont that 
Mr. Lloyd George is shortly to be 
Prime Minister. There is no intention 
of putting an end to tho present work¬ 
ing arrangement whereby Mr. Asquith 
acts as Prime Minister under the leader¬ 
ship of Mr. Lloyd George. 

❖ * 

«s* # 

A member of tho Zoological Society 
has been complaining of the behaviour 
of the Sunday visitors. “ You often," 
he sayB, “ find rowdy youths mimicking 
the animals, especially the monkeys.” 
But, we would ask, is it not just possible 
that this mimicry is unconscious and 

chrouio? * f - 

!» 

A painting by Rubens, representing 
Lot fleeing from the Cities of the 


Plain, has been sold in Brussels fcjr 
£4. If it be at all like the Lots one 
sees put up at certain picture auctions 
in London, the purchaser, we should 
say, is in possession of a doubtful 
bargain. * „ 

By the by, The Daily Chronicle 
heads one of its paragraphs:—“ Two 
New Rubens Discovered.” Please, 
what is a Ruben ? 


UNAUTHORISED AND UNREVISED. 

Miss Margaret Cooi’er’s recent 
experience of seeing her name as 
author of a first-person-singular article 
that she novor wroio, and suffering 
damage in her profession through its 
rough treatment of somo of tho 
hostesses for whom she had sung, 
leads to certain reflections on the new 
journalism which are not too reas¬ 
suring. Tho excuse of tho offending 
journal was that it was only by an 
oversight that a proof was not sup¬ 
plied to tho lady. A •kimilar over¬ 
sight has occurred, on the part of 
Mr. Punch, in the easo of tho three 
articles that follow, respectively by 
Mr. I Ierhbht Trench, Mr. I 1 ’. E. Smith, 
and M. Maeterlinck. 

I.—THU STAGE from within. 

By Mr. Herbert Trench. ; 

Writing as one who is about to 
re-ombark on tho stormy waters of 
theatrical management, 1 should like 
to say a fow genial things about actors, 
actresses and dramatic authors, by way 
of a good spring off. If my experience 
at the Haymarket—where I am glad 
to see that my bold and original policy 
is being continued—taught mo any¬ 
thing, it taught me that tho theatrical 
profession is overweeningly egotistic. 
No nmnagor can succeed who does not 
treat each author and porformer in 
turn as the contra of the universe. I 
will npt mention names, but I could 
wore I so disposed; I will merely say 
that there are no lengths of flattery to 
which the wise manager will not (*o in 
his dealings with these creatures, if he 
wishes for any peace of mind at all. 
Here and there no doubt an author 
with a normal size in hats is to be 
found; but thoy are so infrequent that 
you never forget them, whereas the 
names of the others are quickly crowded 
from the memory. It is no uncommon 
thing to meet with an author who 
loses his temper because his manuserlpt 
has been mislaid, when it was Bheer 
rubbish from first to last; while I have 
known more than one, when accepted) 
to demand not only a written agree¬ 
ment, but a say in the choice of. tjhe 
cast, Actors are. not less unreason¬ 
able and exacting, even to the.poiuiof 
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criticising scenery and general stage 
settings, while as for actresses-words 
for the first timo fail me! Unhappily 
no theatre has ever yet boon found 
to succeed without plays and actors; 
except, of course, those which have 
been converted into picture palacos. 
That, however, is the theatro-of-the- 
future,forwhieh 1 shall strive: a theatre 
where thoro are no performances at all, 
but only a cultured management and a 
periodical pronouncement in all the 
papers as to its artistic plans* » 

II.—RK8KKVK. 

By tho Right Hon. F. E. Smith, P.C., 
K.C., M.P. 

Of all the qualities that human 
nature possesses, roserve is, I think, 
the most beautiful. From my earliest 
days I have made it a star. My one 
wish has been to be silent, austere, a 
figure of dignity and wisdom. “ Think 
ten times," I have said to myself, 
“before speaking once, and when you 
do speak be brief, moderate, just and 
above all courteous.” Nothing is lost 
by politeness—of that I am convinced 
by considerable experience of public 
and parliamentary life; nothing is 
gained by rudeness or exhibitions of 
.Smart forensic diatribe and pumped-up 
excitement. 


III.— AMKlilCA. 

By Mavuice Maeteheinck. 

(Translated by Taxkika ee Sutuos.) 

(All riijhts resumed.) 

To write with any weight and accept¬ 
ance of so vast a continent as America 
after but a brief visit would be perhaps 
to border upon the presumptuous. And 
yot the trained observer, keeping alert 
all his faculties of eye and oar, should 
be aide in two days to como to con¬ 
clusions as valuablo as those of ordinary 
persons in two years. Amid all tho crowd 
of impressions of New York which I find 
buzzing in my brain like ljees, perhaps 
the most vivid, the most astonishing, 
tho most arresting and remarkable, is 
its total absenco of reporters. It was 
in vain that I exhibited myself in 
public hoping for an interview; no one 
camo. 1 did everything that man could 
do to advertise my whoreabouts; I 
never walked out without being accom¬ 
panied by several blind men with long 
hoards, a few vague and wistful females 
of surpassing loveliness with little on, 
a highly-trained blue bird, and all the 
ordinary paraphernalia of a busy bee- 
master. But whatever attention wo 
may have attracted did not materialise, 
a9 the Americans say, in an interview. 
11 had a large placard stating that I was 


staying at the Waldorf Astoria exhibited i 
outside the hotel; I sent up my card I 
to editors; hut all in vain. Jti pique I 
therefore I curtailed my visit and 
returned to a better-mannered country. ■ 

Thai, then, is my dominant impres- ' 
sion of New York -its curious and oven 
pathetic lack of journalistic enterprise. 

From a letter in The Daily Mirror :— 

“ Ijutye.ii',at the mpiest <>f a leading Ismdon 
iietoi'-managiT, 1 sent him a play to rtud which 
1 wrote myself. Without wishing to dwell for 
a moment on I lie merits of the work, I had 
hoped at leust that ils novelty 6f conception and 
treatment would command some little attention: 
lint apparently it didn't, for aftor a lapse of 
several months it was returned to mo without 
the slightest trace of a linger nark upon its 
pages." 

Extract from our next letter:—"The 
Editor of Ptiwh regrets that ho is un¬ 
able to use Mr. Smith’s artiolo, but he 
has read it with great interest, as will 
l>e seen from tho large thumb-mark bn 
page 3. The opening paragraphs (oter 
which lie spilt the gum) he found in¬ 
tensely humorous, while the pathos of 
the close is indicated by the two tear- 
marks on the outer cover. The Editor 
hopes that Mr. Smith will be encouraged 
by the fact that tho office-boy has trod¬ 
den freely on tho article, and will try 
his luck again.” i 
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IN THE CART. 

Tbs street was full. The noonday traflie swelled 
Into full current down its twofold course; 

And, in the midst, I suddenly beheld 
An aged and shaggy horse. 

Msn a cart. A thing by no means strange, 

I know, no novelty u> warm t/id flC&rfr 

To an awed rapture; but, by way of change, 

He was inside the cart. 

Oft, doubtless, as his daily ways ho took 
He must have longed to know what ’twas to ride; 

And, now the time had come, ho wore tho look 
' Of one well satisfied. 

Ilia eye was calm. Immovably serene 
He watched tho hurrying throng without alarm; 

Tho freshness of the whole unblinkered scene 
Possessed him with its charm. 

The shrilling taxi-hoot did not upset 
His marble gravity. Without a pang 

He saw the blundoring bus’s rearward throat 
And did not give a hang. 

So rapt his gaze, ho hardly soomed to hear, 

Till, when some stormy Jetyi, waxing wild, 

Called on his gods, h§ fricked a conscious ear 
And, for a rniwnent, smiled. 

But he grew grave, remembering ancient woes; 

And once again a look of bland content 

Softened the rigour of his Homan nose, 

As on his way he went. 


One felt that in his heart he blessed his lord, 

Who, having soen him well and truly strive 
So long, hod hit upon the apt reward 
Of giving him a drive. 

And I, too, being moved beyond control. 

Spake out aloud to an astonished street, 

Thai horso'a fond, " I said, " is just the SOul 
That ono would like to meet.” 

But even as the words were on my tongue 
The chariot turned—his amiable regard 
Was on mo—thee behind^ great gate swung: 

It was a knaoker's yard. Dum-Dum, 


THE PROVINCIAL TOUCH. 

[t’laj-a iu the Midland Metropolis begin at 7.30.] 
Birmisoham, you begin to boast your state 
As second city, populously dense— 

Second at last to London only (whence 
You get your modes and morals, up-to-date). 

Well, then, why do your theatres dictate 
This silly hour at which their plays commence, 
When even a stage-struok youth finds no defence 
For getting dinner done till close on eight? 

0 Brum, it is indeed a bitter pill 1 
* For by this trait we seethat you have got 
At least one touch of the proy^jpoial still. . : , 

People will murmur, “ Can ib—tot it be ' 

That this, the New Meteopolis, dpes not ■ 

Dine, but indulges in th#Tiat , : v 
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__ v "Did you work awftiUy hard at words aw derived from, like theate; s 

THE BOY AND THE AVERAGE school too?" arid-let's seo-currants and pheai- 

- CLASSIC. "Ra-ther, Had to in my day. Not ants arid Virginian—all that sort of 

" Is there anything in the papers like you young slackers. Give me the thing. I say, where does your father 
this morning, dear?" marmalade." keep his cigarettes? D'you know?" 

"Eh, what? No, nothing. Got any •“ Did Kingsway work hard? ” " Yes, they’re here. American or 

more tea?” "Kingsway? Why, what d’you know Turkish? I say, did the BomanB 

“Bring me Daddy's cup, Jack, about Kingsway? Oh, yes, he's one of smoke?” 

That's what you always say, Harry.” your beaks. I forgot, xes, he workod " Well, 'pon my soul—yes, I suppose 

"Oh, well, my dear, nothing you all right. He got a first." so. Aren’t they always digging up old 

would understand. Besides, 1’vo got “Were you better than him at Roman pipes and things? Or—no, 

to catch my train.” Classics? ” I'm wrong. It was that fellow — 

“How’s the Test match getting on, “Well, n-no. If I'd worked. . . . what ’s-his-namo—the chap with the 

Dad? Uncle Tom’s backed England Course I got an exhibition of sorts. I jcloak, wasn’t it ?" 
for a fiver.” was sort of average." “ Sir Walter Raleigh ? ” 

"I do wish Tom wouldn't hot. It’s “Oh, but if you got an exhibition, "Yes, that’s the chap. No, they 

so-" that means you were frightfully good, can't have. I’ve a shocking bad • 

“Hullo! Here’s something in The doesn't it?" moraory for those sort of things.” 

Times for you,.Jack. ‘Classics and the "Oh, well-” " Did they have saying lossons when 

Average Boy.’ A letter signed ‘ Edward “ I supposo Classics does teach you you were at school ? ” 

Kingsway.' Isn't ho ono of your more than anything else, doesn’t it ? " Rather. Any amount." , 


masters ? ” . r 

" Kingsway ? Yes. You! 
know, The ono who always 
umpires in Field matches. 
He's jolly good at Classics. 

I wish to goodness I was. 
Uncle Tom was rather a 
flier too wasn’t ho, Dad ? " 
“Tom? Oh, pretty good, 
no only got a third, didn’t) 
he, Sal ? Nover done any¬ 
thing sinco, anyhow." j 
" Oh, but, Harry, ho took i 
honours, remember. 1 1 
wonder why he's not down. I 
Ah, here he is. Good morn- j 
ing, Tom.” 

" Morning, old girl. Sony i 
I’m late Harry. That 
young bnito bagged inyj 


young bnito bagged my * 11 K m,NISR adyerti.sed job “two good seven stone i.ahs,” s ° I man in the street ? ” 

f , 3 THIS OM> LADY BROUGHT HER KEI-IIEW ASH ASKED THE TRAINER If ,, XT T _ 

bath, as usual. It 8 always o.vs very good tab, weighing fourteen stone, would do as well. * wouldnt say 

a ease of * lour time is my----—- ! that. Youseethat a modern 

time, Mrs. Brown,’ in this house. Dad always says it does. And verses Greek. Rather different. But you can 
Well, what's the news ? Milk in first, and so on. I don’t mind Latin so always pick up modern languages if 
please, Sal. England winning ? ” much, but I do hate those beastly you know Greek and Latin.” 

“ Ah’m. PerhapB I'd better leave Greek verbs. They muddle me so." “ That’s what Daddy always says, 
you The Times —unless you prefer The “ All, but, old chap, that’s just where He can’t understand Mamsollo a bit; 
Sjmtsman. I must be off." Classics comes in. Jolly good for you but then he wasn’t at a public school. 

"Will you be home early, dear? to bo muddled. It’s like gymnastics— I suppose you’re frightfully good at 
Don’t forget theHaycooks are coming.” makes your mind active. And then French and German?” 

“ Oh, burn the Haycocks.” there's all the history and poetry and “ Oh, yes, pretty good. I can shove 

“Harry! How can you? Como, dear, philosophy and—or—ethics. Splendid along all right." 

I 'll get you your lmt and coat. I must fellows, those old Greeks. Fino chaps, “ 1 wish I could. It's such beastly 
go and order dinner. Look after your Socrates and Plato and—or —Alci- rot doing lessons with her in the holi* 
uncle, Jack; and do talk of something biades, and, ah, Paris, and—oh, lots of days. She always comos just when—' 
sensible, instead of your stupid old ’em. And then there were the gods, " Jacques, Jacques! Ah I pardon, 

cricket.” Jupiter and Venus and-” ITsieur." 

“Right,Mummy. . . . Isay.Nunks." “But I thought Jupiter and Venus “Oh, hang! Non, Mamselk, ce n'est 
" Well, what’s up ? ” were awful rotters." pas le temps pour moi encore." 

“ Looks bad for your fivor. They’re “ Ah, well—yes, I was forgolting. Of " Maisoui, Jacques, II estdix henres 
making an awful lot of runs." course the gods were rather a mixed ct demi." 

“ Oh, my fiver's all right. It’s not lot. Besides, Jupiter and Venus were “ Bother 1 Pcmettcj-moi introdmre 
billiards, thank the Lord. Young Gray Romans. Still it's a good thing to mononcle.” ' 

nearly ruined me.” know ail about ’em. Mak^s a man of “ Bon jour, M'sieur. ITsieur vient 

“Did you play billiards a lot when the world of you. And you can’t get d’aniver f Quel bean temps, n'ist ce 
yen were at Qambndge ? ’’ all that without mugging up the verbs pas f" ; \ 


—i “Supposo'yoii must know 
; tons o! poetry ? ’’ 
i “Oh, Well— lot’s soo. 
s- j Horace and Viroil, of 
H course. Anita vinmque 
®! cano, conticucre omnes; and 
' r what was that, odo— Viden 
ft ut altc, Postume, Poslume ? 
L~ | Well, no, hardly tons. But 
! still-” 

“It’s much harder to 
romemberGreek than Latin, 
isn’t it?" 

“ Oh, I don’t know. No. 
Why?" 

“I was only wondering. 
■. T suppose, when you went 
to Athens, you found it 
quite easy to talk to the 


cricket.” 

“Right,Mummy. . . . Isay.Nunks." 
“ Well, what’s up ? ” 

“ Looks bad for your fivor. They ’re 
making an awful lot of runs.” 


“Me, &Jf;«»l No fear. Wasn’t any and prepositions and things. Andtheti “Er, bul" j .,.. 
tune. HadklWork" j it’s jolly useful to know what English '•MosttitorparUfoantakf" \v 





Xiroiid Anirat (iii snoteJeiJ'l). “Why the jikite miiN’r vm - 1101.1x1:*” ! 

Jirst. Arrintl {ili'iging a tray to Itis mouth). “You voit.hn't lior.i.u: siriil IF m.i - u j».u.nmui nvo on THr.EE vovmjs of i 

SNOW ANU A. OIOAIlI” ; 


i “ Old. Un licit.” 

I “ Un licit settlement ? Monsieur sr 
, moqitc tie moi, n'est cc pas ? Aucc 
j cut accent merocilkii.r. claimant . . . 

' 111 ais tout-d-fait Parisien ! " 
j “Kr, old, that's to say-well, old 
chap, 1 'd tetter bo off if you ’vc got to 
work.” 

“ Mais, M'sicitr, ne vans derange; 
pas, je vans en pric. Si M'sietir cent 
qifj Jacques rcstc encore qiielques 
1 minutes ...” • • 

“ Er, out.” 

j "Oh, merci, Mamsclle. Volts tics lute 
tics noisettes." 

“ Quest cc que e'est qns f.i, Jacques 
—une ties noisettes ? Compremls pas. 
Savcz-vous qu'est cc tin 1 it cent dire, 
M'sieur t" 

“ Non." 

“ Ni moi non plus. Eli lien, micliunt, 
cn cinq minutes, e'est cnlendit. Pardon, 
Msiettr. .A bienidt.” 

“ Old—er—adieu." 

"Doesn't she jabter at a frightful 
pace, Nunks? That's the worst of 
those foreigners. And they're so 
beastly full of compliments. What was 
that she said about your accent ? You 
only said oui and lion. But you under¬ 
stood her all right, didn't you ?" 


“Ah, vos, of course. It’s only a' , i 

question of practice. Hullo, Sal!” i LOWLAND ROMANCE. , 
“Well, you two—what liavo you S'liu. do 1 haunt the woodlands, 0 my J 
been talking about? Cricket, l suppose. sweet, j 

Wasting your time as usual.” Where wo together in the prido of j 

“ No, we haven’t, really, Mum. He's June j 

been jawing about Latin and Greek all: Wandered throughout a blazingafler- 
the time. Haven't you, Nunks? ” I neon, 

“ Jacques!" j Till, halting where o'erhead the 

“Oh,allright, I’m coming. .1 Inentul, j branches meet, 
mu nit 1 re." j I cast myself in supplianee at your 

“ .1 hientdt, vton enfant. Don't j feet 
slam tho door, darling. Really, 1 And begged you fervently to grant 
think ho's getting on quite nicely with that boon 

his French, don't you, Tom ? 1 wish Which forms tho first step lo a 

he could do more of it instead of those honeymoon, 
stupid Classics. I always think it's so And make jour Donald's happiness 
far more useful.” complete. 

“ Well, if you ask me, so do T.” 

“So does"llarrv, really. But he VEven though you scorned the offer of 
so afraid of the masters." i my heart 

“ Oh, d-tho beaks.” i When pres-oi upon jou in imploring 

“ That’s what ho always says. But j tones; 
no one ever does it.” Even though henceforth we 're doomed 


“ KOYAI. VISIT Til iwrcim. 
THEIR majesties’ visit to the eo». 
THE KING KII.I.S 21 THiF.RS.” 


In a Zoo! Was this quite sporting? 


Even though henceforth we 're doomed 
_____ to walk apart 

(You now, in point of fact, are Mrs. 
i I'Awm. Jones); 

isir to the ion. Ofttimes I seek tho spot when on we 
21 tigers. ” stopped, • • 

Atlcuctde of Judin. Hoping to find that half-crown which 


.1 dropped. 
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A™ TRIUMPH OF YICTORUffij JKatota, W»VM*»m 
Tats morning I discovered that most a little mffleil. .. . .-'a. . ... 

pf my time for the lust twenty years "Two up,’’ I said, stowing for a 

seems to have been spent in agreeing moment at a neckwear window. “ Do The eopipowr of the Tlmis Waite, which is 
With people about the weather, and it you think that green one would go dedicator to .STas fcWtaneo OoHi«r, i* Mbs 
annoyed me. with this suit'.'” Elizabeth Orom ml 1 Knox, who is a dweiidant of 

Then I happened to meet Victorine. But Vietoritie was examining a small the great John Knox. —TmhIc AnnwrimkM.] 

’ "Yes," sho smiled; “shopping and piece of paper unit we went on in silenco. A new translation has been prepared, 


PDBBISHEB8’ ANNQUNOE- 



Now' that Mr. Frank Harihh’s forth- 


things. Do come; then you c.m hold “Stores next,” sho said presently, and will shortly l>e published, of Lno- 
Nibs when I get to the purse part. “ Do not wrigglo so, Nibs I ” , farm’s poems; while an ecoentrio 

isn’t the sun scrumptious " Outside the stores wo wero stopped two-step founded on this work, to be 

' I couldn't help sighing. by a tall lady with an immense hat. called “The Possimists' Tangle,” has 

' “ El tit, Butte?" I said sadly. ‘“My dear," said the tall lady, “yon ’re been written by Miss Dinky Hubs for 

■ Victorine gazed inquiringly at me just the person! And wlml a darling! simultaneous publication. We need 
through the niauvoness of her veil. Will it bite? AH that hair, you know, hardly remind our readers that Miss 
j “ What do you suppose.” I said, hides tho expression of its eyes. And Huss is a lineal descendant of John 
" that quite half the poople of England Imvo you heard that dear Miss Ray Hl'hs. Tho dedication is to Mrs. 
arc talking about at this moment? ” lias fallen into n gas-stove? Simply Elinor Glyn. 

; “Oh, I don't know," sho said, charred all over, my dear. So tiresome Now that Mr. Ekank Harris's forth- 
“ Stamps or Ulster or (ronminj or and careless of her’ And slip says she coming work on the Women ol Dickens 
something, I suppose.” can’t sing at my ' Atrocities' concert (“ 0 my friends, what a book is here! ” 

I shook my head. to-morrow. And what I’ll do I’m sure to quote tiie judicious Blatchforii) 

“1 think I’ll lot him walk a little I don’t know, unless you could per- is so far advanood, there is perhaps no 

now,” she said thoughtfully. “Arid if haps-” reason why wo should suppress the 

a motor comes you must pick hint up. The worst of Victorine is that she is f ac t .that tho great aunt of England's 
What is it, then ? ” so frightfully good-natured to peoplo premier critic was nono other thun 

I was used to Victorine. that really don’t matter. Mrs, Gamp’s famous friend and con- 

“lt doesn't matter,” 1 went on “ But of course I will,” she said. fidaute. 

determinedly, “whether it’s the milk- The tall lady hartjinloa pasmotjoy. Tho publisllP ^ of SirS.DNEYCor.v.N’s 

man as he goes aong handing people “So kind and delightful of you, my J lition ot tho hctler , of 
Hk, or your Aunt when she pays her dear, sho ended up. “ Yes four songs ^ . s wish us to state that 

afternoon calls or watches her partners if you dont mind. Do look at that •. ■ . • • ..., 

■MMKMp --ttay.il,lira,»tta 1 »H* mu »iui„g in the MU> ««h “ ciJlf« Ih.t Sir Sm»Bm 

■ss^ssnssr. .■» ?*-** «• «• •« «*»»» 

liear a motor! ’ weather too! So cold. Three pipes Ul us t * 

1 grabbed Nilis by the scruR' of his hurst this morning. Simply oceans of An entirely new comic opera, called 
{neck and dropped my walking-tick, water!” The Dromedaryand the. Darning Needle, 

Ithcn waited triumphantly for the “It would probably savo time," I bas been written by Mr. Arthur 
jinotor. It went tho other way. remarked as soon as 11io tall lady had I’oxhokby, M.P., and composed by 

! “ Let him down,” ordered Victorine; quite gone, “ if you ciiooso as your last Miss Vesta Tolly. Additional interest 
^'you’re hurting him. What were despairing hope the man that keeps I bo is lent to tho collaboration by the fact 
you saying just now about Auntie and tie department.” that Miss Truly is a lineal descendant 

the milkman?” Victorine smiled sweetly. of Marcos Tiii.lutsOic'frj. The great 

Of course I had lo tell in.-r all over “One minute,” she said, “I want aria in waltz tempo in tho Second Act, 


a motor comes you must pick him up. 
What i9 it, then ? ” 

1 was used to Victorine. 

“It doesn't matter,” 1 went on 
•determinedly, “ whether it tho milk¬ 
man as he goes along handing people 


An entirely new comic opera, called 
The Dromedary and the Darning Needle, 


gain. Hinno hoot-laces -wild ones. 

“If you mean the ueatlior,” she!Nibs while f get my purse.” 


Hold " f Vo got the double hump," is said to 
bo the finest solo over written sinco 


i said, "I think you’re quite wrong. She darted away, and by tho time Hannibal crowed tho Alps, 

| Besides, I only said that the sun was that I lmd sorted Nibs to our mutual ■ < ■■■ ..— 

nice.” . satisfaction she was purchasing large _ rral , 

“I will hot you,” [ said firmly, “that and sticky-looking hoot-laces from the ‘"ALl Wi. 

tho first four people that you speak to man in tho gutter. 1 met him in Bond Street, and I 

this morning will all have some rotten " 1 'vc won my bcl,” she said as I vowed that, if I could only get out of 

iremark to'make about it.” came up; “I’ve said heaps of things Bond Street alivo, alone and free, I 

Victorine laughed, "Right you are,” to him and ho hasn't mentioned the would never trouble it again. 

'sho said, "I just love lotting. A pair weather once. And I’ll want some “ Hullo, my dear old man,” said he. 
of gloves against a new tie ? If one of long white gloves for to-morrow nigiit. “How's yourself ? " 
j!the first four peoplo I speak to doesn't lict’s got them noAV.” I gave him the required information, 

I mention the Aveather, I win. One - I managed to drop the boot-laces keeping nothing back. That was not 

two— three—off I Library first.” when she Avasn’t looking, and folloAvcd what I was afraid of. 

“A lovely morning,” said the lior meekly to the department wliero "And how are your people?" ho 
[Librarian, as I took charge of Dr they sold gloves.. continued. Never was such a thirst 

Morgan’s latest novel. * Ten minutes lntor, as xve loft the tr "‘ : " f "— w T ”“** n.— 


when she Avasn’t looking, and folloAvcd what I was afraid of. 


the her meekly to the department wliero 


"And how are your people?” ho 
continued. Never was such a thirst 


Victorina’s smile was angelic. 

“ Lovely," she agreed. 

"Of course I know they ’ll talk about 
jthe weather here,” she said a few; 
miuiites later, as we entered the Bank! j 


they sold gloves.. continues JNQver was such a thirst 

Ten minutes lntor, as we loft the for information; but I went through 
stores, the toon with the boot-laces the family one by one, doing full 

.- .i!1l il. ... JbT __ _iL! • 1 * _ -11 tL.L ~ —J 


was skill there, and*! saw something justice to all their several limbs and 
that I hadn’t notfeed-befetfe. internal mechanisms. ■ ^ 

It,was a dirty card, with the inserip- “It, is ages since I ha^Beenanyi 
tion: " Deaf and Dumb.” thipg ol.you, ,, he weat oh, and ntiw jf. 






kuew thaL wo were getting into the 
zone of danger. 

“ You can see the whole of tne now," 
1 quibbled, " if you look carefully." 

i le looked me up and down with a 
dreadful air of proprietorship. “ That’s 
right,” said 1; “ and now would you 
like to havo a look at the back?” I 
started walking away, hut he followed 
me. 

"You must come and dine with me 
one of these evenings," tic declared, 
getting right on to it. 

" Why ? ” I asked in solf-de{pnee. , 

" Wlmt about Wednesday? " lie con¬ 
tinued. Why I disliked the idea of 
dining with him was that ho always 
does continue. 

, “What about it?" I asked again, 
hut without any real hope of escape. 

" Can you dine with me next Wed¬ 
nesday?" 

“Let mo see," I said, meaning ‘‘in¬ 
vent." "Next Wednesday 1 am dining 
with the Robertses." 

; There are no Robertses, hut ho be¬ 
lieved me implicitly. . 

■ “ What about Thursday ? " he asked. 

"Thursday I have a seat for His 
Majesty's.” 


He believed that. ! 

“Monday?" | 

"i shall have gone away for the' 
week-end.” j 

“ Tuesday ? " 

"Tho sanie argument applies." 

“ Wednesday ? " 

“My week-ends," 1 said eoiilidcuti- 
allj, “are all week and no end.” 

Ho believed all these, hid he jumped 
a period. " Wlmt about Thursday fort¬ 
night?” he asked, with unflinching 
optimism. J saw that the of t line 
of resistance was not worth pursuing, 
and resolved on a desperate course. 
" To tell you the truth- I began. j 

Ho became suspicious at once. 

"You are going to dine with me on 
Thursday fortnight," he said firmly. 

“No," said J, smiling with equal 
firmness. 

" Why ? ’’ he asked. 

“Because 1 don’t want to.” 

At the exact moment when his 
credulity ought to have begun, it ended. 

“ Right 0!" he said, laughing (a bad 
habit). "Thursday fortnight, at eight 
o’clock sharp." 

Commercial Candour. 

From an advt. of collnra in the 
Underground 

“ Quarter sizes which fit. 70 other styles." 


! A Paradox. 

j A envsiorooiCAr, expert iias recently 
j asserted that when a man is angry he 
I is boiling over with sugar, and is sweeter 
Ilian at any other time. Th ssaccharine 
result is duo lo a greater demand for 
sugar on the part of the muscles affected 
by emotional excitement, Here is a hint 
an i a warning to Ijeup-year suitresses: — 

Your swain is sweetest when he on 
the boil 

With rage, well nagged ; but he may 
crystallize 

! To Candied I over, and, for all \ our toil, 
] You '11 got no comfit fnWhis frank 


‘■liming hit tear lo Mining Njmr L>st yew 
Mr. Callender found limn to translate into Uto 
I ales language the first verso of MTlicssilonintis. 
Now at the end of a year, by special good lortune, 
he has fniuid time to rcvi.v it Kc'tr.t. 

Serial publication will probably delay 
its appearance in liook form till ir'xt 
year. _■ 

From an interview with Mr. Obcah 
Bbownino in The Morning Post 

“It is a curious coinehlenee tliat the chief 
dales of his career are also those of groat 
events in English History.” * 

But did "O.B." say itwas a coincidence? 
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aiid RnnKINft.nciriAC doom make the warpof^rs: Ritchie's story; lor wool you 

n, u/. t> i. c , *t n, , . have the ineffable manoeuvres of Eva. But for all the 

, ■ (I’ll ■”* ■ l unch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) weaver’s skill something's amiss with the finished pattern. 

It is not often that I see eye to eyo with the writers of You only see the charm of Violet indirectly through its alleged 
tho potted eulogies that figuro in tho “ announcements " of offoct on Mossmare ; certainly not enough to account for 
publishers, hut the caso of Mr. II. or Vkhe St.utoolr’h that effect. More real is the presentment of the girl’s self- 
new novel, Ike Order of Release. (Hutchinson), forms torturing scruples. As for 'l'mnaijne it is possible that in 

a notable exception to this rule. “ A story,” says tho such a fit of absent-minded fervour as sometimes bemuses 

announcer, “ sparkling with brilliant dialogue and crowded the simple male, ho should have fallen in love with Eva, 
with extraordinary, dramatic and humorous situations”; but that he should havo lived with her fourteen years 
and I am prepared to let that stand as my own vordict. without sounding the shallows of hor brain and discovering 
It is a talo of tho Paris of 1770, and its strength of plot,j tho rango of hor suburban malignities is quite inconceivable, 
swiftness of movement, and deftness of character-drawing! Eva, in simple fact, is overdone. Mossmorc is described 

placo it well apart from the mass- - - - --- by his publisher as a " brilliant 

of machine-made historical ETS11I "37- gpfcfPM iff* political comedian." But his 

novels. I am no amateur in ^Bgak "‘7’ ^ sense of comedy does not always 

this kind; no plain, unlettered Al.; V show tho resourcefulness that 

chronicle of the adventures of —ono looks for in a climbing 
“ Jolin Blunt and his dear lord” I'ryp:; cross-bencher—or a good story- 

can hope to separa'o me from r; • gPpl^-XjA. teller. Still, tho hook has 

four shillings and sixpence. But lf.'-SH 1 ' "iHJ -- J humour, observation, foeling,. 

I raced through The Order of >' ijB -— S&pJ. ~Z\ " . incident—good stuff worthy of 

Release at a sitting. 1 followed , 3^8 ^.a-~ >Ji-a hotter design. And I must 

tho Comte dr. Litssac in and out jj 3 j~ f- a , 7 JL—, solemnly protest against a 

of tho Bastille like a lamb. The fl ' )’i' V Vt” j shocking liliel, obiter dictum, on 

duel of wits between the ad- r-" . i J ;li |Devonshire cream — enough to 

111 rahly drawn /iurmiwc Linden —... 1 Wgl 1 ' fagaf ' jj 1 '.'r|| 1 prejudice any reviewer. 


placo it well apart from the mass 
of machine-made historical 
novels. I am no amateur in 
this kind; no plain, unlettered 
chronicle of the adventures of 
“John Blunt and his dear lord” 
can hope to scparalo me from 
four shillings and sixpence. But 
I raced through The Order of 
Release at a sitting. 1 followed 
the Comte de Litssac in and out 
of tho Bastille like a lamb. The 
duel of wits between the ad- 
m'rahly drawn JJatvunc Linden 
and M. de Sartincs, the Minister 
of Police, never ceased to hold 
nto till it finished dramatically 
on tho last page. It is a fault 
in most historical novels that, 
while they almost invariably 
have to do with the quest of 
"the papers," there is often a 
doubt in tho readers' mind as to 
why these papers are so valu¬ 
able. Mr. Staitoolk seoms 
vagueness. M. de Stu tines has 
been cornering wheat, and has 
a perfectly natural desire to 
conceal the fact from a quick¬ 
tempered populace on the brink 
of starvation. Consequently, 
when he has refused to release 
the IJaronnes lover front the 
Bastille, and she, drawing him 
aside, informs him that she holds 
the documentary proof of his 


I ' 'rvlri" 




: : *A 


ipfijT My feeling about The Litre 
; <’ (Miu,s and Boon) is that it 
i ~ really contains two quite sepav- 
1 . , ate plots, neither of w liich Miss 
! B. S. Stevens found to ho quite 
; sufficient alone for a novel of 
Hi 1 ! [the length dictated by com- 
fyf imcrcc; so that she has lteen 


: foi ced to 


them both 




% Vi 


6r.o. ^oi^n.oJ. 


1 upon tlto same ituroino. This 
certainly is the impression pro¬ 
duced upon me by the very 
abrupt ehango of sotting and 
motive in what is eallod l’art 
Two. LTot tho first revolves 
about a now almost forgotten 
venture of journalistic snobbery, 
tho scene of it being laid in 
tho oflico of The Orb, a paper, 


I MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. i wdUen “ d «j itod ™ tirol y h >’ 

little wre Bitten ffittei-° it 'h lT 1K ,,R " ,,AULE that Hi.onuki. mask a few mistakes ! so ! 19 °. ■’ e ‘ ore Anne 
little pie-I a i en tluttei , it is iui |.-„|. n he ui.scovehed Rii iiaiii) tiie [.iox-IIeakted. -loot-house takes an appointment 

not to ho wondered at that he-' as one of tho unmentioned coin- 

starts hack "as if she had struck him." Mr. Stacfoolu mcnera wlioaro to do tho real work of nmuing tho gilded 
has an unfortunate habit of not following up a success in toy; and tho whole fantastic business, part bluff, part 
any given line of fiction. Ilis motto appears 1 o be "ono fraud, is excellently told. The guiding spirit of tho affair 
atmosphere, 0110 novel.” But I remember M. de Sartincs is one Hmitlij Goss, a charlatan of compelling personality, 
as tho hero of some short stories of his, so that there is a who at onco makes love to Anne ; unavailingly, however, 
reasonable hope that wo shall meet this polished sleuth- since, with the instinct of tho Irue heroine, she quite 
hound again some day. Ilo will le welcome. rightly mistrusts him and marries somebody else. This, of 

----- course, is the end of tho story; but, as wo are still only 

The Human Cry (Methuen) begins on a nole of interest halfway through tho book, Miss Stevens starts again with 
that is not quite sustained. You have a Sussex squire, a married .lime, a far more melodramatic Goss for villain, 
Tremayne (M.b’.II., plain, just, dull); Eva, his wife, an and the scenery (very well done) of tho Upper Nile. This 
ignobly pushful, incredibly resilient “political \voinan,” last part is thrilling enough, hut I fancied somehow 
and fad-hunter; their moco, Violet, whoso life is clouded that the air of Egypt had an injurious effect upon Goss, 
by the looming shadow of an hereditary taint; Aubrey causing him to lose in reality, and to take on a generally 
Mossmore, an astutely rising political luminary, drawn transpontine manner, for which the fascinating editor 
soniewhat from tho orbit of his calculating worldlincss by of The Orb hod not prepared me. Still, both stories 
this shy, prevailing star. His resistance, his surrender, her are good of their kind, even jf they are obviously a little 
renunciation, and then the tragedy of her predestinate less than kin. 
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CHARiVARSA. V Aft I 

T@n Tsar of Russia, our news¬ 
papers tell us, made a joke about the 
weather on meeting a deputation of the 
British visitors. It should soon lie 
possible to publish an Anthology oi 
the Jokes of Contmont.il Royalties. It 
will be remembered that tlio Kaiscii 
made one in 1903. 

\t the Labour Baity Confcioncc, Mi 
Bluer, M P, declared that the sentoncos 
passed by Mi. .Tustico LAWtinvcn on 
tho men conccinod m tlie Llanelly riots 
"loaehed to tho highest stamlaid of 
savagely " Thu i-> a liteuiy way of 
saying that the punishni'nt fitted the 
ci mio. 

t 

Mi Chi nr Hum is to speak at Bellas! 
fioiu a boxing platfotm This is not 
allogothei nuppiopmto foi ono who I 
has, politic illy, boxed thr* compass | 

Tli^y nie pioinlly boasting m Caune 
lito hticet that, while '1 he Daily Mail 
is with us, Mu a los will uoiei cease t 

The Lolo/lit <m Ih is pie i sad to con I 
film the ailegition lli itLuglisli women' 
i.mnot manage hguies An\liovv, tho 
hgiuo ot tho .nengo J’ng'lish woman | 
coiripaies fivouiiblv with that of the 
aitiago (lei nun 1 lau 

A contonipoiaiy publisliod, tho othe 
day, an aitule entitled ‘‘Jloiltli and 
tho Noso ’ Wluiti Hiumds us that 
one moats not intieqiiently, espocialh 
m eolil woathoi, a nose which, to jmlgo 
by us complexion, is obviously enjov mg 
mdei health tlnn tlie face to which it 
is attached 

« 

Tho Rev Llo\ Lixncv, of \uioia, J \fu i/ h,i 1 l im' vm it vmiihum iim m im wm . on nr.si \u>k 1 

Illinois, suggests that, as soon as a Tmi'iiliiiuhmti 1 J\, ms inn. I aivr iwrn. i\n hxjmi nisi.” 

man is mamod, a small hole should he i —rm, ., ■ ■■ - ■■■ ■ ■ s -, ’. i tt-, g-Brr.vrv 

punched in tho lobe of his’left oar as a base employ is lesido, is caising some “monii t \itio pigeon shooting 
token of his raatinnonial status It is anxiety Accoidmg to one account tho 4 m, ion iinrfr pbize.’’ 

felt that this would be less humiliating epidemic is Gamut me isles, and tho Thus Ul , Pall ]LtU Gazette _ \ t 8epro , 

than the black eye which is tho\oguo miciobos have been dehbciately let a \ei\ &habl>v mi^e 

in coitain cnc'os. loose by an omissaiy of the Gciman * ^ 

No subyoct would appeal to be too 11 Fiom the \nnual RepOit of the 

gruesome to lie tieated of m a modem The latest tumour about tho Censoi fltlieuiuu C.M b — 



J /if 1/ I HI ' l no* vm IT VliIllJl.lM ll\I It) IM Mol . nil lll'.sl \n > k 
Tilth ll 11 l.tl/l Hit I 1 J V, Ms IIMh I BJ W 1 \SfH. I Ml 11XJM1 ills!.” 


No subject would appeal to lie too 
gruesome to lie tieated of m a modem 


book. A volume entitled Out Weathei is that them is tioubloin legaid to two "'Ve v-ut out sixty dicssos to Mus Foiaythe 
has just appeared. artistes now apptanug at tho Hippu- m »"d wo havojiut heard «he is 

' rr , i n i lf i " . nit., using oui uilt miouhm! the Mission llottec. 

diome. It lias bo< 11 suggested tlut , ", 

An ostrich which recently passod Max and Mont/ in tho coutso of then A wotd of explanation should haveac- 
away at a private Zoo in Bodfoidsluro peiformanco nuko lemaiks absolutely ‘■onip.imed thodiesses, and the uustako 
was found to have eaten seven pounds unfit for publication, but tbcio is some w ° u “‘ ‘ u ' e * jeen avoided, 
pf Stone? and a bicycle puncture outfit, difficulty in the matter owing (1) to , „ , ~ i ~ 

h^Jto htthattlw - in * teU,R r t f mtur ? fae ‘ * at thore u n ®. oD ? 1 ,u the 

ttfld tried to care an internal out caused Censor’s office, or oxen on tho Advisory d ng s, they h iv« now tunned an Airedale tenm 
by the sharp edge of one of tho stones. Commiltoe, who has a knowledge of Hint is UUi> to tic of the gmStcvt use in t*i 
* * the languago of monkeys, (2) to the sciuce.”—n/c it mil. 

s An outbreak of measles in tlie further foot that their remarks are You should see him putting the wrist 
Vicinity of Rosyth, where many naval inaudible lock on a burglar. 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

III.— Thk Barrister's. 

The New Bailey was crowded with 
a gay and fashionable throng. It was a 
remarkable ease of shop-lifting. Aurora 
Delaine, 19, was charged with felon¬ 
iously stealing and conveying certain 
articles the property of the Universal 
Stores, to wit thirty-five yards of 
book muslin, ten pairs of gloves, a 
sponge, two gimlets, five jars of cold 
cream, a copy of the Clergy List, tlueo 
hat-guards, a mariner’s compass, a box 
of drawing-pins, an egg-breaker, six 
blouses, and a cabman’s whisllo. The 
theft had been proved by Albert Jobson, 
a shopwalker, who gavo evidence to 
the effect that be followed her through 
the different departments and saw her 
take the things mentioned in the 
indictment. * 

"Just a moment,” interrupted the 
Judge. " Who is defending the pris¬ 
oner?” 

Thero was an unexpected silence. 
Rupert Carleton, who had dropped idly 
into court, looked round in sudden ox- 
citoment. The poor girl had no counsel! 
What if lie—yes, he would seizo the 
chance t He stood up boldly. “ I am, 
my lord,” he said. 

• Rupert Carleton was still in the 
twenties, but he had been a briefless 
barrister for some years. Yet, though 
briefs would not come, he had been very- 
far from idle. He had stood for Parlia¬ 
ment in both tho Conservative and 
Liberal interests (not to mention his 
own), he had written half-a-dozen un¬ 
reduced plays, and he was engaged to 
o married. But success in his own 
profession had been delayed. Now at 
last was his opportunity. 

He pulled his wig down firmly over 
his ears, took out a pair of pince-nez 
and rose to cross-examine. 11 was the 
cross-examination which was to mako 
him famous, and is now given as a 
modol in every legal text-book. 

"Mr. Jobson,” he began suavely, 
“you say that you saw the accused 
steal these various articles, and that 
they were afterwards found upon her ? ” 
“ Yos.” 

“ I put it to you," said Rupert, and 
waited intently for the answer, "that 
that is a pure invention on your part ? ” 
"No." 

With a superhuman effort Rupert 
hid his disappointment. Unexpected 
as the answer was, he preserved his 
impassivity. 

“I suggest,” be tried again, "that 
you followed her about and concealed 
this .collection of things in her cloak with 
a view to advertising your winter sale?" 
" No, I'sa^r her steal them.” 

Rup$rt frowned; the man seemed 


impervious to the simplest suggestion! 
With masterly decision he tapped bis 
pince-nez and fell back upon his third 
lino of defence. “You saw her steal 
them ? What you mean is that you 
saw her tako thorn from the different 
counters and put thorn in her bag? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“With tho intention of paying for 
them in tho ordinary way ? " 

“ No.” 

“Pleaso he very careful. You said 
in your evidence that prisoner, when 
told she would be charged, cried, ‘To 
think tiiat I should have come to this! 
Will no one save me?’ I suggest 
that she wont up to you witli her col¬ 
lection of purchases, pulled out her 
purse, and said, ‘ What does all this 
conic to ? I can't get anyone to serve 
me.’ ” 

"No." 

The obstinacy of some people! 
Rupert put back his pince-nez in his 
pocket and brought out another pair. 
The historic cross-examination con¬ 
tinued. 

" We will let that, pass for tho 
moment,” ho said. Ho consulted a 
sheet of paper and then looked sternly 
at Mr. Jobson. “Mr. Jobson, how 
many times have you been married? ” 

“ Onco." 

“ Quito so." Ho hesitated and then 
decided to risk it. “1 suggost that your 
wife left you ? ’’ 

“ Yes." 

It was a long shot, but onco again 
the bold eourso bad paid, ltuport 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

“Will you tell the gentlemen of tho 
jury,” bo Raid with deadly politeness, 
"u'liy she loft you?" 

" She died." 

A lesser man might ltavo been em¬ 
barrassed, but Rupert’s iron nervo did 
not fail him. 

“ Exactly! ” be said. “ And was that 
or was that not on the night when 
you were turned out of the Hampstead 
Parliament for intoxication ? ” 

“ 1 never was.” 

“ Indeed ? Will you cast your mind 
back to the night of April 24th, 1897 ? 
What were you doing on that night? ” 
“I have no idea,” said Jobson, after 
casting his mind back and waiting in 
vain for some result. 

“ In that case you cannot swear that 
you were not being turned out of the 

Hampstead Parliament-* 

“ But I never belonged to it." 

Rupert leaped at the damaging ad¬ 
mission, 

“ What ? You told the Court that 
you lived at Hampstead, and yet you 
Bay that you never belonged to the 
Hampstead Parliament? l& lhat your 
idea of patriotism?” 


“ I said I lived at Haokney." 

“To the Hackney Parliament, I 
should say. I am suggesting that you 
were turned out of tho Hackney Parlia¬ 
ment for——” 

“ I don’t belong to that either." 

"Exactly!" said Rupert triumph¬ 
antly. "Having boon turned out 
for intoxication?” 

“ And never did belong.” 

" Indeed? May I take it then that you 
prefer to spend your evenings in tho 
public-house?" 

“ If you want to know,” said Jobson 
angrily, “I belong to the Hackney 
Chess Circle, and that takes up most 
of my evenings." 

•Rupert gavo a sigli of satisfaction and 
turned to the jury. 

“ At last, gentlemen, we have got it. 
I thought we should arrive at the truth 
in the end, in spite of Mr. Jobson’s 
prevarications.” Ho tui-nod to the wit¬ 
ness. “ Now, Sir,” he said sternly," you 
havo already told the Court £hat you 
have no idea what you were doing on 
the night of April 24th, 1807. I put it 
to you once more that this blankness 
of memory is duo to tho fact that you 
weW in a state of intoxication on tho 
premises of the Hackney Chess Circle. 
Can you swoar on your oath that this 
is not so ? ” 

A murmur of admiration for the 
relentless way in which tho truth had 
been tracked down ran through the 
court. Rupert drew himself up and 
put on both paire of pince-nez at once. 

“ Como, Sir! ” ho said, “ the jury 
is waiting.” 

But it was not Albert Jobson who 
answered. It was the counsel'for the 
prosecution. " My lord,” he said.getting 
up slowly, “ this lias come as a com¬ 
plete surpriso to mo. In the circum¬ 
stances 1 must advise my clients to 
withdraw from the case.” 

".A very proper decision," said his 
lordship, " The prisoner is discharged 
without a slain on her character.” 

Briefs poured in upon Rupert next 
day, and ho was engaged for all the 
big Chancery cases. Within a week 
his six plays were accepted, and within 
a fortnight lie had entered Parliament 
as the miners’ Member for Coalville. 
His marriage took place at the end of 
a month. The wedding presents were 
even more numerous and costly than 
usual, and included thirty-five yards 
of liook muslin, ten pairs of gloves, a 
sponge, two gimlets, five jare of cold 
cream, a copy of the Clergy List, three 
hat guards, a mariner's compass, a 
box of drawing pins, an egg-breaker, 
six blouses, and a cabman’s whistle. 
They were marked quite simply,,',‘ From 
a gratefuh friend." A. A. M, 
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UNREST IN THE NEAR EAST. 

Look 'luf, Li/i Mum*, i>n> vor s.w »s I i> imitiu d hif i \nnfp. tor low 4 ' 

‘NoTHIMv Ol HIE KINO* Wor i SAID M\s An I’o 'VIF F01NH IT II YOl ’AON’r 'Ll I'to Ml 111 100 K 101. II 


THE PEACOCK. 

A Jam mlt she Apologir 

The peacock is a gorgeous fowl, 

Far more resplendent than the owl, 
Who, gazing on the peacock's tail, 
With envy suddenly turns pale. 

I also, when I see him stalk 
Along some stately terrace walk, 
Admiro his iridescent hue t , 
And share the owlish point of \ icw 

Tlis radiant plumes my eyes rejoice, 
But, if he should uplift his voico, 
Scared by his vile falsetto squeals, 

1 take instantcr to my heels. 

Now there are human peacocks too, 

A highly decorative crew, 

Distinguished by their "mighty pons” 
From common barndoor cooks and hens. 

And When the human peaeoek's shriek 
Id only heard but once a week 
Hie sue days' rest that comes between 
Restores us to a mood serene. 

%A, whoa the bird elects to preach 
1 q his inflammatory screech 
lift merely on one Say but seven, 

It makes Hades if a Heaven, 


His predecessors plied the pen 
Of gentlomon for gentlomeu, 

Now other tunes bring othor ways, 

And poTcocks pontify to jay s. 

ALPINE GAMES. 

NEVER WIND THK WEATHER"' 
Winter Sport in Any Case! 

Visit the En’ Toi't Cas Hydropathic m 
the Bernoso Oberlaud. 

The Home of tho Alternative! 

T'-hi/iaphi< iihlriii 
'‘Suixtitutr," Bnitzeilaiid 

No moii' wasted days through ram 
and thaw! 

Always something going on! 

BOB-SLEIGH IX< i ON WHEELS 1 
Colossal New Sensation. Tho Poetry 
of Motion. Rubber Tyres. Westing- 
house Brakes. Landaulette Body in 
case of rain. 

ROLLERSKATING IN THE BALL 
ROOM I 

UNDERGROUND CURLING! 

The Bonspiel in the Basement. 
Bisks accelerated daily with Soap. 


Tin Ol’R SPECIAL SKI JUMP l’ROM 
THE SECOND STOREY* 

Tuko oft fiom Beoswaxod Balcony. 
No iisk whatever. Enormous supply j 
of lltal Saudint! 

TOIIOI.\NNING ON THE STAIRS' 

I'p by the Lift and down on a 
Tea-Tray! 

, Howls of Laughter! 

Coincis hankod with mattresses! 

No dangci wbqjeyoi! 

Elkcibio Timing! 

(The Wmnci of List yeai’s Grand National 
at Diwt/niites: "The Cresta is child's play 
to it The List flight pest the Boot Hall gave 
me the tlmll of my lire * ’’) 

NEVER MIND THE WEATHER* 
Winter Sport in Spite of Everything. 

The En Tout Cas Ilydropatliio ! 

“Di. and Mis. Wiggins tamo togethci, the 
Litter m pink with brown marabout edging* 
and* eameleon at tho coisage." 

Hi njhtim an t Hare A'ix iWy. 

The beauty of wealing one of these 
little fellows is that, unlike dormice, 
they fit in with practically any oolorn* 
scheme. , 
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THE TWOPENHT PIERPONT 

.i^wnuHw. shaken. Here’s a piece of a paving- Trade. Now here you set Henry 

Hjs met, me at the door and led me stone from Christ’s Hospital,’’ Tuck’s autograph and at the same 

through the living-room to a room I drew his attention to the pictures, time something that once belonged to 
behind the kitchen. -Here’s the col- -Plenty of pictures,", he said. Mr.Towle, the great Midland Railway 
lection,", he said. "This is where I "What’s a collector without pictures? manager. 8 y 

‘house’it, as we say.’’ Look at the Saltings at the National " I have some valuable autographs 

I looked round. Every inch of the Gallery. Mine are all from the port- too," he said. "They’re easily got 
wall ^as occupied either by a picture, folios outside tho print shops. Every You just write a polite admiring letter 
or by shelves on which were hundreds one by hand. Here's a wonderful bit and enclose a stamped envelope Two- 
of miscellaneous articles. Others were of black-and-white—a drawing for pence only. These drawers "are all 
on tables or in drawers. Funny Scraplings, 1 should guess, full full, and all classified. Divines: 

•“It s like this,’ he said. "I ve of humour and character. Look at Rev. J. Campbell, Dean Inge and so 
always been a bit of a kernoozer, as the way he ‘s drawn that drunken man. forth; Statesmen • Will Thorne and 
you call it, but I haven’t had the And signed too: ‘Wal Smithers.’ Hennikeb Heaton; Cricketers: Joe 
means to gratify the taste. But when They’re all signed. This one, a friend Vine, Albert Trott; Scientists: 




the children wore-- 

five bob a week can do. 

Here, for instance, what „l v *’ Doctm - 1 ST,U ' 00 * TUAT AWKUL rAIN 

do you think of this ? " “ 0ES ,T ,,U “ T T0U 1 

and he held up a tiny : ,T u,VE,i , A ™ 5 

coin. "The Lord'■ - you Ml,s ™ T VKm ” * an% 1 

Prayer on a threepenny-bit. That cost of mine holds, is a Phil May. What 

me a bob. Not vory valuable, you say, do you think ? ” 

now. Granted. But what about' it I said I was no judgo. 


■ R i‘I I 

Fuccy. ‘‘Yus, Doctor, I will oot that awful tain 1 ’* 

Doctur . “Does it hurt you much I” 

Xawy. “Yus ; it hives a awful twisoe every time I twist.' 
Doctor. “But you mustn’t twist.” JVhrry. "I don’t/" 


Eustace Miles, Mr. 
San now, and so on; 
and hundreds of these, 
and only two-pence 
each. 

“Then I've a largo 
collection of picture- 
postcard portraits 
signed. They cost 
threepcnco — a penny 
for the card, a penny 
for the lotter of request, 
and a penny for the 
stamped envolope; but 
it'svaluol Actors and 
actresses chiefly, but a 
few athletes. The most 
popular people, too. 
Here, I pick them 
at random: Phyllis 
Dare, right away; 
Marie Studholme; 
Georof. Graves. 
That’ll be something 
for my widow and chip 
dren, won't it? ” 

"But haven’t you 
anything heautiful ? ” I 
asked. "Is it all merely 


HUIU » ----:___I cur j 0 yg J »» 

Prayer on a threepenny-bit. That cost of mine holds, is a Phil May. What Well. I think historical interest and 

™ a b n b ' S3 V °n y y , 0U ? ay ’ do r you , tbmk , uniqueness come first," he said; « but 

S . 7 hati , about L lfc I said I was no judge. I have a few fine things. Chiefly 

iT-"! tlD !f’l h ~! Then ■ ‘‘ Bo ’ he said -': lfc ’ s a flit, judging pottery. Look at those ginger jars 
everyone s a natheist and there s no is. Some people haven t any kind of Rich oriental bluo, if you like. There's 
morethreepenmes? We collectors have instinct, and others are chock-full of it. a nice row of mugs, all marked ‘A? 

to look at the future. It s like a sixth sense, I always say." present from-’somewhere. For 

Here s another thing—tlie very I asked him what the books were on lovely coloured-glass effects you won’t 

,»■»«—• «»•««. „ k „ „ boat thwemarbles in a liurr/° Beauty 

a halfpenny, but it will be a treasure “ All unique, he said., " Every one. —plenty of it I ” 7 7 

"iw. 1 *!? Tn 51 ! AU pr 4 f enUti T on u C( f es ', 1 don,<! buy His wife joined us at this moment. 
Daily Mail. Here s tho last Lord any others. I hunt in the penny and »I ’ ra last showing thiR sentlaman 
Mavor s Show nrmtrammn Raailv -linnmf KavAO /ai* ♦ h nm DaaI i I • II i ■ « ^ ^ 


Daily Mail. Here’s the last Lord any others. I hunt in the penny and "I’m just showing tiiis gentleman 
Mayor s Show programme. Easily got, two-penny boxes for them. Poetry my things'" ho said ^ 
but not easily kept. That’s tho thing chiefly, all signed by tho pools. That’s » Ob that rubbish " said she 
—preserving them. That’s where one tho real value. Here, for instnnoo, ’ 1 

man differs from another. ‘With best wishes from Eliza Pollard.’ *<ti • » • 7w i » v 

" Here’s a horse-’bus ticket I got on Thatwritten bn tho fly-leaf. Then i„ g Soft d«h to om or tw^tt 
tne last day of the horse - bus from you turn on and find the title-page: than the worlds —Japan Time* 
Piccadilly Circus to the Elephant. ‘Pious Musincs, by Eliza Pollard.’ That’s very nice of him. When he 
Here s a syap of iron from Newgate That makes it interesting. The poet’s has finished with the sprint he might 
prison. Whenever anything is being own hand. Sometimes one gets a put a foot or two on to the high jump 

nilHAii HAuirt T /va(> a vaL'a ahJ IaU.1 _„a 1!1._ n • . m 4 i 0 4 C 
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| A MAifTER OF BLAZONRY. 

i WHltST moodily contemplating the 
walla of my new office and brooding 
upon the dearth of clients, I conooived 
the Idea of putting up tho shields of 
my University and my College. 

Their presence would suggest an 
air of unremitting application to toil 
and honour. No thinking beholder, I 
reflected, could gaze on those triumphs 
of tho heraldic painter’s art without 
being seized with an instant resolve 
to throw his legal affairs unreservedly 
into my hands and leavo them there 
indefinitely. 

It was within tho scope of a trifling 
outlay to inspire those just and noble 
sentiments. I took up my hat and 
went out. i 

“In tho first placo," 1 said to (he! 
young woman in the Fuucy (loodsi 
department, “ I want gale «, on a cross j 
ermine, between four lions passant 
guardant, or, a liiblc lying fexsways of 
the field, clasped and garnished of the 
third, the clasps in base, i might! 
mention,” I added, observing an uneasy! 
j look upon her face, “ that though they 
avo really lions they don't look liko it 
except for their manes and long wavy 
tails.” 

Sho appoarod relieved. 

“ Yes, Sir - if you ’ll kindly step into 
tho next department." 

In stepping there 1 must have lost 
my way. I was just moving off in j 
despair to a neighbouring glass toj 
compile an accurato description for! 
tho Lost Property Office, whon a relief | 
party organised itself at my elbow. j 

“I bog your pardon,” I inquired of! 
her with bitter irony, "but do you! 
happen to have a map about you? " 

“Maps, Sir? Yes, Sir, fourth floor, 
third department on the light.” 

There you are; that shows how 
miserably I am misunderstood. 

I wandered about a bit until 1 way¬ 
laid another young person, to whom I 
formulated my wishes. Sho behaved 
splendidly. I expect one of her an¬ 
cestors had been something in the 
lion-taming line. We traversed many 
departments,chatting pleasantly during 
the journey. After twenty minutes or 
so we arrived at some kind of a desti¬ 
nation. 

“Miss Jonkins, forward!” called my 
fellow-traveller. 

Looking: dispassionately at Miss 
Jenkins, I shouldn't have thought it of 
her, but it was none of my businoss, 
and I proceeded to acquaint her with 
the nature of my requirements. 

! FYes, Sir. Four, I think you said. 
Will- you step this way ? " 

iny teeth, turned up my coat 
«$|nr and stepped, forth, resolutely 



Ae, il Mnd ! u <. ‘-Axa what’s ai.i. ltii- um 
TEI.I, ME TIIEV WEEK AM, IX Al'SfKAU.Y !" 


-aj x \ 


i: m:win audit the Y.M.C.C. ? Diiin't you 


keeping close behind her. We threaded 
our way through a kind of primeval 
jpngle, when sho suddenly stoppod. 
“This,” she said, “is our now Nurni- 
dian man-eater.” j 

1 found myself confronted with a 
yellow monster of singular personality.! 
lie appeared to bo endowed with 
mechanism permitting internal accom¬ 
modation for children up to ten years 
of age. ! 

I was about to point out that T was 
looking for something on a slightly 
smaller scale when sho beckoned to a 
small hoy seated on tho back of a 
crocodile. 

“He will show you how it works,” 
she explained. 

With an alaevity boin of, practice 
he disappeared head foremost into the 
monster's interior, whereupon its eyes 
began to roll and its tail to wave in a 
manner indicative of repletion. 


“I hope he will he ahlo to find his 
way out again," I said anxiously. 

1 was relieved to sec him deposited 
on the floor through a trap door in tho 
monster’s belly and return apparently 
undigested to his crocodile. 

Tin lady took up her order-book. 

" Where shall I send them to ? ” she 
inquired, looking up at me. 

Littlo did she know tho man she 
had to deal with. I should ho the last 
on earth to be bounced into that sort 
of thing by a mere girl. 

“ I find after all I shall only require 
one of them,” I replied firmly, “ and if 
you send any more I shall bo obliged 
to refuse delivery.” 

If you should happen to call and 
find tho Numidian in a state of eruption, 
please accept this (the only) intonation. 
that the office boy is probably inside. 
I thought I ought to tell you. 
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THE WITCH-PUNT. 

* ' 

(Thoughts on trying a certain cigar.) 

Thou dreadful weed, Corona y Doloros, 

. Thou weed from whom all sins and sorrows bud, 
Thou weed that makst me wonder where the door is, 
Thou weed that 1 should trample in tho mud, 

* Only I want thee -twisted by tho Furies 
And sealed with blood. 

I shall not smoke thee longer, but, by Pluto, 

I have somo work for thee, strange herb, at whom 
All lips aro pursed with horror to a mute "Oh! " 

All nostrils sickenod—1 shall re illume 
(Banging it out just now against my boot-too) 

Thy baleful bloom. 

Deep in somo hollow was the poison-thicket 
That reared thy spotted leaf in alien clinics; 

The vulture flew above and could not stick it, 

But croakod repentant of his various crimes; 

Yes, I shall keep thee--thou art just the ticket 
For certain times: 

Times when in some small rostani ant I dally 
Over the Munich beor, and hid the cloud 
Of fragrant incense from my pipe-bowl sally, 

And somo dashed waiter hurries through the crowd 
To say that pipes (good ghost of Walter Raleigh !) 
Are not allowed. 

Then I shall take thee forth and light thee slowly, 

And stir the puissance of thy sleeping heart, 

Thou stronger much than wolf’s-bano or than inoly, 
Thou deadlier than uightshado; then shall start 
One good green whiff, and they shall learn tho holy 
Horror thou art. 

And straightway in that Stygian wave's immersion 
There shall be cries of women dolorous, 

And going to and fro and loud excursion, 

And pouring forth of prayers and fearful fuss 
(Very much like the Covent Garden version 
Of (Kdipm ); 

■And crawling to mo now, no moro indignant, 

The manager shall say, “ Our sins are ripe; 

We never dreamed of odours so malignant; 

Release us, gentle stranger, from their gripe; 
Descendant of the Bokgias, be benignant 

And smoke your pipo.” Evoe 


AUTHER AND ALFRED. 

At half-past five a stillness so perfect as to be startling 
brooded over the library. At this hour it is not unusual 
for three girls (to say nothing of a boy) to be let loose on 
the world, which means that thoy gravitate irresistibly to 
the library and to me. To-day, however, they wero else¬ 
where, and tho consequent peace was so inviting and 
pleasant that the sordid idea of devoting it to purposes of 
work was excluded. An armchair before the fire, an easy 
book—that, obviously, was the way to use this heaven-sent 
opportunity. I sank luxuriously into the one and took 
up the other, and made the situation complete with a 
cigarette. 

At this moment there came a sound of plump and slippered 
little feet advancing cautiously along the passage; the door. 


after a preliminary struggle with the handle, was gently 
opened, and John’s curly head peeped round it. 

“ Halloa I ” said I. 

“ I’m a messager,” said be. 

."Oh, you’re a messenger, are you? What’s your 
message?" 

“ To cut this pencil. Peggy broko it." 

I began to cut it and continued the conversation. 

“ Whoso messenger are you ? ” 

" The girlses messager. They ’re wvitin’.” 

" What’s Helen writing ? ” 

" A diry.” 

" What 'h Rosie writing ? ’’ 

" Poitry.” 

“ And what's Peggy writing ? ” 

" A theeter." 

" Olio," said I," literature and the drama. That's what’s 
keeping thorn away, is it ? But don’t you let them order 
you about too much. Wo must stand togothor, you know, 
wo men.” 

“! ’m not ‘wo men’ to-day,” said John, thus indicating 
that our alliance was at an end. “ I’m tho girlses messager," 
and, tho pencil being now duly cut nnd pointed, he departed 
on his tip-toes noiselossly and with great deliberation, 
having evidently persuaded himself that mystery was tho 
chief characteristic of tho perfect messenger. 

Tbero was another half-hour of quiet, and then with a 
rush tho whole party of bluo-stockings, headed by their 
excitod Mercury, hurst in upon mo. 

"Helen,” 1 said, “ is your diary finished?" 

" Yes, every word of it; but you mustn’t read it, because 
diaries aro secret." 

“ Then,” said I, “ Rosie will show me her poetry. Poetry's 
meant to be read.” 

But Rosie excused herself. Her metro, she said, had 
bothered her; some of the lines had got too long, and others 
seemed to bo too short. Besides, there were one or two 
rhymos that she must think over again. In tho meantime 
tho poem must also he treated as secret. 

“ But," she added, “Peggy’s finished her play, and wo all 
want you to road it. Wo’ro going to act it in the nursery 
to-morrow.” 

Thoreupon Peggy, with all tho nonchalance of a hardenod 
dramatist, pressed a sheet of foolscap into my bauds and 
retired to the sofa. Tho rest grouped themselves about her; 
and this is what I read to the gathering. I merely pre¬ 
mise that in transcribing I havo separated the speeches, 
and that the brackets and the italics are not Peggy’s but 
mine:— ... 

AUTHER AND ALFRED. 

Ccan 1. 

The Untruth. 

Julet (handing Anther a sword). Hero take this Author 
and remember mo. 

Anther (puting his am round her). Ar maiden I would 
not forget the. 

[Auther goes out of the room and Juleet hides her face 
in her hands and crys Alfred comes in leeving an 
army outside the door. 

Alfred. Tell me wer Auther has gon. 

Julet. No I shall not. 

Alfred. If you do not tell ile kill you. 

Julet (telling the untruth). Oh—he has gon by the —— 
high road. 

[Alfred goes out of the room and he and hie men 
inarch on. 

Julet, Ha ha ha ive got him this time he wont flnd hkn 
bec&us he isent going that way. ! 
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MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

Acturoi.A jeotuiuxo the Ancient Britons on the advantages of Roman civilisation. 


Cean 2. 

Ai.fred’s Death. 

[Alfred comes in very quirlly his hand on the lull of 
his sicord. 

Alfred. If 1 kill Auther the peple of England will make 
me king, 

[When he turns round lie sees Auther riming towards 
him sword in hand they wave their hats in the air 
and then begin to fight. . 

Alfred, lie kill him this timo. 

Author. Oh will you. 

Alfred. Ah I nealy got you that time ou ou ou. 

[Auther puts his sword thru Alfreds body and he falls 
down half dead once more he trys to rais himself 
and kill Ayther but once more Auther runs his 
sword thru him. 

Cean 3. 

Home Again. 

Julet ( supriesed ). Why aro you back so quick. 

Anther. Ar I thought better of it and 1 don’t liko 
Prance much. 

Julet. Have you had any Adventures or figts. 

Auther. Yes ive kild sombody, 

Julet. Oh who do tell me. 

Auther (slowly). It is—Alfred. 

Julet ( flinging herself into Auther's arms). Oh Auther 
I’m so glad now m as save, 

Aviher. We at we ar WB AE. 


The Carton Corns Down. 

The first peifomianco is fixod for to-morrow at 5.45, 
There aro still a few stalls left. Will vou come? 


GET AWAY ON. 

Twinkling sterns among the gorse— 

(Oh! lie's there aU right. They saw him go in this 
morning!) 

Eager rider, fretting borec— 

Down at the corner a red coat lias shorn?. * 

“ Ger away on to him ! Gar’r’r away on! ” 

What a rush to snatch a start! 

(Go on, Sir, go on 1 After you! 1 lurry up 1) 

Pick your panel and steel your heart! 

Plenty of room for us all anon. 

“ Ger away on to him! Gar'r’r away on I ” 

See 'em pour across the wall 1 
(Steady, now, steady! Oh, please give’em a chanco!) . 
Look 1 A sheet would cover 'em alt 1 
Hark! The glad horn that tells ho is gone! 

“ tier away on to him 1 Gar’r’r away on 1 ” 

See ’em wheel like driven birds! 

(Gently, there, gently 1 say 1 Now ride and be hanged!) 

Music 1 and no need for words If < 

Catch up his head on the grass and begone! 

“Geraway on to, him! GarYr away on I" 
























KMusiutJk Youth ifr!u ; i k.wa<t» dit.rivlfoj » wWt\ “Giianh i««:< ! ISkst I’ve km:u seen! They i> uc.vr Jvntw.! 


\ EVIDENCE. 

I My frieml Kerslake lias a case in 
i King's Bench, Court C.I., to-morrow, 

! and ho thinks he will probably win. 
What is moro, ho will tell you why. 

" It is all about selling rubber plunta- 
j tions," ho said to me, “and, as you 
might expect, there is not too much 
honesty on either side. My man is the 
defendant and a knave, but, the plaintiff 
is a worse knave, so my man ought to 
pull it off. It is really for the judge 
and jury to make up their minds, 
between them, which is the belter of 
a bad two. My man has, at any rate, 
been actually cavghl stealing rublicr 
off one of the plantations ho bad sold. 
Therefore, 1 think bo ought to get home 
all right." 

“Oh, indeed!" I said non-commit¬ 
tally, for I did not quite appreciate the 
«therefore.” But Kerslake explained. 

“ It shows," lie said, in his forensic 
manner, “ that my man did anyhow sell 
one plantation with some rubber on it." 

" The report [of the Indian Xursing Associa¬ 
tion] includes * portrait of Lady Hirdinge, 
prepared by t!b Survey Department. PUntcr, 
Onetikes to see even these little things 
doneona Viceregal scale. ' 


TO A BATHING MACHINE. 

Oil desolate abode and damp, 

In frigid isolation pining! 

Round whom impatient crowds would 
camp 

When hot September suns wero 
shining; 

How scant the gratitude they show! 
They think of you almost with 
loathing, 

In whom a few brief months ago 
They put their trust and all their 
clothing. 

You may not charm the artistic eye 
(Perhaps with tears of shame you 
. dim it), 

But I am not of those who cry 
“ That beastly thing's about the 
limit!" 

Why scoff at one whose podigreo 
To earth's remotest epoch reaches, 

Whoso changeless form must ever 
he 

Indigenous to,British beaches? 

Though others viewed with discon¬ 
tent 4 

The simple shelter you afforded, 

I never grudged your modest rent 
Nor deemod ihy patience unre- , 
warded; 


Though you wero bleak and hare inside 
How could I timl your gloom de¬ 
pressing, 

When minstrels with each othor vied 
To cheer the tedium of dressing? 

'Twas then the nigger week by woek 
Would gaily trip the ‘light fantastic,' 
The Teuton bandsman's florid cheek 
Stretched, as he blew, like strong 
elastic; 

And from your port-hole I could spy 
Such sights in half-a-dozen places, 
The while I wrestled with my tie 
Or got the better of my braces. 

And shall I thouglitlossly forget 
Those happy hours wo spent to¬ 
gether, 

Or be unmindful of the debt 
Of other days and other weather ? 

Ah no! though all should heartless 
seom,. 

One voice at least a protest raises, 
And, thankful for the humblest theme, 
This minor poet pens your praises. 

“The Cook Tftvero awakens an old memory. 
Here Tennyson frequently diued and was served 
by the waiter that inspired that poem of hia 
‘0 pump-head waited at the. Cock. 1 

tYest AitttrMn, 

Wiiy was hecalled “purap-head”?; 
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THE “PUPPY HUG,” THE “PARISH PUMP” AND “CRABBING THE CRAB” 

Can anyone explain how it is that ordinarily inoltcusivo young Englishmen, when they dance, suddenly develop tho spasmodic aulo- 
nintism of the coloured Ooon eomhincd with the suppressed fury of the Paris Apache ? 

How lunch longer, may we ash, arc our daughteis and sisters to ho trundled about like wardrobes, their arms worked ineessautly like 
the parish pump, made to slide about sideways liko ungainly crustaceans, and submitted to " Jimmj Jlmja ” and other exotio abaminn- 
tions, which make them look as supremely foolish and vulgar as they can be matte to look ? (Wo hesitato to ask why girls permit it, lest 
the terrible answer should come llml they like it. That we refuse to listen to.) If it ui>ut continue, for goodness’ sake don’t let us call it 
dancing ; let 'b have Isolation Camps for them, and be done with it 


THE SLEUTH STALK. 

The Slouth Stalk is a dance, or 
rather a terpsichorcan gymnastic. 

I am the Sleuth Stalker. 

I am th j Pet of the Ball-room. 

" Pet,” I said; not “ Pest." 

I am something later than the Boston, 
the Half-time Boston, the Dot-and- 
Carry-Ono Boston, tho Bqgie Walk, 
the Turkey Trot, the Chicken Crawl, 
the Milwaukee Move-Along-Pleaso and 
the Monkey Scramble. 

When I enter the dancing-room, 
all the ladies’ eyes turn on me. Blue 
eyes, grey eyes, brown eyes, wicked 
black eyes and heather mixture eyas, 
all look to me appealingly. I do not 
ask the pleasure of a dance. I confer 
the honour of a Slouth Stalk. 

I am It. 

When I dance, my back bends, my 
arms protrude, my oyes glaze and my 
cheek, rubbing against that of my 
partner, produces a sound as of sand¬ 
piper. Sometimes my feet are in a 
burry, sometimes they are uncompro¬ 
misingly still. I do not look where I 
am going because I do not know. 
1 do not merely disregard the time and 


tho beat of the music; I openly defy away from it. If, in spite of your 
them. My dancing is audacious, un- efforts, you got mixed up with it, you 
orthodox, ineffable and wholly unscru- insisted on forgetting it as soon as you 
pulous. And so it succeeds. It is could. It was the beat I could do, but 
strange, gtotesque, weird, terrilio, awe- it was neither successful nor popular, 
inspiring and monstrous. My Waltz was a bad Waltz. T was 

But it is not now. credibly informed that it was a very 

They all thiuk it is new, but it is not. bad Waltz. 

I have been dancing it for years and But it is a startling success as a 
years and yoars, unnoticed or, if noticed, Sleuth Stalk. 

avoided. It was only when 1 called it . . . -f 

the Sleuth Stalk, to give it an air of Commercial Candour, 

novelty, that it caught on. To achievo “Von will find the shop with a stock that 
in the ball-room of to-day, your per- "in uprise you IthasWn therosiiico lsar.'’ 

formanco must not only bo hideous, it ... 

must also be novel. I have achieved, 11,0 clearantm sale will really lie a 
not by novelty but by an undetected K enmno affair this time, 
revival 

, , i ,, „ Another American Ineult. 

Do you remember an old, old danco , . .... . „ f 

„ j”, ... ., “Tho lecturer assigned for the course is Prof, 

called the Valse ! UllC Hannah, j|.A., of Cam bridge University. 

No ? In every respect he is a true Englishman, 

Do you remember an old, old danco especially in manner and arcent, but his brain 
ealleil the Waltz? » full «f knowledge of the subjects ho has 

No? Think again. Yes? It all comes 10 talk 


bock to you from the dun, forgotten, “Despite several cowling huugeatlielunoheon 
dully respectable past. interval was reached without further loss.” 

You remember the Waltz, but you The Kmting Hues. 

do not remember my Waltz. If you The wild beasts of the BuaflAre always 
were ever unlucky enough to get in the a source of danger to cricketers in 
same room as it, you tried to keep Australia. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘•The Pigeon." 

Up to Iho end of the Second Act I 
couldn't tell whether it was more the 
fault of the actors or of the author that 
I was enjoying myself so immensely. 
But in the Third Act theie was no 
question about the chiof responsibility, 1 
for the actors kept goiug on as woll as ' 
ever, yet the play came lather tamely J 
to an end that was no conclusion, sine" 
it loft things pretty much as they were 
at the start. With the memory of 
Mr. Galswobtuv’s J»s//ce still weighing 
heavily upon ns we had sat there 
through two delight!ul scenes in¬ 
credulously happy o\oi our luck in 
finding him in a mood of gaiety . 
touched, it is true, with pathos, but still 
gaiety. We had soon that charitable I 
artist, Wellwyn, the Pigeon of the soft | 
and downy breast, being plucked to 
heart’s content (his and tliens alike! by 
three no'er-do-wools -a di unken cab¬ 
man, a llovvor-giil of no repute, and a 
fascinalingalien vagabond w it h leanings 
to philosophy. (Tho unusual an ango- 
mont—very embarrassing lor sitting 
models—by which the l.ugo studio 
window, bare of blinds, gave to llio 
passer-by on unchecked vision of the 
interior, was, of course, a constant en¬ 
couragement to these inti ustons.) But 
as we watched their easy manoeuvres 
we kepi wondering, fiom moment tc 
moment, how soon we should havo to 
pay for our fuu by a serious homily on 
tho evils of indiscriminate charity. 
When in the Second Act Mr. Gvi.s- 
wobthy brought together a 1'iofessor 
of Economics and a Justice of the 
Peace, known to havo a lolently anta¬ 
gonistic views on social problems, wo 
clenched our teeth grimly to face the 
terrors of a full-dress debate on the 
Minority Report of tho Poor Law 
Commission; and when they were 
posted into a side room (oft), and the 
play wont on without them, we could 
hardly believe our good fortune. 

But we were not to escape in tho 
ond; and the Tlmd Act realised our 
worst fears. Curiously enough tho 
threatened diatriho against oiu present 
social system was put into tho mouth 
of tbo most light-heaited impostor of 
them all—tho alien vagabond. Do 
liverod with a foreign aecotit and 
incredible swiftness (for Mi. Dennis 
Eaihk was just as anxious as we wore 
to get it over), it loft mo a little be¬ 
wildered. But I vaguely gathered that 
tho machinery of our reformatory in¬ 
stitutions was lacking in tho huraau 
element; that it attempted to coop wild 
‘'creatures in a common cage, and 
generally made no allowance for the 
personafidiosyncracies of the individual. 


But sinoe the whole play had been an 
illustration of the other method, and 
the Pigeon's milk of human kindness, 
a beverage freely imbibed by this elo¬ 
quent vagabond, had been proved to 
contain no sort of recuperative qualities, 
it was cloar that the problem, as usual 
with Mr. Galsvvoethy, was left with¬ 
out solution. Certainly the epithet 
“ hopeless,” so freely conferred upon 
the Pigeon by his commonsenso 
daughter, and obv iously applicable also 
lo his piolfgts, seamed to serve equally 
well for Mr.G alsw obthy ’s own outlook. 
Indoed, if his seriousness hod not boon 
already firmly established, wo might 
have judged him, from the humour of 
this piny, to lie just a gentle-hearted 



relieved from tim 0 to time by a slow 
smile of sinister intelligence or a sudden 
burst of passion, gave a fearless in¬ 
terpretation of a character whose 
brooding savagery was presented by 
the author with an unsparing fidelity. 

A Constant Lover made a most 
attractive curtain-raiser, in which Mr. 
Eadie and Miss Gladys Cooper playod 
with a very natural ease. It contained 
several happy phrases that fell nicely 
into their right places—in particular, 
a definition of genius as an " infinite 
capacity for making other peoplo tako 
pains." Many of those who listened 
to this pleasant flow of dialogue must 
havo reflected sadly how good a friend 
tho theatre has lost by the too-caily 
fate of St. John IIankin. 0. S. 


Till'. TliOl'sKHS OF AT/TItl'lSM , 
oi, The Chanty that Ur">ni .it home quins 

Firmtil . Mi. IHnms F.um. 

Il'illmjii .Mi Wmiiuiui Kam. 

cjnic. Tho most irresponsible satiiist 
of human nature could hardly have 
tickled us more effectively than Mr. 
Gauswouthy does with his portrait of 
tho irredeemable cabman, or given a 
more piquant turn lo a familiar phrase 
than that which came so glibly from 
the vagaliond's lips when, after telling 
how tho flower-girl had adopted the 
life “ of joy,’’ he goos on to say that in 
the houso where they had tried to 
rufoim her by placing her in domostic 
sen ieo sho had “ got the footman into 
trouble." 

It would be difficult to praise too 
highly the remarkable pciformances of 
the wholo cast. The most difficult 
parts foil to Mr. Eadie and Miss Mvn- 
garet Morris. As^tho French vaga¬ 
bond the former was extraordinarily 
subtle in his suggestions both of race 
and tomporament. The latter, as the 
flower-girl, a picture of sombre stolidity 


THE DIARY OF A TWIN SOUL. 

“M.P.K.” and I have a voiv great 
deal in common. I hclicvo wo are 
twin souls, which is a very bountiful 
and comfoiting thought. I have never 
met “ M.l’.K." and there is no earthly 
reason to suppose 1 over shall, hut I 
have found his diary for last joar, and, 
us 1 havo said, ho and i havo a veiy 
great doal in common. 1 am going to 
think of him as Mont) - cleat old Monty, 
iny twin boul. 

The place in which I found dear old 
Monty's diary provod at tho outset tho 
affinity between us. I caught sight of 
it on the top ol a pillar at the end of 
somo railings (shoved back where the 
beginning ol a wall mado a little recess) 
as I was getting ott a motor-’bus, and 
I went over and reached up and got it. 
(Monty and 1 are alxmt tho same 
height) A funny place to put a diary, 
you will sav. True. But it provod 
that dear old Monty, like ui\ h d 
suffered tho difficulty of getting lid of 
diaries. Monty had beon through it, 
so to speak. Monty had wrestled with 
Uiq problem year after year. Monty 
had realised that nobody wants an old 
diary, spotless though it bo; that you 
cannot sell an old diary to the man 
who swindles you over your review' 
copies of uew books; and it is a pleasant 
feature of our character (Monty’s and 
mine) that wo cannot bring ourselves 
to bum a diary. 

Personally, I have given up the 
problem. 1 keep my diaries. 1 have 
got a complete, unbroken set dating 
from 1887. Ono of these days 1 dare¬ 
say they will be quite valuable—they 
will be advertised ns “ almost new,” 
“ each copy autograjphed by the author," 
Monty, however, is not such a keen 
book-oolleclor as I am. At the close 
of every year my dear old ohfim creeps 
out at nighkand gets rid of hit old di 
as he and 2 do good—by stefttyh. . > 
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It is a glorious thing to discover a 
twin soul quite unexpectedly. Prom 
that starting-point of finding that 
Monty hod infinite pains in settling 
what to do with his old diary—thence 
onwards, os I turned the pages, I think 
I have nover had a more moving ex¬ 
perience. 

It might have lwen my own book, 
so exactly does Monty's character run 
with mine. All the early pages, the 
absorbing pages bofore you come to 
the diary proper, the Preamble to the 
Bill, were filled in with the scrupulous 
care and attention to detail that be¬ 
speak a great mind firmly taking over 
the responsibilitios of a new duty. 
Watch No. —, Stores ticket No. —, Sea¬ 
son ticket No. —, tiiey wore all then.*. 
Weight, height, sizo in gloves, collar, 
hat—not an item was left blank. Bills 
to bo paid—I really don’t think Monty 
could liavo omitted a single one. I 
hope not, for Monty’s sake. 

1 toll you 1 was positively trembling 
in an ecstasy of friendship at its highest 
level as 1 finished those exquisitely 
compiled catalogues and turned to i 
“Jan. 1." | 

“Jan. I. Dull, hut fairer about lunch-' 
time, and then rainy again. Cold 
evening with some fog. Arose 7.591.! 
This year I am not going to put down ! 
any wild and stupid protestations of 
my determinations to keep a diary. I 
think 1 have done with that kind of 
thing I think I realise at last my own 
shortcomings. No, quito simply! here 
state my resolve to keep a daily 
check, however trifling, on my life 
throughout tho year. I shall try my 
host to make the record a full one; but 
I am not going to aim too high. I do 
not wish, at the close of the year, to be 
mocked by any great resolutions that 1 
have written here. No, just a brief 
note each day is all I shall aim at— 
Nulla dies sine Him. Of to day's 
doings I shall say nothing. I have 
made a good start, that is all. This, 
i the first entry, shall bo solely devoted to 
j the little hope and resolve it bears. 
Midnight is striking; when next J 
spring out of bed my first action 
will bo to record that I was lip at 
6.45.’’ 

I must confess that for a moment 
I had doubts of Monty as 1 finished 
that. It was just what I had written 
vearijr sjpee 1887; but it had a quiet 
depth of confidence and determination 
that Was a little quieter and a little 
deeper than anything I had reached. 
Tbounmanly thought arose that I hod 



uptake, in 'Monty—that he was 



ill it off—that we were not 

rj,dea«,<ijldipanl 




Jf'Ytl ufihr fin, l (nf/'/offf, to fiji’ir.Ci' [nutlsU i' i'/»: /'.*» ••I'ljif •' 
•SACKED THE OFFICE-ROY. I DON'T KNOW IF 1111’LL go, lUoUiH.' 


'.i jvi 1 a chat). 


\li JEST 


say about it, Monty did not appear to along talk about self-discipline, 
spring out of bed until Juno 23rd. No' ' ' 


mark, no blemish appears on the pages 
between .Tan. 1st and that date; and 
further, far from springing out of bed, 
he then appears to be just getting in 
again. Tko entry reads with the faint 
scratchiness that belongs to nothing 
on earth but a ball-room programme 
pencil, and reads 

“Atopping, topping dance. Kloveu 
with A. She wouldn’t have let mo keep 
her glove if slie didn't. Good night! ” 

Tho inexperienced diarist would have 
paused hero in shame to go on. Honour 
would have prevented his probing fur¬ 
ther into the romance that buret into 
thoso pages on June 23rd. I know 
Monty better. Passages vory similar 
are to bo fouud in my own diaries of 
’88, '90, '92-3-4 and 1900. They are 
invariably followed, moreover, by what 
I looked with confidence to find on 
Jane 24th—and found, 

<l Met A at lunch at the D's. I have 
been wasting my life up to now. But 
a new object hoe come into it. We had 


She 

thinks, us I liavo long thought, that 
smoking is an enervating vice. I am 
going to chuck it from to-night. Wo 
spoke about tho assistance to sclf- 
disciplinq of writing down in your 
diary the conquests over self that one 
has made. J shall do so henceforth. 
[ am going to turn over a new leaf.” 

Dear old Monty did better than that, 
lie turned over about 150 and left 
them all new and unstained. The next, 
and last, record is a note scrawled on 
Dee. 20th. 

*' Harem cigarettes—930 New Bond 
Street, 9s. 100.” 

Montv and I are twin souls. 


The Insurance Bi.T. 

](? is lumoured that Mr. Lloyd 
Gkokgk's “rare and refreshing fruit" 
is only Limejuico after all. 


“At half-vast live by urmugeiuoutYiue played 
fi-cc and stylish cricket,’’ 

Ireland fs Saturday Night, 

A rash thing to guarantee. 


























THE PACKING. 

“ Certainly not,” said Alfred, in 
reply to various well-meant offers of 
assistance from the family; “I much 
prefer to do it myself. Packing is one 
of thoso tilings that are perfectly easy 
if you work them on a proper system.” 

Alfred had been asked to a “ Cinder¬ 
ella and stay the woek-end" at the 
Willmotts’. He lias only recently put 
his hair up—or whatcvor it is men do 
to show that they can be invited to 
rown-up dances—and this was really 
is first invitation to go unchaperoned 
by the rest of us, and therefore some¬ 
thing of an event. 

11 The proper system,” he explained, 
about a week before the date of de- 
arture, “is to rehearse an imaginary 
ay, and put out everything you are 
likely to want, as you think of it." 
After several of these imaginary days, 
when Alfred’s room had assumed an 
appearance suggestive of something 
between a rummage sale and an 
eviction, it wtw asked him whether the 
system also included imaginary luggage, 
"because nothing in the house would 


hold more than half of theso things, let j 
alone your ono presentable suit-case! ” 

So tho last forty-eight hours were 
spent by Alfred in a severe sub-editing 
of the system, Even here, however, he 
showed himself intolerant of advice. 
“ Five dross-shirts for a week-end may 
appear absurd to girls," ho said wither- 
iugly, “ because you don't understand. 
Besides, they prevent the hair-wash 
from getting broken." 

Ono is bound to admit that when 
completed tho result really did look 
rather nice, Alfred’s pyjamas, in which 
he has a remarkably neat taste, im¬ 
parted a chic and olegance to tho top 
layer, which, it was generally felt, 
could not fail favourably to impress tho 
eye of a valet. Nothing appeared to 
have been forgotteh, even to two pairs 
of white gloves and a tin of superfluous 
shaving-cream. The fact that he was 
obliged to carry his sponge and tooth¬ 
brush in his overcoat pocket was ex¬ 
plained by the inventor as a foreseen 
result of the rehearsal system, which 
could easily be remedied by keeping 
duplicates of these articles. 

1 will say, too, that Alfred accepted 


our congratulations with a very be¬ 
coming modesty. “ It's just system," 
ho said, as he locked the perfected 
evidence of success. “ I don’t suppose 
T should bo any better at it than any¬ 
one else if I hadn't taken the trouble to 
think the mattor out." 

Tho actual departure was thus some- 
thing of a small triumph. As yvq waved 
our hands to Alfred’s retreating figure 
there was a general impression that 
tho cadet of the family had proved 
himself worthy of its best traditions. 
The journoy before him was a longish 
ono, and Alfred's mother had exacted 
a promise that he would wire news of 
his safe arrival. Under ordinary cir¬ 
cumstances she might have suggested 
a knotted handkerchief ns an aid to 
memory, but in face of tho system any 
such proposal was felt to be not only 
unneeded- but impertinent. " He 'll do 
it without that," we said. 

He did. The wire reached his family 
just as it was sitting down to dinner, 
and about half-an-hour after too de- 
arture of our last post. It was very 
rief. “All well," it said; “please 
send key of suit-case." • >•* 
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\ , rtllD oftftviwr ftccif j Agatha by name and charming as well 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. whom ho befriended in the Indian station where, his 

(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) regiment was quartered. And when he stepped aside a,od 

I have to thank Mr. Joseph Conrad for taking mo so let her become engaged to an officer in tha Qunners I Was 
• intimately into Ihb confidence, for the confidence was more weak enough to turn to the last page of the booh .-1 wanted 
than worth while and the taking was very pleasantly dono. to know the best or the worst at once, before tberegiment 
Some lieminiscences (Nash), if it defios analysis, makes and the Major and the Gunner moved on to South Africa 
| capital reading. I feel now as a listener might feel who, and the risks of the Boer War. I must not, of course, give 
. having been silent by choico during an hour or two’s yarn- away what I found out, especially as Major PeacockTios 
■ ing, is suddenly called upon to express an opinion. Bless more than one anxious moment in store for his readers. 

' my soul! I havo no opinion, except that I was vastly But I cau assure them that tho war-pictures are excellent, 

’ intrigued and quite oblivious of the passage of time during and do not striko one in the least as being belated, and that 
', the recital. The sensations, experiences and observations the na'ivo stylo of tho soldier-author adds much to the 
: of a much-troubled Pole, a beloved author and a certified naturalness of bis pleasant story. 

' master of the British Mercantile Marina were casually - 

; uttered as they cropped up. There was, I remember, some To tho small number of those authors who can write'a 
1 talk of Napoleon and tho Russian Umpire, and a vivid readable school-story must now bo added tha name of Mr. 
I account of how a novel eomc 3 into being. Beyond that, E. W. Hobnuno, whoso Fathers of Mm (Smith, Eldeb) 
I can only say -that I spent a delightful evening in the strikes mo as a more than creditable attempt at a notoriously 
very best company, and received a cold shock when the difficult task. One of the most obvious difficulties is the 
- reminiscences suddenly — - - -— -- - —-evolution of a new 

; to bed. I tako it that ' - ^ • 'j£****i S. “ eilimn ; ^is Mr.IIoa- 

I intosh. ‘ Turhct, Sir,’ **— lie is pitchforked; iJl| 




' said the waiter in an 0xr - ,,WfXTI0N ' 10 Ta,U1 ' 1 ' 1!ei orm 15 TI,AT TU1! ^'' Gl;uxo iciness, which tho san)0 80 trool that 

|_, , _ . ,, IT W0U1.0 NATUKAUY REVIVE, WOIII.I) BE GKRAT1.Y llAMrKKRD BY THU SAD CUAXGH , . r. ' - ..JT,; 

I explanatory voice. WI |„-„ has takes place in tub sjirciiLKas’otn dausts. holds Fva % UeteftlU , 

I And hotel turbot has 1 -tho son. of ' hts,- late 

j never been so nicely summed up. But thou, Mr. Babby employer. It is a beginning rich in promise, which is to 
; Pain always had a genius for stripping pretenders bare of a very largo extent, if not wholly, fulfilled. Jan , with his 
j their pretence and displaying them as they really are. uncouthness, his mingling of diverse hereditary instincts 
I His latest volume, Stories in Grey (Webneb Jjaukik), does and his devotion to the handsome but worthless “Mas 
\ not show him at his best, for ho can do better things than Evan ," is a finejind carqfully-studied figure. Perhaps it is 
tho magazine story; but it contains characteristic (ouches all a little too obviously dono from the outside. I do not 
of observation and humour which make it acceptable, feel that the porsonages of the tale reveal themselves, as, 
There are included one or two tales of the supernatural; for example, the boys of Mr. Desmond Coke do. Mr. 
but whenever I read Mr. Pain in this manner 1 wish that Hobnung has sympathy and observation ; but from the 
I could read the othor Mr. Pain's diagnosis of him. He could first chapter, when the house-master discourses cleverly 
expose tho charlatanry of the supernatural story with deadly and pleasantly about the new pupils, I was conscious that - 
effect. Stories in Grey will hardly add to a reputation as tho author would rather have stayed chatting with him 
I high as the author's, but I must coufess that it gave me a over a pipe than been forced to ruffle it in study and dor- 


good deal of enjoyment. 

The jingly title of Major 1<\ M. Peacock’s When the War 
is o’er (Longmans) dates back to tho days when waltzing 
was waltzing, my boy, and jokes were jokes; it is part of 
the refrain of the old valseitune which was attributed by 
a desperate Victorian wag to the composer of Moses in 

W.nurti Vnn VAmamW f.lin \imivla_*< Wfion tvav Je ra’ov 


mitory with his young barbarians. But it is a jolly tale, 
and the cricketing parts are worthy of Baffles at his best. 

The Fatal Mistake. 

"Ho is reputed to have died of confusod Japan timet, v 

"By an obvions oversight in ths'Wpu ‘D«lwtus of Rossifti/ 
.which wo, published yesterday, the Worda'lAri’ and 1 Quails' w«W 


Egypt. Vou remember tho words— 1 "When theWar is ctfer .which wo, published yesterday, the TtfdoV'PVi’ and •'w«M ( 
we Tlfiart- onee more at Ehren on the Rhine.!'’, Yet stay, misprinted 1 Tai ' and ‘ QuuUi*.’Meriting Pott. ’ ■, . j 

wm3“ once more " or “ no more " ? The question bothered We , missed our ' the 

me g good deal alter I had read a few chapters. I had got announcement, but no 

lafhfested intlie love-affairs of the tall, slight, anxious-eyed, oversight in yesterday's, ^ 

tftajiUiah- Major and the pretty ex-swjeant’s daughter, sight, •Detritua ,1 wi^-»i#g%^;*th&llth | i|' <,, -;£ ';:H ■>'] 

---- '. ^- ; —— - • ' r"ds>. ' n ‘ - ip - s— I 1 ...,ii ^ i , . i' ;. , I, . , J, I,, 
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'■ 'Miami#*- we imagine, thought that wo wore 
vHAR'VARiA. bound to have a coal strike, and that it 

Is view of tbe epidemie of spy-fever would ba undisturbed down below, 
m Garmany our War Office has issued V s 


THE GOOD UNCLE. 

(An Example.) f 

“My dear child,” said the Good 


elaborate instructions concerning the Wonders will hardly ever cease. The Uncle, “ I have a present for you." 
regulations to be observed by British'phonograph Postcard has evidently “Oh, Uncle, how ripping!" said the 
officers when travelling in that country. I arrived—to judge by the following ox- Modern Nieco. 

Surely the whole difficulty could be tract from Tlus Sphere : “ But the “ What do you think it is ? ” the 
easily surmounted by insisting on our child actress for my money .... is Good Uncle inquired, 
secret service agents wearing a dis- Moya Nugont. There is someone “I can’t think,” said the Modem 
tinctive uniform ? worth putting on a picture postcard. Niece. “Something topping, I know, 

*... :: No deadly tooth smile, I admit, but bocau so yon never give anything else.” 

Yet another trained monkey has what a brogue!" “ What do you say to a camera ? ” 

appeared on the stage of yet another the Good Uncle inquired. * 

variety theatre, and human music-hall Tt was reported by the police at “Oh, Uncle, how perfectly scream- 
artistes are beginning to be seriously the annual licensing sessions of the ing!"sail the Modem Niece. “That’s 

alarmed at this rivalry. first potty sessional division ot Anglesey; the one thing I want most.” 

V :: that there were in tiro division seven-j “What’s this about a camera?” 

The editor of Th t hill Mull Gazette teen parishes without a public-house, tho stern voico of the Father asked, 
has discovered that words of wisdom The scandal is to have the immediate 1 from behind the evening paper. “Look 

may emerge even —---— - -here, George, we 

from tho month of __ j don’t want any cam- 

by the expense of i „„ ,,,. , , "'I happens then? The 

the game into taking Law „ r „- A „ ««*/■" 'wretched father has 


, here, George, we 
| don’t want any cam- 
leras here. We’ve 
; had some. It's too 
! expensive.” 
j “Oh, Father! "ex- 
! claimed his Modern 
Daughter. 

“ it’s true," con¬ 
tinued her parent. 
“The kind relation 
comes in and pre¬ 
sents tho Jive-shii- 
litig or ten-shilling 
or guinea or thirty- 
shilling or two- 
guinea thing, what¬ 
ever tho case may 
ho, receives thanks 
and hugs and kisses 
and allthepraise.and 
j disappears. What 
| happens then? The 
i wretched father has 


,. /'.('// Ofli'Ct. “I KI NS IT, bill, AM) AS S(||,\ AS 1 -|;KN WllAr ’ll 1HIXE I -AYS ATI 1 f , , , , 

the game into taking > a , m „ LurD> r „- A „ ,w ««*/■" j wretched father has 

uprino-sliootmganil 1 ------—— -to put his hand in his 

other pastimes connected with Home attention of the licensed victualling pocket every other day for money for 
Defence. ... ... trade. ... ... • films and developments and printings. 

• 1 No, George, cameras sound delightfully 

Wo are interested to learn from The According to a French newspaper, screaming and ripping and topping and 
Ceylon Observer that England and tho German military authorities have all that, hut they must bo endowed 
America aro not tho only countries planned, on the outbreak of war, for. before, they 're welcome bene.” 
where sensational dances are tho aeroplanes to drop 1,400 lbs. of. “Bo calm, dear brother,” said the 
vogue. A recent issue of our conlom- explosives into Paris. Tho French Good Uncle, who had listenoil unmoved 
porary publishes tho following telegram authorities, when they received infor- j throughout this lengthy harangue, 
from its Nuvvara Eliya correspondent: matiou of the plan, took expert opinion, .“This camera is endowed. If you 
“A small dance is on tapes for tho and found that the project is perfectly will look insido you will find a banker’s 
night of tho 27th inst.” capable of execution. They also foundj order signed by me for a pound a 

*J r “ that there is nothing to prevent their j quarter, to be paid to its owner as long 

A class has recently been formed providing a similar sensation for the i as tho camera or the craze for using 
at tho Summer Lane Boys’ School, city of Berlin. ... it lasts.” 

Birmingham, for the purpose of teach- * I There was a long silence, 

ingboyato sew. The innovation has At last wo have a practical proposal! “ By Jove! "said the Father, “you ’re 
evoked a, large amount of chaff, for improving the value of Consols, it; a model—a treat for sore eyes.” 

Never mind: as you sow, so shall you has been suggested that, in order to j “Oh, Uncle,” said the Modern Niece, 
wap. £ render it certain that a means will be! “ how frightfully decent of you 1 ” 

. ' found to restore them to their original I _ 

. '“ A robin,” The Evening New* in- value, Ministers and other Members'j # ' 

t°wp8rit»F6ad^r9, " l)ft 8 been caught in salaries shall be paid in Consols—I Motto tor Shrove Tuesday.—L et 
inl^ij^fcljW ,,#100 free value for every £100 due. iut eat and drink for to-morrow we. diet. 
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SLUSH. 

Wnv\do I love to ply my rude goloshes 
When the warm rain in February comes ? 

Is it that my emotions gush 

For joy of slithering through the slush, 

Sprayed, heel to head, by horse-hoof sploshos, 

Or that 1 think my feet look well in gums? 

Why do I rather like those showers that soak us, 

This hint of April which the damp winds waft ? 

Is it that in my surging blood 
The very smell of vernal mud 

Eeminds me how the rising crocus 
Gets through the ground much quicker when it's 
soft ? 

Is it that fancy turns to Love and Beauty, 

Topics for which young Spring should set the tune ? 
That men remark who hear my rhyme 
Done, like the birds’, before tho timo:— 

11 What ever makes our friend so fluty ? 

It is but Feb.—six weeks or more too soon." 

Nay, none of these. Not mud nor buds nor womou 
Urge me to ope so rathe my joyous lung; 

It is that he whose limbs havo lost 
Touch with the Ice Age loathes a frost, 

Preferring puddles ho can swim in 
As usefully as when his heart was young. 

Fast in its limbo lios my ancient “ Acme," 

The stpel on which my doughtiest.work was done, 
When I would carve no common rings, 

But curious arabesques and things— 

And now my best friend wouldn’t baok mo 
To execute the homely numeral 1. 

Nor would I for a moment make excursion 
On such an enterprise. There might occur, 

Due to a rush of ribald boys, 

Some outrage to my equipoiso, 

Possibly followed by immersion, 

To dash the record of the days that wbro. 

So, lest another cold-snap find me craven, 

Too cowed to liear the happier time’s recall 

S " Nessnn magtjior dolure "—what ?), 
go to seek a guarded spot 
Safe in the South, an azure haven 
Whore no one evor dreams of ice at all. 

Thither I journey where a gonial Sol lives 
In permanence and not by casual spells— 

An Eden through whoso blessed gates 
No serpent enters in on skatos, 

A Paradise of pines and olives 
And sea-blown airs among the Esterels. 0. S. 


£ 10 , 000 . 

Mr friend the stock-broker took up the conversation 
" It’s a queer thing," he said, “ how differently different 
people look at money, and what funny ways they have 
for gotting rid of it. Now if any one left me £10,000.1 
should know what to do with it.' It would run to a yacht 
or a shoot or a stud of motor-cars or a new wing to the 
house; or, on the other hand, I might put it into a good 
thing or tyo, and double it or treble it, or, for the matter 
of that, lose it all. It sometimes happens that way. 
But, anyhow, I should try to get something with it or 


make something out of it. I shouldn’t despise it mid just 
chuck it aWay. I . , 

• .. .. Ii/;, . 

"Old Joe Moggridgo, however, thought differently. I 
daresay some of you remember him: he used to do his bit of 
stone-broaking or road-mending round about our village. 
Sometimes you'd see him clipping hedges or trimming 
banks or doing any sort of odd job—nothing came amiss to 
him. A rum old fellow he was—looked as if he'd been 
carved out of mahogany and had never been properly 
jointed. He had a pair of old-fashioned whiskers to his 
cheeks and a wisp of beard sticking out from his throat, 
but his chin was clean-shaved. I always wondered why he 
took tho trouble. It was a hard gnarled kind of face, but 
the eyes were wonderful. A stooly bluo-groy they were, 
and, I tell you, they used to shine like the head-lights of a 
motor. It always gave mo a quoer fooling when 'lie faced 
mo, just as if he wore looking right through me at something 
very fine and pleasant far out on the other side of my back. 

“ The old chap and I got to be quite friendly. I ? d often 
stop and have a chat with him, and sometimes I'd havo a 
go with him about politics; but he bested me there. He 
didn’t havo any good to say of Conservatives or Liberals. 
Ho thought they were both alike and all for themselves, 
and there was going to be something much bettor some day 
that was going to wipe ’om out and give the poor'a chance; 
and then his old eyes would begin to light up, and I'd 
chatigo the subject, not wanting to worry him. 

“ Well, ono day he asked me if lie might come and sea 
mo at homo, because he wanted to consult me about some¬ 
thing that was troubling him. ne'd got some papers, he said, 
and as he wasn't a ‘scholard’ ho’d take it kindly if I 
wouldn't mind helping him. So that evening at six o'clock 
in ho stepped. He wouldn’t sit down—said he found it 
easier standing, because his legs had got tioddulo knots 
over the stone-breaking. Then he pulled out his papors. 
Ono was a letter from a firm of solicitors in Montreal telling 
him that Henry Moggridgo, his brother, had recdntly died, 
leaving all his money, amounting to something ovor £10,000, 
to his dear brother Joseph, of Lavender Cottage, Groat 
Shakerley, Bucks. They added that it was all invested in 
good securities and oasily realisable, and they would be glad 
to do anything in their power for tho fortunato legatee. 
They onclosed a copy of the will, and, as far as I could soo, 
it was all in good order. 

“ 1 Well,' said I, ‘ you ’re a lucky man, Moggridgo, and 
I congratulate you.’ • But he'wouldn't have any congratu¬ 
lations: ‘It’ll bo a peck o’ troublo,’ he said. ‘What’s a 
man like me to do with £10,000?' If it had come forty 
year ago there might 'a' bin some sense in it; but now it’s 
no manner o’ uso to me. I don’t know what poor old 
Harry was arter leaving me the money. He might ha’ 
found something better to do with it—but I suppose he 
meant it kindly by me. However, there it is, Sir, and if 
you ’ll help me to get the money we ’ll settle what to do 
with it arterwards. I ain’t goin' to keep it, that's all I 
know. The old woman's dead; Tom, he got killed in South 
Africa, and Jim went down with the Salamanca in the Bay 
of Biscay. There's nobody else left, except me, and £10,000 
is a bit of foolishness for a man o' my age.’. 

“ To cut a long story short, I took the business in hand, 
and eventually the thing was wound up and a draft for the 
money eame over. When I told old Joe that it was safe in 
the bank and that he'd got £10,100 to his credit he didn't 
turn a hair* Thankee, Sir,' he said, as 1 showed him his 
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- CHRONIC DEPRESSION. • 

Daub Consols ■(queruloiisly). " I KEEP ON FEELING SO LOW. WHY CAN'T YOU CALL IN 
A DQCTOB ?". * - 

^aibby Ltoto>GAUF. “WHICH I CAN’T A-BEAR THE NAME O’ SICH1” 





































“I I.KT MV HOUSE FURNISHED, AND THEY 'VK UAll MEASLES THERE. OF COURSE, WE'VE HAD THE ILACE DISINFECTED, SO 1 
SliEWlSK ITS IJU1TE SAKE. WllAT DO YOU THINK'!" 

“I FANCY IT WOULD HE ALL ltlCHT. HEAR! RUT I THINK I'KKHATS IT WOULD HE SAFER TO LEND IT To A FRIEND FIRST." 


cheque-book, ‘ we 'll just fill up two o’ them slips o' paper 
and then we 'll put the rost in tho fire. Write one out for 
£10,000—that's for the County Hospital, where they took 
good care o’ me when 1 broke my leg; and the rost I 'll 
have for myself, just to keep under my bed for a sharp 
pinch. But don't you tell anyone, Sir, or l 'll have all the 
old women in the parish trying to cross lips with me and 
get me into the church. Just you tell tho hospital folk the 
money’s from a man as wants to be known as M., and 
they 're to ask no questions.^ 

" It wasn't a bit of good my talking to that old image. 
Gis mind was mode up, and a ton of dynamite wouldn’t 
have moved him. In the end the hospital got the money, 
and all sorts of millionaires got the credit of having given 
it. Old Moggridge went on with his stono-breaking and 
his bank-trimming and road-mending, and when ho died 
two years ago they found twenty £5 notes in a packet undor 
his bed, with a scrawl, Bigned by him, saying it was to lie 
divided between the Vicar and Ames tho brewer. That's 
the story of the famous anonymous subscription of £10,000 
which, set everyone talking about ten years ago. 1 kept 
the secret as long as the old man was alive, but now that 
he 's passed in his checks there 's no harm in telling it." 


Doing it on the Cheap. 

“Tke Earl of Northbrook, who is the High Steward of Winchester, 
ha,s invited the tnentbenl of the Winchester Corporation and their wives, 
.*» wall tin tits thief officials of the town, to dine with hint at Winchester 


nmm 


JANE- A TERRI KH. 

She’s short in the leg and she’s long in tho jaw, 

And the roof of her mouth is as black as your hat, 
With hor rough little coat and her round little paw, 
She's a rum 'un, is Jane, at fox, ottor, or rat; 

She's tho hardest from Bodalo to Bicester, 

In holt or in oarth or in drain, 

And she sticks just as close as a blister, 

Does good littlo sister Jane. 

* i 

She never was willing to learn as a pup 
To “ die for her country ” or carry your stick, 

And she always sat down when you bade her “ sit up,” 
But she's clevor as sin, and she's thunder-bolt quick, 
And tho heaviest badger ’ll shirk her, 

Tho biggest dog-fox holt amain ; 

She's a wasp for her weight, she's a worker, 

Is good little sister Janel 

At night, when she's curled in her place by the fire, 
She cocks you a wicked and earth-reddenod eye, 

To say that tier badges “ sat up ” by desire, 

That a hoary buck-rat in the hedge did the *' die,” 
And she twitches and whines and remembers, 

And tackles ’em ovor again, 

Rolled up end to end by the embers, * 

Does good little sister Janet 
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THE CONSOLATIONS OF AN 
EX-LEADER. 

The laW but brilliant incursion of 
Mr. Balfour into tbe arena of athletics 
has been the event of the winter season 
at Cannes. Histriumphs asalawn tennis 
player have already been chronicled by 
our contemporaries, but in pastime as 
in politics the Ex-Premier is nothing if 
not versatile, and the following succinct 
account of his further exploits will be 
read with deep interest by all who 
delight in the spectacle of genius at 
play. 

Mb. Balfour Becomes Snap 
Champion, 

From our own Correspondent. 

I hasten again to put the electric 
current in motion to inform you that 
Mr. Balfoub last evening astonished 
the English colony here by his skill and 
address at Snap. In the Snap Drive 
instituted in honour of Mr. Bonau Law 
Mr. Balfoub was the winner, and 
immediately gave a supper party to 
celebrato the viotory. The lit. Hon. 
gentleman has a stylo of play peculiar 
to himself, and uttors the fateful word 
"Snap’’ with extraordinary force and 
decision, in a voice totally free from every 
trace of douht, philosophic or other. 
It was noticed by the other players that 
Mr. Balfour’s right arm, which was 
bared for the struggle, bore a tattooed 
design representing the historic en¬ 
counters of Robert Bruce with the 
Spider, surmounted by the Royal Arms 
of Scotland and a portrait of Beet¬ 
hoven. 

Mr. Balfour’s Success at Polo. 
l'Yom our own Correspondent. 

Mr. Balfoub, who has become in¬ 
defatigable in his pursuit of athletics, 
to-day won golden opinions of his 
dexterity as a polo player. The match 
was Cambridge Quidnuncs versus Prag- 
matistic Pundits, and Mr. Balfour 

K for the Quidnuncs. At first the 
in. geiitleman had some difficulty 
in retaining his pony betwoen his legs, 
but a taller one was quickly procured for 
'him. Thenceforth his career was one 
steady triumph. Mr. Balfour has his 
own way of playing polo, as of doing 
everything else, and severe classicists 
might object to his habit of striking 
the other players over the head and 
shoulders with his niblick, which he 
prefers to the usual weapon, in his 
eagerness to get possession of the ball; 
but the end justifies the means, and 
at the close of the game Mr. Balfour 
was the only player left on the field. 
A lunch party in his honour is 
cbeing given- by the local Ambulance 
Brigade. 4 


Mr. Balfoub wins the Spillikins 
Tbophy. 

From our own Correspondent. 

The famous Spillikins Trophy, the 
struggle for which every February is the 
very erne of the Catines season, was 
won last night by the Right Hon. A. J. 
Balfour, amid scenes of unparalleled 
enthusiasm. Mr. Balfoub was at once 
seen to be woaring the vory latest. 
Spillikins rig, one of tho outstanding 
features of which is celluloid spats, and 
his hand was of the steadinoss of a 
rock. It was an intensely thrilling 
moment when the little fragile ivory 
sticks were dropped on the table by the 
judge, and Mr. Balfour, grasping his 
hook in a manner wholly his own, with 
his left leg twisted round his neck 
for increased steadiness, began to pick 
them out one by 0110 . In recognition of 
his success Mr. Balfour ordered the 
Trophy, which is a magnificent gold 
loving-cup, to bo filled with the finest 
vin ordinaire for tho benefit of tho 
fttshionablo company. 

Mr. Balfour Loses at Billiards. 

From our own Correspondent. ■ 

Excitement at Cannes reachod fever 
point to-day when Mr. Balfoub nearly 
carried off tho Billiard Handicap or¬ 
ganised by tho Grand Duke Boloslas 
of Podolia. Tho game was 100 up. 
Mr. Balfour starting from 85. At 
first everything went the scratch 
player's way, nice ruus of 14, 11, 21, 
12 and 20 resulting. Mr. Balfour, 
whoso style is remarkably finished and 
who never uses a rest, then found Iuh 
touch, and after two brilliant missos 
opened with a fine three all oil' the 
red. This lie followed witli a woll- 
aimed shot at his opponent's hall, which 
placed him hors dr combat and paved 
the way for a double baulk. Tho 
scratch man failing to negotiate this, 
Mr. Balfour compiled a clover live 
(throe off the rod) before he broke down. 
It was noticod with interest that it is 
upon safety play and mi losers that tbe 
right hon. gentleman chiefly relied. 
The scores were now—scratch 83; Mr. 
Balfour 90; the latter, in fact, need¬ 
ing hut four to win; hut to the intonso 
griof of the whole Colony the scratch 
man ran out, and the supper party 
organised in honour of the Ex-Premier 
by Mrs. Massy Stroker was postponed 
sine die. 

Mb. Balfour Wind the Eoo and 
Spoon Race. 

From our own Coircspondent. 

The Cannes Gymkhana, always a 
popular event, attracted an enormous 
crowd to-day—including visitors from 
the Balearic Isles, Stromboli and 


Dimbovitxa, owing to the fact that Mr. 
Balfour hod entered for the egg and 
spoon race. The number of entrants 
was 63, and, needless to say, the Con¬ 
servative statesman was greatly en¬ 
couraged by the happy coincidence with 
his own age. Most of the competitors 
wore flannels, but Mr. Balfour ap¬ 
peared in a suit of Harris tweed 01 a 
yellowish tinge, chosen to harmonise 
with the contents of the egg in case 
they should escape his control. Of 

S iis, however, there never was any 
anger at any time, as Mr. Balfour 
succeeded in giving such an undercut 
to the egg with the magnificent apostle 
spoon which he used that its equi¬ 
librium was maintained throughout. 
His mode of progress, again, was 
thoroughly individual, being a sort of 
ambling side-step, recalling that of a 
famous Rugby three-quarters, which 
distracted the attention of his rivuis 
while nevor impairing his own concen¬ 
tration. O 11 reaching the winning- 
post Mr. Balfour was carried shoulder 
high to the pavilion, and a grand 
banquet was held that evening in iiis 
honour hv tho Mayor and Corporation 
of Nice, at which his manipulation 
of Urn egf' was favourably contrasted 
with that of Columbus. 


IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT. 

WESTMINSTER PALACE OK VARIETIES 
(Under Royal Patronage) 

Will re-open on February 14th. 
Magnificent Proo ha m m e ! 

Special Attractions ! 

TWO HOUSES DAILY! 

Tho following are only a few of 
tho Star Turns to ho soon daily at tho 
above Hall:— 

Wonderful Illusion: “Asquith’s 
Cabinet Trick.” 

(£5 will lie paid to anyone who dis- 
MiveiH Low the Cabinet is held together.) 

“George and the Doctors.” A 
screaming farcical absurdity in 
one Insurance Act. 

“ Little Winnie.” Rerio. (Fresh 
from the various Belfast Halls.) 
Dillon and Devlin. Knockabouts. 
Haldane and iiis Terriers, 

(“Real Dogs of War. Their efficiency 
reliects' the greatest credit on their 
trainer.”— The AUlmhut Advertiser.) 

Lloyd and Law, Back-chat Come¬ 
dians. 

(‘‘Past-masters in invective,”— Vidt 
I’rcss .) 

The Molly Maguires in their comic 
song (with brogue), “Toe the line, 
bhoys, toe the line.” 





Ifc OR THE CHARIVARI. 
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Hapi*y IlAncounT m his (unions 

f iatter-song, “ Theie's no one we 
iko so much as you, Lu lu " 

" Bamuec. at ihf Telephone ' Ton 
minutes of Pun and Fuiy 
(‘ Cjlculalod to make eion uni Tile 
phone Sutamben laugh and foigct then 
troubles.’) 

The following will also appeal at, 
intervals — 

Keib and Mac (Scotch Chaiactei 
comedians), Breezy Bkrlsiord (as 
“ Dear Old Charlie ’’), Austen and 
Smith (Figuie Jugglers), Edward 
Carson and Co. in the alining 
melodiama, “ The Only Way, etc, 
etc 

<3T Don’t Forgei ' Fern 11 ih, 
The Opcnino Day. 

V* KSTMINVTEt' PAUCB OF \ A HI K TIES 
(Oiioctly ojipoN te St. Thomaaa Hospital. 
’Buses pan the door) 

ET.B.—The only Hall in London 
which pWrs none of its artistes to 
than $iSQ per annum., 


THE GINGER CAT 

Tis the old wife at Bidding, she 
Has lost her ginger cat, 'twashc 
Who used to bhaie the Mastei's tea 
Beside the settle, 

Or on his corduroy clad knee 
Out-pun the kettle, 

Who followed when she pinned a to \ 
Her flapping gowns of indigo, 

And watched the apple potalb blow 
With stealthy lapture, 

Reheaising m a mimic show 
Some mouse’s capture 

At dew-fall, with uncoveiod head 
What tidings have the old wife h d 
Hither where oak and harel shed 
Their shadow deepei > 

They say the ginger cat is dead, 

Shot by the Keepet. 

Though coveils dim her scaiclies ho 
(Howe’er so hardly sonows try, 

The burden of uncertainty 
To bear were harder) 


V hough the latdei hangs upon— 

Rats, and decaying hedge hogs grown 
Shapeless, and owls their features gone, 
A gnslv freight, 

\ml many a weasel skeleton 
With hanless pate, 

\nd tiopliv of eats' tails a raved, 

Tabbv and white and black displayed, 
Th'adornment of the still green glade— 
Moie gay foi that 

Of lum who in the moimng'stiayed, 
The gingei tat. 

She knows it, and she cuts it down, 
Then waiin beneath hei folded gown 
Bestows the severed blush’s blown 
And mange bands— 
bo soft of fui, the toais fall down 
l pon hoi hands 

Tbo copse wood paits, 'I is she who goes, 
Whom shades obscuio and stailight 
shows, 

Tiending between the hazel rows 
The fallen sticks, 

Home, where tho caieless firelight 


The Keeper s larder. 


Along the brioks. 
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CRITICISM MADE EASY. 

Mn. Gerald do Maurier has been 
asking the world at largo, through the 
columns of The Daily Mail, what 
qualifications a man must possess to 
entitle him to become a paid critic of 
art, music, literature and the drama. 

As' the inquiry arising out of this 
bokl.question may lead lo unhappy 
disclosures regarding the lack of training 
and appreciative sensitiveness among 
hardened critics, let us hasten to make 
known the virtues of the new Ciuticik- 
mogiiaj’H, with phonotint attachment. 
It may he said at once that Mr. Edison 
has had nothing whatever to do with 
this. 

The apparatus, neatly packed in a 
morocco case, which can bo easily 
slipped into the tail pocket of tho dress 
coat, consists of the following ingenious 
parts, all calculated to sate enormous 
expense and time in the training and 
education of young critics:— 

The Dhamaticritophone, readings 
from which immediately inform the 
user whether the piece in progress is 
drama, melodrama, comedy, light com¬ 
edy, play with music, musical play or 
comic opera'. Should no indication he 
given, it may lie concluded that the 
piece is grand opera or farce, the dis¬ 
tinction between thoso being easily 
ascertained by keeping an eye upon tho 
orchestra. 

Mr. A. B. Walkley writes:—"I 
consider this the most marvellous part 
of the mechanism. When in doubt at 
tlie Tivoli, I always pull out my little 
Dramaticritophonc. It has enabled 
me on several occasions to separate the 
serious from the gay elements in the 
songs of Mr. George Hobby and Miss 
Marie Lloyd." 

The Hygbodramometeu, for use only 
in pathetic drama. The extraordinary 
sensitiveness of this instrument to tho 
slightest trace of tearfulness on the 
part of the houso must bo experienced 
to be credited. Entirely unalfoctsd by 
orange-vapour or influenza. 

Mr. J. Bines, editor, printer and 
publisher of The Slumpton-under-Nidd 
Clarion writes: —" The II\ grodnuno- 
meter thoroughly justified" me in the 
unconventional attitude 1 adopted 
towards the local Amateur Dramatic 
Society's performance of that rollicking 
farce, ‘ When did Billy go Home? ’" 

The Kinetodramb gives an exact 
estimate of the foot-pounds of energy 
employed by the artiste when speaking 
or singing. Top-scores havo .been 
registered by Mr. Lewis Waller and 
Miss Clara Butt. 

The -Gallqphone enables the critic 
to ascertain at a glance how far,, if at 
all, a piece bos been adapted from the 


French. Quite unmoved by respectable 
British situations, it responds with 
startling rapidity to any symptom of 
Parisian atmosphere by shooting out 
the exact adjective required for purposos 
of description. 

Mr. W. L. Courtney writes: “Had 
it not been for this admirable device, I 
should not havo dreamt of characteris¬ 
ing Macbeth as risqut.'' 

The Chitahtomobilk is an invaluable 
adjunct to the diffident art critic in the 
performance of his duties. On exposing 
the sensitive surface to the picture the 
work of a cubist is at once indicated 
by tlie ringing of a hell. Should the 
work bo fairly unintelligible, tho bell 
continues ringing until a lever is 
pressed. If, however, the painting is 
sufficiently unintelligible lo be con¬ 
sidered a mastcrpiico, tho machine 
immediately oxplodos. 

Mr. Lewis IIind writes: "I have 
burst some scores of your clever ongines 
already.” 

The M ubichitometer is primarily 
intended for the appreciation of the 
modern schools of music. In tho 
presence of traces of Beethoven 0 “ 
Bach a green light appears on tho dial; 
a red light immediately donoles tho 
manner of Ravel or Debussy, this 
being followed by a general phos¬ 
phorescence, and, on the sensitised 
gramophone disc being wound up, 
alternative reports from the old ami 
new points of view are spun out on 
the tape machine attachment. This 
attachment may also be used as a 
mangle. 

Mr. Landon Ronald writes:—“I 
have sent one of your machines as a 
present to Bir Henry J. Wood.” 

A combined use of the various 
devices makes tho complete summing 
up of any work of art, from a water- 
colour sketch to a pantomime, a matter 
of extreme simplicity. Thus, Mr. 
Winston Churchill writes:—“Fascin¬ 
ated by tho variety and charm of tho 
invention, T set a Criticismograph 
going at Belfast during my famous 
j oration. The result was instantaneous 
and surprising. I shall never speak 
without one again--anyhow, not in a 
damp marquee.” 

“ KrxiRAsroN Keskhvoir 
Sk ati no this Day. 

To admit one ]icrnon (including bathing) 
7s. lid."— A'td. in “ Birmingham Daily 1‘ost.' 
The bathing would, of course, be 
optional. 

"William-, a vagrant, was shopping on 

Saturday afternoon, when P.c. Scott ran him in. 
—Sentenced to *21 days hard labour," 

Sleaford Gazette, 

You should see tlie Sleaford-gaol at 
Christmas time. 


HOW TO BUY THINGS. 

(WWt other relevant advice.) 
Goldfish. 

When you go to buy goldfish be sure 
to take some water with you. They 
are delicate creatures, and seldom thrive 
in brown-paper, however carefully 
packed, or the trousers pocket. Gold¬ 
fish have never been known to attack 
a human being, and they make capital 
pets. To tho up-to-date conjurer they 
are indirpcnsahle. Never buy goldfish 
at an immature ago; the simple life of 
an aquarium is not suitod to tho jemesse 
duiic. A very good way to test the 
fish is to put some acid on it; if it 
turns black, don't buy it. It is pro¬ 
bably a Birmingham fish. At tho 
present rate of oxclmngo, goldfish cost 
about threepence each, but a big 
European war would inevitably semi 
tho price up. The cost of breadcrumbs 
must also lie considered by the careful 
buyer. Never buy goldfish before they 
have learnt to swim, or you will be 
greatly disappointed. It is, quite easy 
to distinguish the non-swimmers, be¬ 
cause they lloat on their backs on tho 
surface of the water, and open and 
shut their mouths. A tin of sardines 
would give more pleasure than a 
bowlful of these incompetent wasters. 
Remember that goldfish require amuso- 
ment. If your purchases show signs 
of boredom, cheer them up by placing 
a pebble or two in the bowl; this will 
give them something to think about. 
There is nothing like a pebble to 
brighten things up. At tlie present time 
the Metropolitan Water Board make 
no extra charge where goldfish are 
kept, though how long this generous 
policy will continuo the writer is un- 
ablo to say. 

A Fountain-Pen. 

No one need be without a fountain- 
pen. They are as common as coal 
circulars and wrestling champions. Tho 
guinea kinds are sold at ninopence, and 
so on in pioporlion. To test pen, fill 
it with iuk and jerk it violently in 
direction of Bhop-walker’s waistcoat. 
Any kind of ink will do. If ha con¬ 
tinues to solicit your custom you may 
conclude that the pen is a good one. 

The great advantage of fountain-pens 
over other pens is that you can carry 
them about with you in your waistcoat 
pocket, or'indeed anywhere about your 
person. You can take them to bed with 
you. At the dentist's you can say to 
' yourself, “I am all right thit time! 
1 have my fountain-pen with me I ” 
Nothing matters to the man who has 
a pen. And they are so handy. All 
you want is a case for the pen, a box, 
a dip, a squirt thing, a pair of pliers, 
_____ 
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some special ink and—there you are! 
These will do to go on with, but a 
complete outfit should includo blotting- 
paper, ink-eraser, and some salts of 
lemon. Our grandfathors did not have 
fountain-pens, poor things. But then 
they were so terribly behind the times. 

A Sideboabd. 

A very good way to buy a sideboard 
is to get it on the hire-purchase system. 
You pay the first instalment on it, and 
then the man writes to you for the 
others. If he does not write, he calls. 
If he forgets to write or call for six 
years, the sideboard iB yours. Many 
young couples start in this way. Tho 
nest-known styles of sideboards are 
Byzantine, Perpendicular, Fumed Oak 
and Tottenham Court Hoad — Buses 
and Tubes to all parts. Then there 
are the sales, which are always worth 
attending. They are generally con¬ 
ducted by Scotchmen, and take place 
in noblornen’s mansions. All you have 
to do is to nod your head, pay over the 
money, and the sideboard is yours.' 
When you get it home and examine it 
at your leisure, it will be tho surprise 
of your life. There are some sideboards 
that you can only open in dry weather; 
if it, is wet, the drawers stick; so you 


have a handy articlo of furniture and a 
weather guido all in one. It is very 
convenient. When buying a sideboard, 
bo careful to live in a flat that is big 
enough to hold it. The writer know a 
man who had to change his flat twice 
before ho could get the marmalade out 
of the sideboard cuphoard. That sort of 
thing makes marmalade unnecessarily 
expensive, and tho intelligent reader 
of these hints is not likely to bo so 
improvident. 

A Pictuke. 

Tho picture buyer has an almost 
unlimited range of subjects and sizes 
to pick from, and they are all good. 
The important point is to avoid any¬ 
thing painted by a modern artist. 
They are such rotters. Choice works 
can be picked up in old cathedral towns 
frequented by tourists (Americans for 
choice); also Strand auction rooms. 
Tho name is everything in the picture 
world, iind you cannot go wrong if 
you select a Claude, Velasquez or 
Reynolds. Any of these will look well 
in a birdseyo maple frame set off by 
saddlebag furniture, and should prove 
a permanent investment. You will 
never sell them. The English School 
may, however, be studied with ad¬ 


vantage by the collector, if only as a 
matter of interest. It is known as the 
open-air or pavement school, and deals 
with genre subjects. Typical examples 
are: A Salmon (in halves); The Sailor's 
Return; and Heart pierced by Arrow. 

It is as well, before banding over 
your cheque, to examine ycur purchase. 
Dealers, with the best intentions, some¬ 
times err in their descriptions of the 
goods which they handle. There is no 
doubt that the Old Masters were indus¬ 
trious,but it is unlikely that they painted 
more than a couple of thousand pictures 
each. To test the genuineness of your 
purchase place it under a tap of hot 
water and scrub it with a haid brush., 
ff it survivos this treatment it is indeed 
a masterpiece, and you may rest assured 
that your £5 note has not been wasted. 

“The man who occupy a high position in tho 
Council of his country, amt whoso dream is 
ambition and wealth, and who uses all the 
incubators Satan lias invented, to cover up I: is 
footprints and his machinations, that man coil 
novel' experience the hulut which flows from a 
grateful conscience, us the reward of integrity 
and tho faithful performance of duty.” ' 
Fishermen's Ailtoeule, MeirfumuHand. 

As vve told our tobacconist yesterday, 
in reply to his remarks about th% 
weather. 
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Eaely-arriced Engineer on Indian Jlailieag (full of visions of Indian spirt, pig staking, ile.). “ Are there any rios seat. iiersI” 
Irish Foreman. "There is, lakhijns iik tium.” Engineer. "Where?” Irish Foreman. "A«, over." 

Engineer (thinking of the kind of aninlrg). "Do You think you ciiui.h ride them?” 

Irish Foreman. "Ride trim t Faix, ik you 'i.r, catch toim I 'i.l hide thim.” 


TO AN EARLY DAFFODIL 

Rare, rare bloom of the sun enslaven, 
Laughter-laden and gold-bedight, 

How came you to a Northern haven, 

To a sky the colour of anthracite ? 

To vvliat fair land do your thoughts go homing, 
Southern shore with cream waves combing, 
Whore the birds and bees are all day roaming 
And nightingales sing tp the stars all night? 

Was it Persephone's guileless finger 
Coaxed you first from Sicily’s sward, 

Where the herdsmen’s steps were fain to linger 
And the cattle splashed in the drowsy ford, 
While the Satyrs danced with thoir Naiad 
neighbours 

To a moasure of shepherd-pipes and tabors, 
And the Cyclops toilod at his endless labours 
By the naming forges of Etna’s lord ? 

Or were you born by the staid Cophissus 
Whore the dull Boeotian days’ went by, 

To mind men ever of fond Narcissus 
Where Helicon climbed to tho stormy sky; 


By the homes of the oak-tree Hamadryads, 

And the Thracian wind with its sough and sigh adds 
Homage to graves where the heroes lie? 


I love to think it; hut could you tell us 
Wc should find, I fear, that with all your class 
You know as much of the land of Hellas 
As I do, say, of tho Khyber Pass. 

For 1 doubt you are none of the old-time lilies 
Beloved of Hector and fleet Achilles ; 

In the Channel Isles, or perhaps the Scillies, 

You were grown in a hot-house under glass. 

Another Wrong to Ireland. 

“Comment is general in London on the verv gloomy spirit in which 
the Jialiuna’ists leaders in Ireland are sallying forth to liore’e.” 

Heron and EMcr Gazette. 

"Ci.Kr.ictT. Pi.AYWKiiinn. -The Rev. the lion. J. (!. Adderley 1 as 
mitten a 'Twellth Night’ interlude railed ‘Epiphany, 1 iilneli will 
lie given hy the Mortality Plays Soeiety. "—Firmingha M Daily Fast. 
We havo never heard of this society before; but wo hope 
it will not be reserved for clerical playwrights only. 

Wo have it “from a high diplomatic authority” that 
Lord Haldane’s interview with tho Kaiser had reference 
to the necessary six months’ notice required by our 
Territorial Forces in the event of a proposed landing of 
the Germans upon our shores. 

Commercial Candour. 

From an Hotel prospectus 

"Wchibach ia the favourite plaeo of resort for those wha#re fond of 
solitude. Persona in search of it are, in fact, constantly Hocking hero 
from the four ijnartere of the globe." 













AT THB JUV. THEATRICAL NOTH. 

Dust op Egypt. 77te Daily Chronicle has recently than a third cousin onoe removed ofMr, 

When the genie in Mr. Anstey'b called attention to tbe .realiatio per- Sylvnnua Home, and before taking to 
Brass Bottle comes to life tho humour foramnce of Captain Wood, son of the stage was secretary to the Pointy? 
lies in the contrast between the British Fiold-Marslml Sir Evelyn Wood, in pridd Land Nationalisation League. 


only; as it should be, for Irtjr 
Jenkins, the actor in' question, is. no less 


modernity of the hero and the exotic 
antiquity of tho environment which 
the Oriental arranges for his delight. 


gesture is so oloquent 


In Dust of Egypt it is largoly tho other | and kindly informs us that, although that he quite dominates tho scene, for 
way about. The old-world habits and j Captain Wood has only a single line tho few minutes during which he 
beliefs of tho Egyptian mummy are to speak—and you can in fact hardly graces it with his prosonco. ' 
brought up sharply against the twen- j see tho Wood for the Troo—he is Again, a very interesting delmt is pro- 
.tieth-centurv surroundings into which | “ very enthusiastic on tho subject of mised for the premiere of “ The Burnt 
she revives. "The humour was bound to j acting, and luis a great fondness for the Cork Girl,” in which the Munster 
be more obvious and familiar. There J stago.” Players will niako their first appear- 

is not mueli fresh fun to ho got out of j This stimulating connection between anco iu Ixindon on St. Patrick’s Day. 
the effect produced upon iuncceuce by j tho world of action and tho stage is, Miss Sheila Scarriff, who impersonates 
the magic of the electric light or the' we are glad to say, by no means so in- tho Banshee, heard “ off " in the Second 
devilry of tho telephone. Yet, till the frequent as some’unthinking observers Act, is related, tlnough her step- 
charm began to wear off a littlo, motbor, to the famous Irish 


there was always some mirth in 
the air while Miss Enid Bell, 
as the Princess Amenset, was 
on the stago, so lofty was the 
diction she adopted, so devas¬ 
tating was her lack of moral 
scruplos. 

The only person who ap¬ 
parently failed to he amused 
was Mr. Gerald du Maurier. 
It was his business, of course, 
to meet the high-flown language 
of the mummy with a note of 
bathos; and,'anyhow, it is a 
habit with him to keep his facial 
muscles in repose, and not to 
speak in more keys than lie can 
help. It would be wrong, there¬ 
fore, to attribute his gravity to 





motbor, to tho famous Irish 
patriot, Owen Poe O’Neill, 
and the tones of her voice, a 
rich dramatic soprano of ex¬ 
tensive rango, uro so instinct 
with patriotic sentiment that 
many converts to Homo Rule 
have been made by its instru¬ 
mentality. The heroine of the 
story, it may interest our renders 
to know, is an innocent cotlem 
who is unjustly suspected of 
witchcraft and consigned to the 
flames by her lover in the touch¬ 
ing belief that the sacrifice of 
his sweetheart will bring peace 
to the neighbourl mod. The only 
attempt at a performance" in 
Cork led to a desperate riot, 


fore, to attribute bis gravity to Mr. Oeham. Du Maurier. "Lookout! Cross your liiigm and the play has since been 

any personal opinion he had and she can’t hurt- you. She ’snot, a so called dramatic eritic." banned by the authorities in 

formed of the merits of the Prinreta Amennet .Miss Enid Bell. New York, Tipperusalem and 

nl&v. More Dvobablv he had the t/eqfrey lemeUes .Mr. Ckv.ai,[> nr Maurier. Sydney. . It is hoped, however, 

that the emancipated intelli- 
of the Metropolis will ap- 


play. More probably he had the Geoffrey Lmelks ... 
merits of the critics in his 1 wM Jlnvfl> V 


Miss Ol-uiys Harvey. 


mind, for I saw the play on the second j might suppose, and of several similar gence ot tne Metropolis will ap- 
night, and he may at the time have instances that hare come within the preciate the fine moral and patriotic 
been contemplating that letter of his range of our own knowledge we may lesson of the play, which Mr. Bernard 


a critic. 


the Ilippalladium are parted each night Coinmotiwoalth Government. We had 


As for "Bie rest of the play, when I upon the opening scene of Sir Squire almost forgot to add that, though Miss 
say that the chief humour of one of the 1 Harvey's production of Mr. Winsey Sheila Scarriff has never yet under¬ 
funny men consisted in spraying mois- j Wolseley’s version of Mr. Anthony taken a role of greater importance than 
ture from his lips upon whatever object, I Shaw's playlet, NinepenceforFourpence, an “outside shout," she is very en- 
human or inanimate, camo within range j several officials .of the Holders Green thusiastic on the subject of aoting and 
of his guffaws, you will gather that the j Radical Club are discovered holding lias a great fondness for the stage, 
entertainment did not fail from excess; a committee-meeting. They all enter ■rnon-ri 

of subtlety. 0. S. | into their parts with remarkable spirit, "A mighty naval antagonist suddenly; 

[A notice of Mr. Sutro's new play j but anyone with an eye for “ the “Pt’ c ® r * w «w immediate nroximity, who talks 
will appear in our next issue.] genuine article" can tell in an instant * , imaging the tnpod. IMy Matt. 

- which is the real Radioal stalwart. Book out for this old Delphic sport at 

"Lost in 10.11 pm. train i.om Liverpool, For white the others display an en- the Stockhohn.dympio Games, and 
beer stand with litiwieal box attached." thusiasm for Lloyd-Georgian finance, J*onfc confuse it rnith Pinching the 

Adrt. in “ Lucrpool Daily Pott." which is slightly histrionic {to use the Indent. 

It , is estimated that more than a word in no offensbesense), one of the «owing to the continuous rain, the main road 

thousand of these are left in trains and 
-cab 


w"™ 1 ~ ~ - - uwmg to the continuous rain, the main road 

f these are left m trains and group shows an unaffected earnestness from Kcrihonw to Kirton Iradiey ran to the* 
year. We haj?fi Only' just m, his bearing which jqarrles instan- depth of twpfeet"— Bull Timet. ,U\ 
iok. jtaneous conviction. Attef *11,'this is Very intelligent ofit.-,,- -,V..‘ !?*'•; 
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Kni'jhl (who has just put to flight a troop of nirmirs arut sees a freak aittuijvitist of ferocious aspect approach iny). “Bov, give me my 
HEAVY MASH IE.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I suspect that Mrs. Hugh Frabeb is responsible for tho 
plot of The Satanist (Hutchinson), Mr. J. 1. Btahlmann 
for the curious information, and Providence for the very 
happy combination of tho two. Yolanda Schiavonc had 
dabbled, with excuse, in the Black Mass in her past, and 
was not by any means quit of that hcrosy when her Paolo 
took her to wifo. I am so lost in admiration for the 
constructive ingenuity which made Paolo’s (and so tho 
reader’s) gradual introduction to’tho existence of Satanism 
an essential to the ensuing nemosis that, with one qualm, 
I forgive the slight improbability common to most stories 
which hinge on a guilty socret persistently kept. The 
virtue of candour might not he enough, but common pru¬ 
dence should have been more than enough to induce 
Yolanda to make a clean, early and spontaneous breast of 
what she knew must come out sooner or later. This fault 
noted, I thank her for' not doing so, and thereby providing 
for us a most thrilling melodrama of the better and more 
reasonable class. Non constat that this is a book for 
promiscuous reading; there may be among the weaker 
brethren some who will imbibe too voraciously the curious 
information and fail to appreciate tho deadly criticism 
levelled at the vile thing. But for that the joint authors 
cannot bs blamed; their logio is as irresistible as their 
demonstration is complete. In postscript, it is to be re- 
narked ^that the gentleman who first invented "electric 
torches ’’ has conferred a boon upon the writers of modem 
adventure, for which they should be eternally grateful. 


I suppose the Essay is the easiest thing in literature to do 
badly. Like tho celebrated infant, whon they are good they 
are very, very good, and when they are bad they are—slush. 
That is why my heart goos out in admiring sympathy to 
any author who has nowadays the courage to adventure a 
voiumo of such. Mr. 1 [. B. Mauuiott Watson is the latest 
stout-heart, with a hook called, for some reason that I 
can’t quite fathom, Couch Fires and' Primrose Ways 
(Kegan Paul). It contains a heterogeneous collection of 
papers, ranging in topic from “ Death ” to “ Tho American 
Woman,” and from “ Stevenson ” to “ Midwinter," upon all 
of which Mr. Mauhiott Watson lias something pleasant, 
if not always very original or illuminating, to say. The 
book talks, in short, ns any agreeable and well-educated 
companion might talk to one over the oveniug fire. Which 
really is just what such a volume should do. The only 
drawback to tho interview is that it must necessarily be 
one-sided. Thus I should certainly have interrupted Mr. 
Watson's rambling monologue on the memorable person¬ 
ages of R. L. S. with a reminder about Michael Finsbury, 
wiio, in my own tasto, should always head such a list. 
The author appears to have forgotten him. Still, 1 enjoyed 
listening. And his remarks upon “The Native English 
Drama " contain a protest against the modern worship of 
the unities, a thing that has been waiting for some time to 
be said, and he has said it well. 

Tradition dies bard. Amoricans have a fixed idep that 
all Englishmen mismanage their aitches. I have seen, in 
a New York comic paper, a picture supposed to represent 
His Majesty King Geobqe the Fifth with a balloon oon-* 
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tainiog the words, “ Hi s’y! ” attached to his mouth. In ! 
England the tradition seems to bo that all American girls' 
habitually speak like members of a Broadway chorus. ■ 
I have often wondered why English writers of fiction 
should imagine that education in speech and deportm mt 
spends itself without effect on tho American girl. Tho 
heroine of The Activities of Lark Jutt, by Makgukuiti: 
and Akmiokb Barclay (Stanley Vaul), bad a wealthy 
father. Presumably, then, she had received a tolerable 
education. But sho talks in tho old familiar way. f=ho 
“allows,” she “opines," sho thinks her “poppa" “real 
cuto”; and when she goes to a theatre sho flings 
diamonds to the leading lady, saying, “ Put them on; they 
aro for you 1 ” She is, in fact, that mixture of kittenish 
impulsiveness and aggressivo glitter which makes up the 
American giil in English fiction of the baser magazine 
sort. But if I found her unattractive his lordship, the 
hero, did not. At first sight ho came to tho conclusion 
that she was ono of tho nicest lionesses he had ovor. 

proposed to, and her---- 

company certainly had 
a wonderful effect on 
his character. We find 
him in chapter ono 
trimming a hat for the 
hat-shop of which he is 
the proprietor. 1 ie also 
sings soprano and con¬ 
fesses to a weak heart. 

Yet, hardly has Lack 
come into his life beforo 
he is felling assassins 
with tho best of them. 

Wondorful fellows, 
heroes. Thero 's no 
keeping them under. 

Their appearance may 
be misleading; they 
may trim hats and sing 
soprano, but just as 
the assassin is saying, 

“Look at this weak, 
pop-eyed, pasty - faced, 
adynamic wreck; let’s y ;'!''J rr <'« ieho ho* U 

have sport with him, V()1! Sml” 

Out flashes that ap- -- -- - 

parently flaccid loft arm, and, biff! tho assassin lias got 
it right betwoen the eyes. It's a dog’s life, tho assassin’s, 
especially when an American heiress is stimulating tho 
hero’s weak heart. 

Lafcadio Hearn : his Life and Woil;, by Nina Kknnahii 
(EvKiiKiGH Nash), is welcome, not niorely on account of 
the tondorly-ehanning letters to his unseen half-sistor, 
Mrs. Atkinson, which aro the immediate justification 
of tho hook, but for tho detachod yet not unaffeetionato 
attitude which is preserved throughout by the biographer. 
It is an unpretentious piece of work, with certain heavy 
touches in the treatment of narrative and dialogue, and 
a sense of proportion none too acute; but it has the 
charm of all naive and discursive biography. Doubtless 
the esoteric Heurnite will not be so well satisfied as one 
outside the borders of a distinguished and considerable 
fellowship who dares to think that this strange hybrid 
genius was never quite big enough to carry the handicap 
of his eccentricities and wayward prejudices. The har# 
fight “he had to make to come so tardily, indeed all but 
posthumously, by his own—a fight rendered all the more 
difficult by personal defects and consequent hypersensitive- 
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ness, tended perhaps to warp (“ embitter " is certainly too 
strong a word) an already erratic and unbalanced nature. 
But it is completely disarming to read—“ I have. more, 
smallness in me than you suspect. How could it bo other; 
wise! if a man lives like a rat for twenty or twenty-five 
yearn he must have acquired something of the disposition 
peculiar lo house rodents, mustn’t he?”—and it makes 
you lovo the nun. Like Stevenson, he b’longed to that 
rare brotherhood of letters whoso members weave a curi¬ 
ous strand of intimacy into their communion with their 
readers. One strange blot this volume lias—a frontispiece, 
reproduced, I take it, from tlm work of some ultra-pro¬ 
gressive photographic artist of Tokyo,” Mrs. His.abn 
(“ Setsu Koisumi ”) sits impassivo in her picturesque 
attire on the most lamentable of worsted tassellod chairs, 
while Hkaiin, in an implacably Occidental black lounge 
suit, stands elbow on pillar, as they do the thing at 
Southend. Enough to make tho ghosts of IIokusai and 
Utamaho writho in their shadowy kimoncs! 

| I<overs of the ooun- 
' try, and especially of the 
West-country, are ac¬ 
customed to sit at tho 
i feotof"M.E. Francis,” 
and Honesty (Hoddeb 
j and Stoughton) will 
; not help them to aban- 
' don tho habit. I, at 
1 any rate, can vouch for 
! the fact that tho at¬ 
mosphere of this story 
banished the gloom of 
a most dreary day. The 
author reproduces the 
charm ol U 13 country 
spontaneously, she 
novor foi-cos tho note, 
she does not strive after 
great effects. But the 
%, effects are here, because 
‘‘ j intimacy and a sense 

I of style aro hero. Witli 
n profiling itwh along &:ruwii that one hy i.u„ ;|u P if r , vas 

Oltl). “1)0 VOIJ MIND LOCKING IH> WHEN ! , \ ... . 

' 1 not deeply intrigued; 

--_! nevertheless, the com¬ 
monplace troubles of Zachary (who lived in a van) win 
sympathy partly from their setting, and partly because tho 
fractious pair (be and his wife) do not prattle about their 
troubles, hut are shown‘to feel them intensely. Hearty 
hisses are reserved for the villain with his “ blond, florid 
way ” and “ hard and cold eyes ”—a potentate in villaindom. 
I have added up her list and find that this is Mrs. Blun¬ 
dell's twenty-first work. On such an auspicious occasion I 
venture to wish both her and Honesty the best of good fortune. 


Had I desired—which I do not— 

To raise that Mid-Victorian wraith, 

' Tho Love-in-spite-of-Father plot, 

I’d not have gone to Mr. Snaitii. 

And yet by him the thing is done: 

The Principal (he calls it) Girl — 

The ricli athletic eldest son 
Wedding the low-born priceless pear!/ 

Borne points, of course, it does not lack! 

Irony, wit. Yet neither these 
Nor Methuen’s name upop the back . 
Gan eloke its mild vacuities, * 1/ 
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chXrivaria. 

Wb understand that the real truth 
about Lord Haldane, which has not 
yet been stated, is as follows. It is a 
fact that the Kaiser invited him to 
Bevlin to discuss University affairs. 
His Majesty was anxious to know who 
was likely to win the Boat llaco. 
The conversation led, not unnaturally, 
from racing craft to larger vessels, and 
so it ultimately came about that navies 
were discussed. 

* * 

ft 

"Her Majesty the Queen,” we read, 
"has been pleased to accept a copy of 

■ Chine'o Porcelain and- 

Hard Htonos.’” If Mr. 

Churchill had persisted in 
his original plan a some¬ 
what similar presentation 
was to have been made to 
him at Belfast. 

The rumour that Mr. 
Hajimehstkin is going in 
purely for Comic Opera lias 
no foundation. It seems to 
bavo arisen from the nature 
of some of Mr. Llovd 
George's remarks when 
appearing on the great im¬ 
presario’s stage. a 


" Maledictions on 
Doctors ” 

was the title given by a 
contemporary to its de¬ 
scription of Mr. Lloyd 
George’s speech at the 
London Opera House, 
liook out for 

Femaledictions on 
Ministers 

at the forthcoming suffrage 
meeting. ... ... 


The appointment of,Mr. 

E. A. Ben hall to lie joint - 

Examiner of Plays with Mr. Charles 
Brookfield caused no little surprise 
in the theatrical world, where it was 
expected that Mr. Hawtrey, who is 
producing Mr. Bbookfield’b Dear Old 
Charlie, would have had the post. 

# v 

"The freak dinner at a Tottenham 
Court Boad hotel on Saturday night 
was held by the members of the Studio 
Club, and not by the Irish Literary 
Club." This correction, we cannot help 
thinking, caine from the Irish Literary 
Club and sot from the Studio Club. 

Ihcb BoattuaTEE-GENEBAL states 
tbak hw deoisum to temove the tele- 
■ from Nottingham to 
irriwocable. He refuses 
up i# Notts, ■ 


Some idea of how the competition sweets, and slabs of cake. It was 
of the monkeys—referred to in this! pretty of them to think of tjieir little 
column last week—is making itself felt ones at home. $ ,, 
on the music-hall stage may be obtained 

from the fact that at the Alhambra a An Austrian gentleman, The Express 
human artiste—one of the Nathal Trio tells us, has taken out a patent for a 
—has found it necessary to disguise discovery whereby new cheese can bis 
himself as a mcLkey. given all the qualities which pertain to 

*...* I old cheese. This seems to point to a 

We cannot help thinking that some; successful experiment in colonisation, 
of our contemporaries have been; * 

making too much of Lord Ampthill's : Thcatro managers in Vienna are 
remarks to a German interviewer on j considering a proposal to bar the 
the subject of the British Press. It is i matinee hat even in boxes. But if it 
stupid to make a mountain out of an, is brought in a box it can’t do much 
Ampthill. I harm. ’L. 4 ’ 

-- •> J£ 0 w to write for the 

Papers" is the title of a 
little volume which we see 
I advertised. Surely there is 
no better formula than the 
If ///Ml , . followingD ear Sib,— 

l’lcaso send mo 100 copies 


j Later.— The truth about 
Lent Haldane is gradually 
leaking out. Our informa¬ 
tion is to the effect that, 
upon reaching this side of 
the Channel, our War Min¬ 
ister was noticed suddenly 
to look very thoughtful. 
“There now!" he mur¬ 
mured, “1 knew 1 had for¬ 
gotten something. . . That 
University Commission I 
went over about.” 



p ---> 

CRUKh SPORTS OF THE PAST. 

Biikakivu tiik Camel’s Back. 

Twenty mon named Solomon wore; 
summoned on a jury at Whitechapel 
County Court the other day. A further I 
coincidence was the fact that—accord-j 
ing to our information—they were all I 
of Jewish extraction. 

* S I 

Reading that divers at work at, 
Cowes lmd found the ram of the cruiser! 
Hmke, weighing several tons, a dear 1 , 
old lady remarked that she did not! 
know tnat ships as well as regiments j 

had pets. # j 

Burglars who broke into a eon ! 

feotioner’s shop at Newport, Isle of 
Wight, last week, carried off not only 
a number of bottles of whiskey and gin, 
land the contents of a patent till, but 
also a quantity of chocolates and other 


Scotch Disestablishment. 

" Following n froo kirk, taken 
“- *' liy Knglaud’s full liack, there mas 

-mi exciting scramble near the 
_Irish posts."— Heeding Xcir*. 

"T.S. I__ “Many old Bedfordians will 

mneinlpei- the mother of Jin. 

K-, who died in I8S3, and 

wus intenod in lies Hold Cemetery. 
\Y bile a schoolgirl in Paris she bad 

——---the strange experience of carrying 

srvri't despatches, bringing to Kngjand the first 
news of tiie escape of Napoleon from Mdlia.’’ 

H'dfuMiiie Shmltnii. 

Perhaps he didn't like music. 

"By dross I moan the appallingly intricate 
gallimaufry of liiNin-ious insanities which is 
necessary to satisfy the morbid craving of the 
modern slave of fashion." —Lvwfoil Opinion. 

But, as one can’t keep on saying that, 
one calls it quite simply “ dress." 

“ He was quite sure that Sydnicalism was 
the Inst word in Socialist lunacy." 

. Cambridge Magtr.iM’. 

He is wrong; we can think of another 
word. Sydniwebbicalism. 

Commercial Candour* 

“ Lawn Sand,—Destroys Weeds or Lawns. " 
Jdct. in “Amteur Gardening. u 
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Of PARLIAMENTARY REPORTS. 

Ui’ON tlie day when Cupid’s darts 
Are timed, by old and hallowed custom, 

To perforate the rockiest hearts 
And to his gentler ends adjust ’em ;— 

Upon the day of Valentino's rotation 
They met together arid the row began 
For which the various brawlers charge tho nation 
£400 per ami. 

And now henceforth till crops are ripe 
Tho Press will give them full recital 
And relegate to sma ller typo 
Topics that count as far more vital- - 
Tilings that we want to know particularly: 

As, How will Mr. Brookmeld cut tho knot ? 

Will dear old Charlie buck at Dear Old Charlie, 

Or find it harmless rot ? 

To kindly luck our thanks wo owe 
That some events which really matter 
Occurred in time to got their show 
Before tho House began to chatter- 
Thank Heavoti! wo'd hoard of Douglas and tho ashes; 

We'd road the rout of Hordern's googly lobs; 

And now no editor’s bluo poncil-alashes 
Can prune tho praise of Honns. 

But those who deal in Culture's news 
No more are free to go and spill pots 
Of precious ink on authors’ views 
Touching the art of Eden Phillpotts ; 

Even the best Society divorces 
Must not usurp the acre (such it seems) 

Pm served for what each Parliamentary boro says— 
Reams of it, reams and roams. 

Wlmt havo we done, 1 wish to ask, 

What sin that calls for castigating, 

That we must read, for daily task, 

These sorry bouts of shrill debating ? 

Not that 1 do it; surely no sane creature 
Within that waste of dismal verbiage delves; 

Thoso only take it for a newsy feature 
Who spoko tho stuff themselves. 

I may be wrong; I often fear 
My country's vein is not convivial; 

That she derives a curious cheer 
From what is deadly dull and trivial; 

If so, I also, liko the politician, 

MayTiope to pleaso hor tasto from timo to time; 

Let others make her laws; givo me permission 

To build her doggrel rhyme. 0. S, 


“We venture to believe tlmt we have lighted upon a possible answer, 
which may or may not entirely change the lace of the situation, and 
this before much more wutel lias passed under the bridges. Finnwier. 

'The position of The Financier seems fairly safe. 

The Cork Constitution of the 13th inst., in its report 
of Mr. Lloyd George’s speech, has the following interest¬ 
ing passage 

“He had boon trying to explain to*l.ord Retail Cecil that if one 
got so much for four ponce, one would get more than double foe 
minepepce. At tint ho thought such misrepresent ition was wilful. 
Not at all. (Laughter.) It was not misrepresentation. It was not 
misrepresentation ;d( iPaf. xtlW sheer muddlelieadcdness. 

' (I'heers.) That they could never 011 * 0 . ” 

iFortufeately Mr. Lloyd George has an iron, not a cork, 
! consjjitution. 


PERVERTEO PUPILS. 

The astonishing discovery made by Mr. Guv Livingstone, 
Secretary to the Chelsea Golf School, that it is not necessary 
to keep one’s eye on the hall, has thrown the golfing world 
into the wildest commotion, and, like most of his contem¬ 
poraries, Mr. Punch is being inundated with correspondence 
on the subject. From a povfect catavact of interesting 
communications wo strain off tho following:— 

Dear Sib,— I am a hearty supporter of Mr. Guv Living¬ 
stone's scientific theory, so far as tec-shots and long play 
generally are concerned. Since it is the object of tho 
player to got the hall away with tho greatest possible speed 
and with the best trajectory, it is obvious that any down¬ 
ward external pressure upon it at tho time of starting is 
deleterious. The aerial vibrations set up by tho retina 
when glued on the sphere naturally retard its speed at the 
moment of impact, and largely counteract the top spin 
so essential to a good drive. Yours faithfully, 

■ , . P. A. Vailk. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— T am neither 1 a long nor a straight 
driver, hut I feel obliged to enter my humble protest 
against Mr. Livingstone’s revolutionary tenets, so far at 
least as our jolly little course at Fob/leby is concerned. 
What with tho amazing intricacy of the " rough ” on both 
sides of our fairway, tho high price of rubber, and the dis¬ 
honesty of the caddies, J find that to keep my oyo on the 
ball the whole timo, so far as is possible, is the only way to 
save myself from financial ruin. Yours faithfully, 

Minus Thirty. 

Deaii Sir, —T have always found that to keep my eye on 
the ball entailed, by a natural association of idoas, getting 
a book on it as well. Yours truly, C. Leitch (Miss). 

Dear Sib, —Which oyo ? ' 

Yours, etc., S. K. Wist, Westward Ho. 

Dear Sir,— Which ball ? 

Yours, etc., Heavy Lunched, Stoko L’oges. 

My dear Sib, —There is not the smallest doubt that in 
addressing the golf ball, the head should be held firmly as 
if in a vice, and tho tip of tho nose pointed at an imaginary 
spot on the hinder part of the globo's circumference, suitablo 
allowances of course being mado in eases where the nasal 
organ is of a retrousse or Aramaic character. The eyes do 
not matter a bit. In support of my principle I am prepared 
to play any ten-handicap roan over thirty-six holes for 
half-a-orown, rolling up my "eye balls before each stroke 
until only the whitos aro visible, after the manner of a man 
possessed by evil spirits. Yours ever, 

Toouooo Toby Tbew. 

My dear Mb. Punch,— About tho Chelsoa Arts Club, 
and koeping an eye on their Ball- 

(This correspondence must now cease— Enrron.) 


“The King has consented—probably some timo in duly—to cut 
tho first sod of the new dock about to be. const meted south of the Royal 
Albert Dock."— Times. 

It is interesting to know when the King consented, but we, 
should also be told when His Majesty is going to do it. 


Alderman Flanagan (no loss) as reported in The Sligo 
Tims 

“He tent you a bull on liis own recommendation that cleared the 
decks at ail t he show s last .year." •< 

This is not the one, however. 
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THE HIGHER-CRITICISM. 

Conductor {after village cho'r hcunnmwrcd n sub! itnr jmvnje at oratorio irhramt). “Yu ’ll hah to dak iikitkk Tins 1 HAT. ^ I CAN 
a'mam nek Handel hiuskl* lookin' doon i'bak heaven an' .savin', ‘Man Jamie, hit ye'be makik’ an awku’ bungle o't.’" 


INTELLIGENT ANTICIPATIONS. 

fMa. Vaughan Nash's appointment 
to tho Development Commission lias 
led a number of minds to the conclusion 
that this is only a preliminary to dis¬ 
solution. Some days before the an¬ 
nouncement of this promotion for the 
Prime Minister's Private Socfletary, 
the statement that Mr. Lloyd George 
had bought a house at Putney had'led 
to an expectation of the Government’s 
resignation.] 

The rumour that Mr. Bonar Law 
has begun a study of Bergson and is 
in negotiation with tho Editor of The 
Hibbtrt for an article on that most 
fascinating of modern philosophers has 
led to reports that the right hon. 
gentleman is already weary of leader¬ 
ship,and is about to follow Mr. Balfour 
into retirement. 

f A confirmation of the sanguine hopes 
of Home Rulers is to be found in the 
his recent visit to 


Belfast, Mr. Churchill was induced to 
sign on for the Celtic T’.C. 

That the Insurance Bill will not ho 
amended out of all recognition is indi¬ 
cated by tho rumour that during the 
past few days Mr. Lloyd George and 
Mr. Masteeman, who had soerotly 
beou undergoing the full medical course 
in anticipation of difficulties with tho 
doctors, have taken a house in Harley 
Street and are now only waiting for the 
engraving of their brass plate to take 
possession of the prcmisos. 

If tho statement be true that im¬ 
portant communications in cypher 
hjive been passing between Downing 
Stroet and Melbourne, there seems 
ground for tho suggestion that it should 
be coupled with tho fact that the post 
of Lord Privy Seal is to be held, for 
the present, by the Secretary for 
Indja. Whether, however, on return¬ 
ing $3 England, Mr. Douglas will oare 
to relieve Lord Crewe of his added 
responsibility, remains to bo seen. 


If Mr. Bamsay Macdonald defoats 
tho Government, as ho threatened to 
do in tho event of the Suffrage Bill not 
being of a universal character, it will 
not bo in order to put tho Conservatives 
in. Light, at any rato, would seem to 
be thrown on tho Labour Party's inten¬ 
tions by the report that Mr. Will 
Crooks is taking lossons in tho French 
language and trying the effoet of a 
broad blue riband fasteued obliquely 
across tho chest. 


The Age of Specialisation. 

Prom a catalogue 

“This small lent is specially made to m-’ot 
the recpiireminlsof Officers proceeding on servire 
when tents are not allowed to be taken." 

“We drew attentiou to the results which lie 
achieved when they were published in The Indian 
Medical Journal, Briefly, they are hat the 
lepra parasite is not an acid-fast bacilli’* belong¬ 
ing to the fission fungi, hut that it is a ploo- 
morphi streplothrix. This oonstitutes a very 
gnat advance in our knowledge.” 

Titnm of iftttl.'a. 

Anyhow, in ours. 
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__ Mr. Henry James:— arrogation of power that we object 

THE GUARDING OF EDEN. Or, to put it in another way, what- to. Similarly, if in the night, any 
Mb. Eden Phillfotts, having everscheme of correlated and reticulated one of us—vastly inferior to, or, at any 
written a play which that popular values, moving in their divers planes, rate, different as we may be from, Mr. 
functionary, the Lord Chamberlain, the author, with duo apportionment of Phillpotts— should ohance to throw a 
refused to pass in its entirety, a number his energies, may have beautifully en- boot at a cat, it would not be the cat 
of Mr. Philv,potts’b fellow authors have visaged and subtly translated in terms that wo wished to criticise, but the 
written to the papers expressing their of architectonic hnality, cannot, if the scheme of tilings which had provided 
intention of performing it froe, so that matter bo dispassionately contemplated, cats with a gonius for nocturnal dis- 
the public may judge for themselves of amount to, figuratively speaking, a row cord. Nor would the cat have reason 
the Lobd Chamberlain’s wisdom. An of pins. But that our young gentle- for resentment. 

excellent idea; and it is.——--- --—. , Mr. Jiibone K. Jerome: 

to be hoped that the w/M,..//// . i So this 'b what we’re 


excellent idea; and it is ——--- --—. , Mr. Jiibone K. Jerome: 

to be hoped that the Mf uitUL in I So this what we’re 

passages which caused - i ll I 'uAWIIIlllllilll/.ll/l/lililJ goingtodo.weothcrau- 

1^1 refusal ofithelicenco I ; — — < ,thors. Wo’re going to 

some way, to make the | l| p'r/LrorTH's ^u’fftnd 

the ‘situaho^tbo''moro I F j| | "'If : is8U ® d invite to tho 

^ j jA«A*amSi^C^iM 

especially when the ji n no * so annoys an 

fwwt, Sir A. OoM* ' MEsS&SAjjjnHH W nA\ H ! Ill So tho OnMM hr hi. 

Doyl^ hlr JoHH^ (^als- I ^ , 1^^ cloister sh.^ bo tolTi- 

Dbeb Sob,—O ur old ^ j| L. traatiiicnt 'of women. 

again. It is oosi enuff to ' n f one of the worst places 

reform jirthografi, but to vou W0N - r 0IV ,„ A character t ”—(with dttp 

reform the Senror is <* you—you IadvI" of ' Bevonshiro cream 

anuther pare of shoos. MonUu ..y 0U ' nE * OTi A . tE you, Mother)" always disagrees with 

Still justiss must be--------me, and Devonshire was 

dun tlio the hevens fawl. man from Devonshire, who so beau- the home of those buccaneering male- 

mi .j. t, tifully, in repeated romancos, lias factors wlio invented Imperialism, 

men mi. dauiue.— depicted, with admirable reiteration, despoiled tho courteous Spaniards, 

Clearly tho man has no mother or he the unending miseryof mankind, should and were the spiritual progenitors of 
could not be so heedless; but, be that be subject, at this Stage of his pros- Rhodes and Kipling. Then Phill- 
as it may, this puir Devonshire body perous career, to the illiterate regulation potth’s women are strong, masouline, 
has been roughly handled. of official pedantry, this is a point on meat-eating viragoes. But all these 

Mr Hewlett-— which, with all tho involutions and grounds of antipathy are as nothing 

u ’ commas at my disposal, I cannot insist compared with the fact that his play 

As to the plot, a murrain on it. too clamorously. has been banned and therefore must be 

That's nought. The crux is this: moral, instructive and salutary. If Mr. 

Should men of gonius—or approxi- Mr. Galsworthy : Brookfield would have the sense to 

mately so—be censored by a jack-in- But it must be understood that wo ban the revival of Dear Old CharUe I 
offioe f There's the rub. Dramatic have no quarrel with the Lord Cham- should be the first to lead a crusade in 
art ’b the lady; no wanton she. berlain as an individual. It is his its favour. 


has been roughly handled. 
Mr. Hewlett:— 


That’s nought. The crux is this: 
Should men of gonius—or approxi- 
mately so—be censored by a jack-in- 
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hull Spoihmm “Is uni* \ mi if nn onin xiuk of mvr inner iov' I < 1 ‘ \ feu “ 

Juld Sjxiitiiiiiiu ‘ I’m mu liu.mi away, tufa, am> ifi s hyvi tm ai n 1 1 


WITH ANY LUCK. 

l\ (l lined and slightly htgei Answer to tin- lily who as’.ed time 
ti ins on . Hampstead tube tnuu going south, whctlui tht authoi was 
s in slie was all light foi Cliumg Cions ] 

Bi cause oi that old etiot made by Adam 
T liete is no certainty m human life, 

Changes and chances come to us, dear madam, 

Suddenly, ere a man can call out “ Knife 1 " 

Lai thquakes, for instance It has not escaped you 
That, weaned now and then with folly s load, 

The woild appears to think a kind of gape due,— 

One might occur at Tottenham Court Boad, 

Or Goodgo Street, lot us rather say at Goodgo Street, 
Where things so seldom happen Barth, I say, 

Might open to the Stygian halls a huge shoot, 

A speedier route than ours and less to pay 

Then the young man in front, who drnes tho«ngino, 
May have some rival for his lady fair 

Here in the blooming tiain and seek tevonge in 
Bashing us all to bits at Leicester Square 

You know what lo\o is, if his btakes and lovor* 

Have any powei at ail to wreck the show 

We may be rid for evet of lifo s feveis 
And jerked, in half a jiff, to Jonolio. 

Sewers again, beneath a town so pompous, 

So swathed in luxuries, wlut pipes, what vats 1 

And one of these might spnng a leak and swamp us— 

A strange drear death, or aio you fond of tats ! 

Man is a butterfly, a mere paptho, 

And on the knees of the Olj mpian gods 
hes to send him suddenly to billy-oh, 

Or keep him safe, and who can judge the odds? 


Theiefoio I cannot saj (I, too, am moital, 

Although the Muses' child) what chance you Btand 
Of bieathmg the fiesli air about the poital 
In Villiers Street, oi did you want the Strand 9 

It may bo, when you set at staik defiance 
The sister Fates, and plunged in lealms liko these, 
They doomed you neveimoio to see the lions 
That sknt Loul Nelson, noi the A B C's 

But, putting usks aside, I d liavo you notice 
The maps, the bills, the schedules, wieatli on wioatli, 
With darts, designed to pioicc ihmoeoiotes, 

Showing you how fiom Hampstead's swaithy heath, 

Ay, and beyond it, fiom the Gieen of Golder, 
Unswcivmgly these tiains ato due to run 
Sl’ck to then terminus, till time shall moulder 
And the moon wane and daiklmg glow the sun. 

I cole at these well, den lady, and be certain, 
bo fai as ear this cloik or i.ulroad boss 
May lift with tiombhng hand the futuies curtain, 

This tiain will stiuggle tluough to Chiming Cioss 

E\on. 


F.om a letter in The Mura — 

“the earthquakes, uphemh and otliu Uiuldii tilings u In led to by 
\om comsponaeul am best explain!d by the hypothesis that limitation 
baa its analogue m tlw inline i,l tin ultmi lie, lialit} ' 

Lloyd George seems an ea-nei explanation 

“Hollands was fieqnentlypronnne lit m tbo lushes, h xfiee 1 Kong eery 
useful —Rmtol Tour’ 

This reminds us somehow of the finding of Mosps, though 
others, of course, have had faces that havo been of souu 
use 
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8T0R1ES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

IV.— Thb Civil Servant's. 

It was three o'clock, and the 
afternoon sun reddened the western 
windows of one of the busiest of 
Government offices. In an airy room on 
the third floor Richard Dale was 
batting. Standing in front of the coal- 
box with the fire-shovel in iiis hands 
he was a model of the stronuous young 
Englishman; and as for the third time 
he turned the Government india-rubber 
neatly in tho direction of square-leg 
and so completed his fifty the bowler 
could hardly repress a sigh of en¬ 
vious admiration. Even the reserved 
Matthews, who was too old for cricket, 
looked up a moment from his putting 
and said, " Well played, Dick! ” 

The fourth occupant of the room was 
busy at his desk, as if to give the lie 
to the thoughtless accusation that the 
Civil Service cultivates the body at the 
expense of the mind. The eager shouts 
of the players seemed to annoy him, 
for he frowned and hit his pen, or else 
passed his fingers restlessly through 
his hair. 

“ How the dickens you expocl any¬ 
one to think in this confounded noise,” 
he cried suddenly. 

“ What’s the matter, Ashby ? ” 

“ You’re the matter. How am 1 going 
to get these verses done for The Keening 
Surprise if you make such a row? 
Why don't you go out to tea ? " 

“ Good idea. Come on, Dale. You 
coming, Matthews? " They went out, 
leaving the room to Ashby. 

In his youth Harold Ashby had 
often been told by his relations that 
he had a literary bent, llis letters 
home from school were generally pro¬ 
nounced to be good enough for Punch, 
and some of them, together with a 
certificate of character from his Vicar, 
were actually sent to that paper. But 
as he grew up ho realised that his 
genius,was better fitted for work of a 
more'solid character. Hits post in the 
Civil Service gave him full leisure for 
his Adam: A Fragment, his History of 
the Microscope, and his Studies in Rural 
Campanology, and yet left him ample 
time in which to contribute to the 
journalism of tho day. 

The poem he was now finishing for 
The Evening Surprise was his first 
contribution to that papor, but he had 
little doubt that it would be accepted. 
It was called quite simply, “ Love and 
Death,” and it began like this: 

Love I 

0 love! 

(All other things above).— 

* Why, 

0 why, 

Am I afraid to die ? 


There wore six more lines which I 
have forgotten, but I suppose they 
gave the reason for this absurd 
diffidence. 

Having written the poem out neatly, 
Harold put it in an envelope and took 
it round to The. Evening Surprise. Tho 
strain of composition had left him 
rather weak, and ho decided to give 
his brain a rest for tho next few days. 
So it happened that he was at tho 
wickets on the following Wednesday 
afternoon when the commissionaire 
brought him in the historic letter. He 
opened it hastily, the shovel under his 
arm. 

“ Dear Sir,” wrote the editor of The 
Surprise, “ will you come round and 
see me as soon as convenient ? ” 

Harold lost no time. Explaining 
that he would finish his innings later, 
ho put his coat on, took his lmt and 
stick, and dashed out. 

“ How do you do ? ” said tho editor. 
“ I wanted to talk to you about your 
work. We all liked your little poem 
very much. It will ho coming out 
to-morrow.” 

“Thursday,” said Harold helpfully. 

“ 1 was wondering whether we 
couldn't get you to join our staff. 
Does tho idea of doing Aunt Miriam’s 
Cosy Coiner in our aftornoon edition 
appeal to you at all ? ” 

“ No," said Harold. “ Not a hit.” 

“Ah, that’s a pity.” lie tapped 
his desk thoughtfully. “Well then, 
how would you like to ho a war 
correspondent ? 

“ Very much," said Harold, " 1 was 
considered to write rather good letters 
home from school.” 

“ Splendid! Thera's this little war 
in Mexico. Whon can you Btarb ? All 
expenses and fifty pounds a week. 
You 're not very busy at the office, I 
suppose, just now ?" 

“ I could got sick leave easily 
enough," said Harold, "if it wasn't for 
more than eight or nino months.” 

“ Do; that will lie excellent. Hero's 
a blank cheque for your outfit. Can 
you get off to-morrow ? But I suppose 
you ’ll have one or two tilings to finish 
up at the office first? ” 

“ Well,” said Harold cautiously, “ I 
teas in, and I’d made ninety-six. But 
if T go back and finish my innings now, 
and then have to-morrow for buying 
things, I could get off on Friday.” 

“ Good,” said tho editor. “ Well, 
here’stuck. Come back alive if you 
can, and if you do we shan't forget you," 

Harold spent the next day buying 
a war correspondent’s outfitthe 
camel, the travelling bath, the putties, 
the pith helmet, the quinine, the sleep¬ 
ing-bag, and the thousand-and-one 
other necessities of active service. On 


the Friday his colleagues at the office 
came down in a body to Southampton to 
see him off. Little did they think that 
nearly a year would elapse before he 
again set foot upon England. 

I shall not describe all his famous 
coups in Mexico. Sufficient to say that 
experience taught him quickly all that 
he had need to learn; and that whereas 
he was more than a week late with bis 
cabled account of tho first engagement 
of the war he was frequently more than 
a week early afterwards. Indeed the 
battle of Parson’s Nose, so realistically 
described in his last telegram, is still 
waiting to be fought. It is to bo hoped 
that it will be in time for his aptly- 
named hook, With the Mexicans in 
Mexico, which is coming out next \ 
month. | 

On his return to England Harold | 
found that time had wrought many > 
changes. To begin with, the Editor of ;j 
The Evening Surprise, had passed on i 
to The Morning Exclamation. j; 

“ You had bettor take his place,” said ij 
the ducal proprietor to Harold. | 

"Right, ’said Harold. “I suppose j 
1 shall have to resign my post at the 
office?" 

" Just as you like. I don’t see why 
you should.” 

“1 should miss the cricket,” said 
Harold wistfully, "and the salary. 

1 ’ll go round and see what I can 
arrange.” 

But there were also changos at the 
office. Harold had been rising steadily 
in salary and seniority during his 
absence, and he found to his dolight 
that he was now a Principal Clerk. 
Ho found too that ho had acquired 
quite a reputation in the office for 
quickness and efficiency in his new 
work. 

The first thing to arrange about was 
his holiday. He had had no holiday 
for more than a year, and there were 
some eight weeks owing to him. 

“ IIullo," said the Assistant Secre¬ 
tary as Harold came in, “ you ’re looking 
well. I supposo you manage to get 
away for the week-ends ? ” 

" I’ve been away on sick leave for 
some time,” said Harold pathetically. 

"Have you? You’ve kept it very 
secret. Come out and havo lunch with 
mo, and we’ll do a matinge afterwards.” 

Harold went out with him happily. 
It would be pleasant to accept the 
editorship of The Evening Surprise 
without giving up the Governmental 
work which was so dear to him, and 
tho Assistant Secretary’s words made 
this possible, for a year or so anyhow. 
Then, when his absenoe from the office 
first began to be noticed, it would be 
time to think of retiring on an adequate 
pension. . A. A. M. 
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HOW TO BUY THINGS. 

A Railway Ticket. 

Railway tickets can be purchased at 
all prices and, like Cleopatra, they are 
of infinite variety. Each to his taste, 
therefore. Those coloured whito cost 
most. Keen buyers used to favour 
Weston-super-Mare (4/6), Brighton 
(half-a-dollar), and Southend (purely 
nominal sum); those prices are now 
out-of-date, to he sure, but there is no 
harm in mentioning them. Persons of 
leisure have been known to buy tickets 
to Folkestone and Herno Bay. It all 
depends on your class of life. The 
worst of buying railway tickets is, you 
have to pay casli for them. Booking- 
clerks are not a hit like tailors in this 
respect: they hook nothing. On the 
contrary, they take a sour view of life. 
The compiler of theso hints once offered 
a booking-clerk an electric lamp and a 
recipe for catching rats in exchange for 
a shilling ticket. Just a twolve-mile 
ride. What did that booking-clerk do ? 
lie refusod to part, and he couched his 
refusal in terms which were the reverse 
of affable. And tho writer walked 
home—twelve miles. On the other 
hand, it sometimes happens that you 
can get a twopenny ticket for a penny 
out of an automatic machine. True, 
this docs not happen often; but the 
mere possibility of its occurring adds a 
fresh zest to life, 

A Hat. 

This is obviously a very important 
subject for the shopper’s consideration, 
for nearly all of us have to buy a hat 
at some time or other. The people 
who don't wear hats are people who 
never buy anything—except nuts, and 
fret-saws, and things like that. Buy¬ 
ing a hat, therefore, is not a labour of 
love; it is one of the elemental obliga¬ 
tions of our human existence. 

Hatters are notoriously mad, so go 
armed, and stand no nonsense. If he 
shows you a green velvet thing with a 
bow at the back, draw on him at once; 
you will have rendered a public service. 
If possible, get a hat that fits. It is 
true that Nature, foreseeing and bounti¬ 
ful, has provided us with ears in order 
to keep our hats at a suitable elevation; 
but it is better, in tho long run, to got 
a hat that will keep up of its own 
accord. It is quite easy, after all. If 
the hat makes your noso bleed it is too 
small; if it makes your ears ache it is 
too large. Bear this formula in mind, 
and you cannot go far wrong. Then 
there are women’s hats. The right way 
to buy a hat, if you are a woman, is to 
take a friend with you, have a simple 
lunch, talk it over in the Silence Room, 
spend the afternoon in trying on, take 



tea, complete purchase of hat, and send 
it back next day if it does not suit. 
Some very Smart Women keep hats 
that they can’t wear two or three 
weeks before sending them back. That 
is what makes female hatters mad. 

A Suit of Clothes. 

Next to a wedding ring, a suit of 
clothes is the most important purchase 
a man can make. You should exercise 
great care, therefore, bofore taking the 
final plunge, and it is worth while 
to consult some reliable authority. 
Carlyle has written a book on tho sub¬ 
ject which every Man About Town 
should study. The Sunday papers, too, 
publish articlos on sartorial matters, 
and should be carefully filed by dressy 
men. If money is no object, go to a 
West-end tailor; it is no object to 


him either, so you will both be satis¬ 
fied—for a time, at any ratq. Another 
way to dress economically is to send a 
postal order to some man who sells 
clothes on the instalment plan. After 
one postal order you can go and live 
in South America. The effect to aim 
at, in matters of dress, is the happy 
medium between untidiness and undue 
brilliance. Trousers should always have 
a crease down the front, though it is only 
fair to say that many well-known men 
(Julius C*sa« and William Tell are 
two names that occur to one) have lxwn 
notoriously careless in this respect. 


“ POLIOMYELITIS. 

mix WORDS TO DEVON AXII^ORXWAI.I, 
AUTHORITIES.” 

That's only one plain word; there are 
worse to como. 
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First A.U, (amtrod). “Wot'i.i, v.t. r.iu 'km to-mdiikuiv roll akteks? Tatiukei:?" 

A.IS. («i m cool.-). "That'u. no; iirxc it hoivn; yoi.'T.i. want *w* rouNita 
First A.B. (spelling otufibla ns lie writes). "I i.iis. T-A-B-A—T-A-B-I-’’— (hmtntes)- 

WK'j) 1IETTKB 'AVE MAt'AISOM.'’ 

HecutulA.lt. ‘’All kioiit ; fiuxo it hown, then.” 

First A.U. “4 min. M-A-K-A M-A-K-l -oh, we’u, ’ave mce! 4 mis. R-I-8-K!" 


THE ENTHUSIASTS. 

A week has passed since then, but 
I recall every detail as clearly as if it 
had only happened this morning. 

Barton had gone out to discover the 
score at the close of play, and ho 
returned to tho office eveu more 
radiant than we had oxpeckd. 

“We’ve won," he cried. “We’ve 
won by an innings and ‘225. Oontle- 
men-, the Ashes are ours!" 

There was a burst of frcnzioJ cheer¬ 
ing, ffillowed by a brief sileneo during 
which every face assumed that expres¬ 


sion of abandoned recklessness which 
is tho mark of supremo triumph. 

“ I say," exclaimed Peterson, “ lot’s 
all throw ink over Wilkie’s new 
trousers.” 

I am Wilkie. 

Fortunately I retained sufficient self- 
control to negative the proposod outrage 
very sternly. Though not a dude, I 
am considered to have a nutty flavour. 

“Well, anyhow,” (Aid Pofcerson, 
baffled but exuberant, “I don't care 
now if it snows." 

“ And I don’t care," said Holloway 
'incoherently, as he clasped his hand— 


"I don't care if I have to pay Lloyd 
Geobob id. a week every day of my" 
life." 

“And I don’t care,” chimed in. 
Barton, a glow of sublime renunciation 
on his features,—“ I don't care now if 
Pauline Chase getsmarried to-morrow." 

But it was left to me, I think, to 
express adequately tho feelings of us 
all. I seized a telegraph form and 
wrote as follows:— 

Asquith, 

Downing Street, 
London. 

You may now prococd with Homo 
Rule, Welsh Disestablishment, and 
Manhood Suffrage. I don’t care a 
blow.— Wilkie, Bournemouth. 

It cost mo llj<7., but the occasion 
more than justified it. 


IN AN OLD NURSERY. 

A rniM old room where momorics stir 
Through faded chintz and wall-paper, 
Like bees along tho lavender 
Qf anno dim bordor; 

Bay-windowed, whonco at close of day 
You see the roosty starlings sway 
High on the elm-tree's topmost spray 
In gossip order. 

In its quaint realm how soon one slips 
Bock to an ago of treasure-ships, 

An atmosphere of cowboy-trips 
And boundless prairies; 

And when the red logs fret and fume 
(They 're lit to-night to air the room) 
Here come a-tip-toe in the gloom 
Old nursery fairies. 

Hore come dear ghosts to him who 
sees— 

Fat ghosts of long digested teas, 

Thin little ghosts of “ saying please,” 
Big ghosts of birthdays, 

And sundry honourable sprites 
To whisper those foredone delights 
Of hallowq'ens and stocking-nights 
And other mirth-days. 

Its walls are full of musics drawn 
From twitterings in the eaves at dawn, 
From click of scythe on summer lawn, 
From Shetlanas pawing 
The gravel by the front-door yew, 

And, wind-tossod from the avenue, 
Fugues of first February blue 
And rooks a-cawing. 

Old room, the years have galloped on, ’ 
The days that danced, tho hours that 
shono 

Have turned their backs on you ftgd' 
gone 

By ways that harden j » , 

But you—in you their gold and myrrh 
And frankincense of dreams still stir 
Like bees that hivunt the lavender . 

r\* * . it . . i. * 1 ’ • ‘ ’ . ’ ' ■ ’ 
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dadi iiiicmt tere8t to gesture. Cousin Hugh, hur- Unionists joined in welcoming cheer, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, xiedly entering, crossing the Bar with responded to by modestly delivered 
(Extracted mom the Diary or Toby, M.P.) i on g stride and making for corner seat speech. 8 

House of Commons, Valentine’s Day. by Gangway, observed extended hand. At opening of last Session it was 

_So much obliged to Mr. Hogok, just Recognising that traffic was tempor- Prince. Arthur who at this stage of 

returned for East Edinburgh. One arily stopped, lie halted, faced about, proceedings followed with attack on 
of our youngest Members, he has returned to Bar, where he stood till policy of Government, past, present and 
established precedent which, to certain Mr. Uogge, having completed recital to come. To-day Bonner Law attempt- 
extent, cheers Bonner Law in his of affirmation, dropped his arm and ad- ed to stretch the bow of Ulysses, 
lamentations over a shattered Constitu- vanced to sign the Roll of Parliament. Effect rather marred by early firing off' 
tion. Some men would have been As a rule, moving and seconding of of dirosome threats of something terrible 
upset by embarrassment accompany- Address perfunctory drear performance, to come. 

ing approach to Table to be sworn To-day proved to bo of especial interest. “Now T have done with compli- 
in. As usual, escorted by couple of Sir Harry Verney, who well became ments,” said Bonner, when ho con- 
Membors—on right hand Gulland, the the velvet Court suit which upon eluded customary tribute to speeches 
Scottisli Whip; on the other Lyell. occasion relieves the monotony of an of mover and seconder of Address. 
Ordered ceremony is that, Amid loud cheers from ex¬ 
standing in line at Bar, when ■ W vD . . pectant followers proceeded (of 

Si'KAKEH calls out, “ Members . ■ ’ course in parliamentary sense) 

desiring to take their seats will ; to take off coat and turn up 

please come to the Table,” jJJlV, . ‘ '<• ' shirt - sleeves, preparatory to 

they bow in unison, advanco a yrof \.j punching Premier’s head, 

certain numbor of paces, halt, ffj ' ^ ~ j Action and words fatally rem- 

how again, and so coiuplelo 1 i ’ n ‘ sccnt of remark and atti- 

should have been stately pro- rrTn|j|^ML_J ■' condition of feigned ferocity, ; 

cession became disorderly trot. 1,6 exc f a ‘ uis > "« you dontj 

It was Lyell " began it,” as , take care 1 ’ll give you a . 


Ordered ceremony is that, 
standing in line at Bar, when 
Si'KAKEH calls out, “ Members 
desiring to take their seats will 
please como to the Table," 
they bow in unison, advanco a 
certain numbor of paces, halt, 
how again, and so coiuplelo 
journoy. 

In Mr. 1 Iouoe’s case what 
should have been stately pro¬ 
cession became disorderly trot. 
It was Lyell " began it,” as 
did in other circumstances the 
l.ettle known to The Cricket 
on the Hearth. He liobbod a 
pace and a half too soon. Mr. 
Hogok, thinking ho know all 
about it, bobbed in turn. 
Guli.and, whom practice had 
made familiar with the pre¬ 
cisely propor spot, wont on till 
he reachod it, and there mado 
obeisance. Mr. IIocgk’s blood 
now being up he carno along, 
got in an extra bob, and so 
they arrived at the Table not, 
of course, all sixes and sevons, 
but quite twos and threes. 

It was now that Mr. Hogoe, 


ik J \2 


Mr.. Huoce, m:\vi.y-ariuvkd mom Kant Kdimsukuii, 

HOLDS VP TUB Tr.AMK'. 


good hard knock.” 

Ono of Bonner's knocks 
unfortunately struck Ids own 1 
breast. In course of common- ' 
tavy had spoken disrespect- ; 
fully of tho Insurance Act. 1 
Even ventured on prediction 
that it will never come into j 
operation. 

"Why not?” asked As- ; 
quith, who was in exception- ! 
ally thumptious form—if new j 
word may lie coined for the | 
occasion. “ Who is going to ! 
prevent it ? Is the right hon. ! 


but quite twos and threes. holds up tub Tramr-. gentleman, if and when lie j 

It was now that Mr. Hogoe, (If this In-ms no veseiiiMauue lo Ills gentleman referred lo, tins comes into power, going to ‘ 

left to himself, triumphantly !*•<»< that ho «u so hypnotieod hy the peiemiUmim-M .,f the y it ? ” ! 

asserted his individuality. In- ni,hlt " 1 hand tlmt lie pute forgot to look at the race.) “Certainly," said Bonner, 

Btead of taking the Oath qnd kissing Englishman’s dress, won the heart of nodding assont. 
the Book, he elected to affirm. Pro- House at outset by confiding to it j Exultant shout rose from Ministerial 
ceduro in such eases is for Members interesting fact that he was Isom at i benches at this remarkable giving-away 
to hold in left hand card on which is Llanfairpwllgwyngyll. That was good., of self and party. Master of Elibank 
printed the form of affirmation, up- But when he was able to add that lie j nearly rolled off Treasury Bench in 
liftingrighthand. Approaching House, spent his honeymoon between this [ ecstasy. On reflection Bonner saw his 
however, new Scotch Member much pleasing conglomeration of consonants | mistake. After House adjourned sent 
struck with action of police in charge and Llanerchymedd a burst of hearty j round letter to papers explaining, as 
of crossing from Parliament Street to applause greeted him from all quarters in analogous circumstances Benedick 
Palace Yard. On appearanco of Member of crowded House. Here at least was attempted to explain away bis declava- 
t-hey, automatically as it seems, hold a man who had mastered the Welsh tion of love, that when he said “ Cor- 
out their right arm with open hand, at question which is to occupy consider- taiuly " he had (on the whole) meant 
which signal traffic stops and Member able portion of Session. “ Certainly not." 

crosses road in safety. In moment of Uprising of a tall figure arrayed in Polemics apart, most valuable pas- 
happy inspiration, Mr. Hqggb intro- uniform of Lord-Lieutenant reminded sagq in Premier’s animated speoch was 
duced this gesture into familiar Parlia- House that once more it numbered that in which he dealt with Napoleon 
mentary procedure. Holding affirma- William Gladstone among its mom- B. Haldane’s expedition to Berlin, 
tion card in left hand as directed, he here. Neither in face, figure nor voice: In accordance with his habit when 
extended right arm to full length with was there resemblance to the illus- interpolating in a speefch remark* 
peremptory palm opened. trious grandfather. Sufficient that here affecting international policy he read 

Accidental circumstance added in- was the grandson. .Home Rulers and from manuscript. Statement listened 
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to amid strained silence broken now 
and then by outbursts of applauso. 
With evident satisfaction House gained 
impression that the plump dove des¬ 
patched to Berlin had brought back 
over land and soa an olive branch 
promising early termination of mis 
understanding botwoon Germany and 
ibis country. 

When Premier sal down a strange 
thing happened. Customary order of 
things in opening debalo cn Address 
is /or tho Premier to lie lollowcd by 
Leader of Irish Party, to whom in turn 
succeeds Lender of Labour Members. 
To-night no one rose to take up threads 
of debate. John Redmond's place un¬ 
occupied. Aftor moment’s murmur of 
bewilderment Ramsey Macdonu.d in- 
torposod to move adjournment of debate. 
Before Members quite knew wlioro they 
were they found themselves streaming 
forth through the open door, the clock 
pointing to half-past six. 

Business don?.- Botli Howes re¬ 
assembled, for the second .Session of 
now Parliament. 

Friday. — During last two days 
Banner Law’s comings and goings, bis 
rising up and his sitting down, have 
been watched with keenest interest. 
During recoss, in speech delivered at 
Albert Hall, lie accused Ministers of 
being guilty of corruption inasmuch as 
they had created a number of paid 
offices and distributed them amongst 
their political partisans as reward for 
political service. In speech of Wed¬ 
nesday Premier, recognising in this 








f! 


pointing to half-past six. KIM'il'ISHIt AS THE HliKAT lil’KK OK 

Business don?. — Both Houses re- WELLINGTON, 

assembled for tho second .Session of A "‘ii.uam Ci.vkmunk seconds the 
now Parliament. A,1,lr ‘ ss (‘ ,l Lord-Lieutenant's raiment). 

Friday. — During last two days 11 the most sorious accusation that could 
Banner Law’s comings and goings, his | )0 m a<lo against a democratic gorern- 
rising up and his sitting down, have merit,” challenged Leader of Oitosi- 
heen watched with keenest interest. tion to repeat the charge in the House 
During reco3s, in speech delivered at U po n an amendment to tho Address. 
Albert Hall, lie accused Ministers of Such accusation made by private 
being guilty of corruption inasmuch as Member in heat of platform oratory 
they had created a number of paid would not particularly matter. Diflor- 
offices and distributed them amongst ol ,t when accuser occupies position of 
their political partisans as reward for Leader of a groat Party. According to 
political service. In speech of Wed- a long-established parliamentary usage 
nesday Premier, recognising in this such a one is bound either to accept 

.. - , the challenge delivered across Table 

1 by Leader of House or to withdraw 

| accusation. 

1 Bonner as yet has made no sign. 

But the session is young. Debate on 
Address will run through greater part if 
, I not the whole of next woek. In mean- 
;, timo may hear more of the matter. 

Business done. —Third day of debate 
on Address. 

THE MORE THAN ANDY BOOKS. 
A Model Prospectus. 

Books, there is no doubt, have 
hitherto been too dear. The time has 
coino, not for talk about cheap books, 
but for cheap books, Not reprints of 
old books, but now books writton by 
livo authors for live readers. The 
best pens for the best perusers at 
! the lowest figure. Tho maximum of 

■ mental pabulum for a minimum of 

. financial outlay. Such books aro thoso 

NO WONDER 1IE MOVED THE* , which Messrs. A. B. & 0. D. Jill are 

ADDRESS. issuing under the title of The More 

“Dart mouth, Mr. Bpiakkh, I spent mv Than Andy Books at a farthing each, 

honeymoon between Llancrchymcdd and , . ■ , ^ ... 

I.UnfaivnwngWjrngTll.” (Loud laughter.) bound jn cloth. AIM name ot the 

(Sir Harry Vxknky, Bart., distinguishes 136811 co08 r ?^® d | 

himuolf,) not only to suggest extreme portability j 



and convenience but to indicate that 
people need no longer wait for Mr. 
Andrew Carnegie to endow a free 
library, because at the low price of a 
farthing each they can get for them' 
selves all the books they want. 

The First Thousand Volumes are now 
nearly ready, a selection of subjects 
and authors being given below:— 

The Choice of by Annie William- 

Parents son, M.D. 
Turkey by Professor Trott, 

B.Sc. 

Disestablishment by tho Lev. Hobson 
Ciioyce, D.D. 

Shaw by the Rev. Princi¬ 

pal Lost, D.D. 
The Golf Stream by Prof. Driver, 
F.R.C.S. 

I'harden by Hilary Sessions, 

B.A. 

How to Write by Prof, Ekim 

Poetry Mvpnder.M.A. 

Rhodes by ProfossorYoRKiiu, 

Litt.D. 

Tarophily by William Archer. 

llolhs by Rev. Long 

Hoppik, D.D. 
The Uses of by Ernest Trend, 
Candour M.A. 

Allsopp's Fables by Professor Stout. 
Demosthenes De by Austin Harri- 
Corona y Corona son, O.M. 

Oliver Lodge by Harold Begbie. 
Harold Begbie by Sir Oliver 

Lodge, P.R.S. 
The Noble. Art by Rev. I 1 ’. B. Meyer, 
D.D. 

Jack Johnson by Lord C H E s t f, r- 

FIELD. 

Kant by Rev. R. F. Hor¬ 

ton, D.D. 

George Cadbury byCaptainCoE.R.A. 
Luther by Sir Alfred Mono, 

Bart. 

Bacon by Sir Edwin Dorn- 

ino-Lawrence, 
Bart. 

Cremation by John Burns, P.O. 

Sigismund Goetzc by Roger Fry. 
China and San by Professor Easton 
Marino West, 

Intimidation in the Poultry World. 

From a cook:— 

“Dear Madam,—! writ; to you in the com pa¬ 
rity of a cock, and i think i shall shuts you. ' 

“Foit Salk -A Maltese Puddle," 

■ Jilet. iii. "Statesman." 

Thanks; but we have plenty of our 
own. _ 

“ Wo respect aud like Shelley better after 
reading his hitters, and fremiently them comes 
a Basil like tho ‘ I am bathing myself in ths 
light and odour of the flowery and starry Autos,' 
which reveals the enthusiast.”— Morning Post, 
Certainly,' only an enthusiast would 
care tbi paidKi iif petrol. - , V 


The Golf Stream 

l'lowden 

How to Write 
Poetry 

Rhodes 

Tarophily 

Hobbs 

The Uses of 

('andour 
Allsopp's Fables 
Demosthenes De 
Corona y Corona 
Oliver Lodge 
Harold Begbie 

The Noble. Art 

Jack Johnson 


George Cadbury 
Luther 


Cremation 
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WHAT MR. ROGERS THINKS. 

[A Air. Riiukiis (1>.S.A.) proposes that, as an assistance to tlie other 
►ex, every bachelor should be coni]ielled to near a badge.] 

Attend to the words of tho eminent Rogers, 

The fruit of whoso wonderful brain 

Would doom the most artful of masculine dodgers 
To ply his devices in vain. 

How often a maiden's affairs have miscarried 
And come to a desperate hitch 

For want of a line between single and married, 
Distinguishing t’other from which. 

She may have been wooing with earnest intentions 
A youth of most promising sort, 

When, just at the crisis, the gadabout mentions 
A wife who’s his only support. 

Moreover, the swain she’s been ardontly plying 
Can always escape from the lure 

By saying ho's married—he's probably lying, 

But how can the lady be sure ? 

It's hard to be wasting her time on a quarry 
That proves in the end but a rat; 

It’s all very well to explain that he’s sorry, 

But what does she get out of that? 

And Rogers, aghast at this sad situation, 

Would stamp on each unmarried man 

Some brand, or a moans of identification— 

And let him dodge that if he can. 


But, oh, Mr. Rogers (I take it you re wedded), 
Whatever your daughters may sav, 

Beware, I implore you, of getting light-headed, 

And don’t you be carried away. 

Those ladies, no doubt, with their excellent mother, 
Combine to consider alone 
The sex that they honour; but is there no other? 

0 traitor, reflect on your own. 

The man who is not l>y profession a rover, 

Whose views on tho holier state 
Are limited mainly to thinking it over, 

Has done pretty well up to date. 

But though, given care and attention, he’s able 
To order his ways with success, 

To stick tho man up in the mart with a label 
Is asking for trouble, no less. • 

Your scheme may be subtle; but, once you begin it, 
As sure as he’s known by his marks, 

A bachelor'd never be safe for a minute 
(Apart from occasional larkB). Dum-Dum. 


“ Hill was dismissed by a .beautiful 'bail-high ball from Douglas at 
112, and 1’onsford followed in. Tho now batsman straight drove (fames 
to the boundary, and then with another beauty elean bowled Alinnott 
at 117 ."—Xvuth Wale* Echo. 

“ Et tu, Ponsford ? ” said Minnett reproachfully, as h^ 
wended his way to the pavilion. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

"The Finn Screen’." 

Mo. Butko must have been asleep for 
twenty years; so only oan I account 
for his beautiful innocence. Much has 
happened to the drama in the last two 
docades, but it has missed Mr. Butko. 
Ho is still ingenuous enough to bo 
pleased with the play of intrigue; lie 
still thinks that no woman can set foot 
in a bachelor’s flat without being com¬ 
promised for over. Innocent Mr. Sri no! 
How shocked he will bo when lie hears 
of the suffragettes! 

Oliver Hadden was innocent too; 
but then he was a stago scientist and 
man of gonins, and such men are always 
innocent. lie was so innocent that ho 
failed to soe through his wife's cousin, 
Angela, notoriously wickel woman as 
she was, when she set horsolf to males 





••The Easiest Wat." ' / 

I don't know if American ideas Of 
honour differ from ours, or whether it 
is just that, like other things, they lose' 
all sense of consistency when they find 
thomselves on the stage. Here, for 
instance, is Brockton, a patron of the 
drama, whose method it is to induce 
managers to dispense with the service 
of an actress in order that sho may be 
forced to come under his protection. 
In this way he has socured Laura 
Murdock for his mistress. But, before 
the play starts, she lias, like the lady in 
He Who Passed, met with a man 
(Madison) who wants to marry her; but 
with this difference, that ho is con¬ 
versant with the lurid character of 
her career. Sho begs Bronkton to let 
her off. Ho consents, but warns 
Madison that, whilo waiting for him 
to become eligible, she will miss the 


love to him. Martha Hadden had no' Mr. Aimira Doi-mnun (Homn 7Y« nrs) to luxuries to which sho has bocorae 
illusions, of course; and she thought of j ' Il3S ' ( Mrs - BaMen). “ \cs, h a i}it uft te,i an( ] aa a struggling actress, 

an elaborate plan (the dear!) for making . j don - t sco , vllat yoll IIint{ i nK a fug, may easily relapse. In that con- 
everything come right in the Fourth ,ii,„iit. Von know very well that if it was any- tingency he promisos to keep the 
Act. She asked Horace Ti avers down, where else but on tho stage it wouldn’t com- hero au couranl with the facts. So 
and persuaded him to make love to— l ,r0B >* >e ' u ' r ft * l ' t - Laura takes up her work in Now York, 

no, not herself this timo ; no, there are suited, and though thoy could never loses her part, and is reduced to the 

limits even to tho naivete of the eighties make the play alive, their presence on oxtremilies of poverty. At this point 
—sho persuaded him to make lovo to the stago generally made it theatrically Brockton, who no doubt has been nssist- 
Angela. She hoped to koop Angela j offcctivc. ing his own prophecies to verify them- 

away from her husband by this means; And 1 must congratulate Mr. Sutbo selves, intervenes and offers to relieve 
but alas, tho plan miscarried,, A second on one excellent lemark lie gave to her on the old terms. She reluctantly 
plan had hastily to be formol. Horace Mr. Bovrchiek. " I know him,” says consents. Instead of writing to tell 

would ask Amjela to his rooms, and Horace, " lo nod to, and to say ‘ Ah!' Madison of the restoration of the entente, 

Martha would soo to it that Oli rcrdU- when I hear lie’s dead.” M. ho prefers a more improbable course 

covorcd them together. of action and makes Laura take 


covorcd them together. 

Oliver was a Galahad among 
men—a pure innocont soul who 
had refused to hear a word from 
his wife against Angela. Yet 
no soonor did ho see her in 
Horace's rooms, whither she 
had come to tea at four 
o'olock in tho artornoon, than 
he staggered back, convinced 
of the worst. Angela was 
having tea with a man! Her 
reputation was gone for ever. 

0 noble sweet-minded Oliver ! 
0 delightfully ingenuous Mr. 
Sumo, who still absorbs life 
eagerly from the boards of 
twenty years ago! 

The First Act was as dull an 
Act os I remember ever to 
have seen. Mr. Fisher White 
(Oliver) and Miss Kate Cutler 
(Angela) did their best with it, 
out they never had a chance. 
Later on, Miss Cutler had 


do ,vu from dictation a lottor to 
her lover, informing him that 
she has no furthor use for him. 
In a spasm of reaction she burns 
the lettor. Meanwhile Madison 
has struck motal in Colorado, 
and comes to claim her. 
Brockton, on discovering that 
tho letter was never posted, is 
furious at the outrage done to 
his reputation as a gentleman of 
his word. He has been made 
a lfar in the eyes of Madison. 
He will therefore expose her. 
Such, it would seem, are the 
nicetios of American honour- 
on the stago. 

Madison, I need hardly say, 
proposes to shoot him at sight; 
but Laura objects to this. She 
will commit suicide instead. 
"Commit it, theD,” says he, 
and calls in a coloured slavey 
to witness the discharge of the 
pistol, so that nobody can say 
that he has done it. Laura 


opportunities, of which sho pistol, so that nobody can say 

availed herself successfully; but ' that ho has done it. Laura 

Mr. WHiTE’sjreat powers were ' BlMikt AmeHcan , -amending suicide? Witness, 8.^8 the matter her fulfccon- 

always wasted on an impossible f orwatd i * 0 sideration, and. then thinks 

part Mr.BounoHiERandMiss Jthn ^ison . ... Mr. Goumv Tsarlb. , of it; and , Mddfwn 

Violet Vanbrugh, as Horace Laura itunloek . ... Miss Sabah Brooks, leaves her for ever, after a brief 

and Martha, were perfectly Annie, ... ,.. ... ... ... Miss Viotrr Band. but poignaat leetpre oaherbld 


part. Mr. Bourohieb and Miss Mn ... 

^Violet Vanbrugh, as Horace Laura it unlock ... 
and Martha, were perfectly Annie, ... ... 
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habit of always choosing “the easiest 
way.” 

The Other Acts had been received 
surprisingly well, but this gloomy 
solution seemed to offend the gods. 
Possibly the ending may have to be 
made happier. This would only neces¬ 
sitate a slight modification of the title, 
which might be changed to "The 
Easiest Way Out." 

Miss Sarah Biiooke as Lama had a 
very heavy part, being always there or 
in the next room, and sho played witli 
unsparing energy. Sho has, of course, 
a charm of her own, but it is not 
pnhaps (juitolhe peculiar charm that 
was needed to give the right attraction 
to this character. If sho had not from 
time to time shown an unconscious 
staginess and a good deal of stocking, 
f might nover have recognised her pro¬ 
fession. Mr. Guy Standing (Brockton) 
acted with an easy aplomb. It was 
not his fault that, having stnited out as 
a fairly leasonahle tjpo of lascal, he 
| should have had to soivc the purposo 
! of the author (Mr. Walter) bj 
I developing info an unspcakablo brute, 

, on a plea of punctilio. Try as lie 
would, he could not convince us that 
| li s honour was capable o! sustaining 
| anj nevoid damage. 

I .As for Mi (JoiiTJiEV Tihri.k (Madison) 
he was away most of the time in Col- 
, orado, and I imagine that the unre- 
j strained life of a mining camp suited 
i him b„hfc. Ho had good moments, but 
, he is roa'ly meant for a gallery-hero, 
lie should never be allovvod to ho 
anything but tho soul of chivalrous 
generosity. Mr.O. B. Clarence played 
ploasautly in a part that didn’t matter. 
Tho elm of* the evoning was tho de¬ 
lightful performance of Miss Nelson 
Hall in the character of Elfis SI. Clair, 
a child of freedom and a friend of Laura's 
in the old days, who comes to cheer her 
poverty and to weaken tho resolutions 
of virtue with an object-lesson on tho 
advantages of the looser life. 

One naturally wishes success to Miss 
Sarah Brooke in her first trial of 
management. But when Ixmdoners 
hoar that a play has had a wide suc¬ 
cess in America they have their mis¬ 
givings. The States are so easily 
pleased. This time it can hardly have 
haen the humour of the piece that did 
it, for the things at which our first 
night's audience laughed loudest were 
those exotic phrases which would 
escape the hotico of anybody familiar 
with the American language. 0. S, 


fChe Neutrality of Peace. 

The Sphere lu t week had an illustra¬ 
tion entittad, “Visible signs of the 
BritamMumn," This, oLeourse, is 





JUST BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

(Ajlcr the Halfpenny 1‘nss.) 

Crashers Confident. 

Confidence is the uoto which giocts 
one at the headquarters of tho Crashers 
Tho men are in the highest spirits and 
are convinced that they will beat the 
Rushers on Saturday in spito of tho 
fact that, owing to injuries, the team 
will consist of eleven reserves. "Wo 
shall win,” was the confident rcmaik 
of the genial Trainer, as ho sprinted 
round the field with his charges and 
applied wet sponges to their fore¬ 
heads. 

Rushers Ready. 

Confidence is the note which greets 
one at the headquarters of the Rushers. 
As a result of tho desperate struggle 
in the last round the team is seriously 
depleted, but the men are positive that 
they will triumph over the Crashers on 
Saturday. “We are going to win,” 
said the smiling Trainer confidently, as 
he stroked the head of the fair-haired 


right-half and read passages from 
Gun’s Elegy m a Countnj Churchyaiii. 

Sw vnklrs Serene. 

Confidence is the note which greats 
ouo at tho hcadquai ters of tho 
Swanken. Owing to recent injuries 
six now' men have hurriedly been 
acquired at cnoimous cost, but all 
anticipate an easy victory over the 
Clinkeis on Saturday. “ You will see 
us win,” exclaimed tno urbane Trainer 
with the utmost confidence as he 
poured out hot boef-tea and cautioned 
iris centre forward against damp feet. 

Clinkers Cheerful. 

Confidence is the note which gree's 
one at the headquarters of the Clinkers. 
Owing to injuries the third eleven are 
playing, with the exception of tho goal¬ 
keeper, who is drawn from the fourth; 
but all are certain that they will over¬ 
come the Swankers on Saturday. “ We 
shall win easily,” whispered the cour¬ 
teous Trainer confidently as lie tucked 
his “ boys ” into bed for their afternoon 
siesta. (And so on.) 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Hints for tim representation of our everyday joys and 
soi rows in the Greek form.) 

1.—TI1H no Ml'.ST ICS. 
pKHHONS OF THE I’lAY, 

Master of the llouv. 

Mistress of the House. 

Buttons. 

Chorus of Footmen and Housemaids. 
t ficF.NF. - The Hull of the House at 1(1 o.m. 

Cnoius. 

A fate is waitin'; for all of us; it s waitin'; for you 
mul nio; 

But only tlio dim far gods can loll the day when the fate 
shall bo; 

For one may bo drowned and one be shot, and one of us 
dio in lied; 

And it doesn't matter a leather's weight n> long as you 're 
really dead. 

For ourselves we know that the woik wo have is more than 
we ought to do. 

Being out of our beds at six a.m. and at it the whole day 
through. 

Sometime since our lady went, 

Humming tunes ami well content, 

Making still her venturous way 
Through the passage reft of day, 
i Till she paused whero oft before 

She hail paused—the kitchen-door, 

Opened it and smiled and so 
Entered in some time ago. 

Ai-ai-ai and well-a-duy! 

What is happening? Who can say ! 
Hat.f-Ghom'k ok Footmen. 

i Wo are rather afraid we must side with the maid, that is, 

| with the cook in her distress. 

Hai.e-Choiihs of Hoi sum tins. 

You’re as blind as a hat and a poor one at that. Now for 
, our part wo side with our mistress. 

Fit,!, Choiu's. 

The amount of the hooks is the curse of all cooks: the 
addition would puzzle a Baubaoi: , 

But as often her grief is a question of beef or the maimer 
of boiling a cabbage. 

Oh, it’s meals for us all (which wo lake in the “lull"); 

and it’s meals for the Mistress and Master; 

And tho meals of the nursery arc part of the curse, and the 
total implies a disaster. 

(Enter the Muster and the Mistress.) 

Master. Well I know whither we are tending, for to mo a 
revelation has come. 

Mistress. Is it of bankruptcy thou spoakest, not weighing 
well thy words? 

Master. Ay, of that and of other things, for they too add 
to a burden already intolerable. 

Mistress. Nay, but to me it seems that I have heard thy 
speech before. 

Master. To an understanding woman the familiar words of 
a husband are beautiful. 

Mistress. And a wise husband is to his wife a happy pur- 
** veyor of money. 

Master. But to me the happy and tho unhappy are not far 
apart. 


Mistress. I)o thou speak things of fair import, handing to 
me the necessary cheque. 

(The Master dimes the cheque and exit followed by 
the Mistress.) 

Chohuh. 

Woe is coming to our roof; 

Weavo the weft and weave the woof. 

She lias got her cheque; why, dash it, 

All she neods is just to cash it. 

But tho cook, our food-providor— 

Oughtn’t wo to stand beside her, 

Who, by nobody defended, 

Now perhaps her life has ended, 

Flying from a load of sorrow 
To a bright Klysian morrow ? 

For her never again shall tho Sussexian uplands the 
world-renowued furnish tho bleating sheep, fit subject for 
her skill; nor in Wales tho gallant, nor in Canterbury 
the glory of Now Zealand shall any four-footed wool-bearer 
meekly submit to inexorable fato so that she may prepare 
it for feasts. Woe is me, woe, woe, for to this we must all 
eouie biding our time. Over us too the black wings shall 
beat; but to her all is summed up and finished. 

(The Buttons rushes in.) 

Ilultons. Dreadful things I have seen and these T would 
fain reveal. 

Chorus. Speak on, for thy aspect forebodes calamities. 
Huttons. Calamities, indeed, but of such there is already a 
superfluity. 

Chorus. What art thou about to relate, thou many-bultoued 
hearer of tidings ? 

Huttons. Nay, but 1 know not how to apply my tongue to 
the words. 

Chorus. But do thou proceed, for not to deliver one’s 
message is shameful. 

Hutton s*. Shame is to the shameful, but mo no guilt overloads. 

( 'horns. Speak on then, for to the innocont to speak is to 
he relieved. 

Buttons. Know you tho cook who in tho rearward parts of 
the palace boro rule ? 

Chorus. Is it of her thou speakest having thy lips framed 
for tidings of evil ? 

Huttons. Of her and of no other, hut the gods lay this upon mo. J 
Chorus. Is the much-endurer now haply lapped in slumber? 
Huttons. Slumbov may come in mauy ways, but sho will | 
wake no more. 

Choirs. 

Now is the fate, ordained of old, 

Tho terrible fate that our minds foretold, 

Now at last is the fate fulfilled 

In the blood that a pitiless Mistress spilled. 

On high Olympus the gods at ease 

Look down with a smile on things like these: 

Guilt for some and for others woe, 

For tho gods, tho mighty, must have it so. 

H. C. L. 

.--.— 

“Ax KuiEim.y flcunuii.—' Mr. Kdoumd Herring, aged 55, has 
r ja,t Ihtii selected as a Rhodes scholar. t 

The veteran, Mr. Morris Herring, ago! 129 (() is the nnelo of, Mr., 
[ Edmund Herring.--M kutbii."— North China Daily Kara. 

Although herrings frequently attain to a great age this 
- paragraph ought not to come under ".Fish Notes," but 
under " Cricket Notes "-—the actual facts being that, play-, 
r ing against M.C.C., a Rhodes scholar and his uncle made 
Mi and 129 respectively. 
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DID SIIAKSPEARF. PLAY 
FOOTBAJ.li? 

OR, TO PLEASE AIM, 1'AUTIES, 

WAS BACON A STOUT? 

Ai.thoouii Shakspeaue only makes 
(■no direct reference to the football 
player, a close study of bis plays has 
convinced us that lie himself followod 
t lie gamo. 

His one allusion to a footballer is in 
i:sclf strong evidence of this. “Base 
football player ” are the words lie uses 
in King Lear, Act I., Scene 4. The 
reference is probably to foul play—on 
I ho otlior side. 

But if this example fails to carry 
conviction, we can find confirmatory 
evidence everywhere throughout the 
plays. In Hamlet, Act Ill., Beene 3, 
for instance, occur the words “trip 
him,” which, to have their full value, 
should be read in conjunction with 
Twelfth Night, "Act I., Scene 3, where 
ive find the frank confession, 11 1 have 
the back trick." 

This confession brings us to the 
consideration of Shakbpeare as a 
player. When he talks of “ the virtue 
of a good wing " (All ’a Well, that Enda 
Well, Act I„ Scene J), we see that he 


learned the back trick against forwards 
of morit; and we know him at once as 
a back of the robust, stick-at-nolhing 
school (“ not nice but full of charge ”; 
Romeo and Juliet, Act V., Scene 2), 
when in the first pari of Henry IV., 
Act V., Scene 1, wo read that “ nothing 
can seem foul to those that win." 

Of tho team for which he played 
all wo know with any certainty is 
that it was famous for its striking, 
and artistic colours. For Shakbpeare 
was too good a partisan to intend tiro 
phrase “ Heavenly harnessed team " in 
Henry IV., 1’art /., Act III., Scone 1, 
to refer to any opposing eleven. 

It would almost seem that on one 
occasion at least the poet was to bo 
found keeping goal, but that was prob¬ 
ably only in a friendly match not taken 
too seriously. Perhaps it was at a stage 
fete. At any rate, “ tho net has fallen 
upon me" (Henry Till., Act I., Sceno 
1) suggests a practical joke or faulty 
materials such as would never be 
tolerated in a League contest. 

“The premiere of Sir Arthur Kioto's new 
comedy ‘The Mind, the Pain, and the tiirl,’ is 
fixed for Saturday," — Li my ml Itaily Fast. 

The great Christian Science drama. 


RELICS. 


[•' A log of wood, s\i|>]mM'd to he pill 1 of the 
famous apple tiee in Sit Isaac Newton's garden, 
lias heel, jindented to the Royal Astronomical 
Sovietv. Aeeoidini' to tradition the scientist a 
attention was directed to the subject ot gnvity 
Iiv (lie full of an apple from the tree." 

J hi it [I Mu it. | 

We understand that a jet of steam, 
if not the same as, at least similar to, 
i one which issued from the spout of the 
kettle of James Watt’s mother, has 
lxicfi secured by tho Amalgflraatod 
Society of Railway Servants, in whoso 
museum it now rests. 

A tin pot, very like the tin pots 
which John Ben van must have mended, 
Inis been prevented from going to 
America by the public-spirited action 
of a gentleman who has procured it 
for presentation to the Baptist Union. 

A biscuit, one of those named after 
the famous physician, Dr. Abkbnkthy, 
has been presented to the British 
Museum; where it resides next to the 
Garibaldi biscuit recently lont by ths 
Italian Government. 

Some soap-suds, bolievod to Be from 
Mauat’s last bath, are to be sold at the 
hammor next week. 
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ai,D ROOK I ccir P worked themselves out—who gavem, and how. 

OUR OO « 0 F , , purpose Prisoners' Years (Methuen) must be bougKUand 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) read. In complimenting Mr., Mrs. or Miss I. Claheb os 

I confess that Robert IIuoh Benson is an author from; a fine study I feel bound to protest that justice has . opt 
whom I myself can only snatch a joy that is more than,been done to the Established Church or the language of 
half fearful. For one thing, when lie sets out to mako my my country. The former is not wholly without hope for 
flesh creep, he can do it with a cold and logical complete-! the faint-hearted, support for the afflicted, and ideals for 
noss that is very unnerving. The Couanl (Hutchinson) the spiritually earnest. The latter is strong enough to 
shows him at his host and worst. It begins quite manage for itself without the assistance of at least one 
pleasantly, with ono of those charming descriptions of French word to every page. I conceived a dislike; of 
life in the stately old country homes of England at which which I never quite got rid, for ono character who was 
Father Benson is an adopt. But 1 knew it couldn’t last imotiomic no fewer than three times in Iho first five minutes 
1 like that; the more peaceful the opening, the more 1 felt, of our acquaintance, 
as in a kind of conscious nightmare, the terror that was 

i bound to be in store. It came, a glimpse of it, when the ] There are some rather curious people in The Story of 


were in for—an extraordinarily subtle and detailed analysis 1 Venning, of whom wo are told, when he is proposing to 
of the physical coward, done in Father Benson’s most; marry on a pittance of six hundred a year, that previously 
merciless and convincing manner. Of course it is tromon-! his cigars and his button-holes had cost him as much, 
dously clever. Poor,,- ---- - • —-.Also ha is made to say 


haunted Val (that lie is, 
otherwise so delightful; 
and promising a lad is! flPjh, -■wjVsr”" ” 
only wliat another 

has Cft^ed ^ tan ^ |]j|^ jjj^ 't ^ 

exhibits the reckless . 

daring that is really ' 

the concomitant of' 
cowardice, is traced i 
step by step, from in-1 
cident to incident. For! 
a long time 1 hoped ] 
that the wise and sym-! 

pathetic priest, who! ' m;N H,: MK ” T,,E AT T 

was obviously being ; K THV . ,, U ,. K M „ w TIIK MA1 

held m reserve, would -.. 

be allowed to work enc of thoso miracles of regoner 





“When hi: MiiED the ns-rui. .vr vor, wiur did vor do, ('ait us I\ihI there is Mr 

"I MuAEII Til HNK SIDE AND THE IIHI.I.EI' s|F.D llAIt>ILESs|,Y J1Y AND Ill'IUEII; . , „ 

nsEI.V IN THE THICK MET OF THE MATE’S HEAD.” MaulcWCr , WllO CfttS 

-..—-'(absently - nnndodly) 

ic of thoso miracles of regener-1 fourteen chicken sandwiches at tea on a fast-day, and is 


. Also he is made to say 
. in one place to Clarice, 

; “ Why, I stroked my 
; collage boat last July 
twelvemonth at Hen¬ 
ley.” (Do they really 
say “last July twelve- 
month ” at Eton ? Per- 
, haps it is this that has 
, been worrying Lord 
: TankervilIiM.) And 
I there is Jerry rolking- 
hornc, who took a First- 
! Class in the Mathema¬ 
tical Tripos at Cam¬ 
bridge, and is subse¬ 
quently spoken of as 
debating “ with the 
host temper in the 
world and the training 
of tho Oxford Union.” 
|And there is Mr. 
[ Mauleoercr, who eats 


ation which Father Benson has given us before. But— contrasted unfavourably by the authoress with the Non- 
howevor, you must road the end for yourself. It is very conformist minister, because of his narrow-mindedness, 
well written and quito horrible. The story is once more a very pleasant lovc-talo, with im ; 

-- element of mystery not too terribly dark for the reader’s i 

When two people fall in love, and ono of them is a intelligence to unravel; but I could have wished that tho 
Catholic and the other is not, the safer and more prudent promise of rivalry between tho two extremely eligible suitors 
plan is, I am told, for each to start again and full in love for tho hand of Clarice had been maintained. As it is, the 

with somebody else. But in the caso of Kmlia Essex man of two universities rather tamely throws up the 

and Felix Scaife inquiries had elicited that both were of sponge, and in a chapter entitled " To Hymen" (practically, 
the same Protestant faith, and it was considered right to equivalent to " Threat Fiona ") the old school comes by 
proceed. I do not think thoso inquiries can have been its own. 

very searching, or it would have transpired that the belief . LJ . 11 11 J 1 a 

of Felix was very wobbly. Certainly, it was easily reversed The Moving Staircase. ■ 

in less than a week and reversed to such good purpose ., TJ)0 0SCuUu , r alKtt ,r 8 Co Ult has ten so su^ful Hut a number 
that he deserted hm love for a whole fortnight in order to 0 f otheis arc to \>e installed at various places.” ■ -.k-i' 


and irresistible, two interesting problems at once arose: 
what under the circumstances he should have done, and in 
what spirit his conduct should be treated by his betrothed ? 
Some “Will hold that creed should come before affection, 
-Olliers that affection is more important than creed; but all 
will ho, interested to learn how things, in this instance, 


‘Tire adoption of tho carter as its sign Is explained : 


nances he should have done,, and in ^ ^ cvmntm of' SUMr^Bsd her ^rtsr^a state» 
should be treated by his betrothed ? (aliment, whereat there was much tittering among the eoprd#a 
reed should come before affection, Edward HI. nicked it up:whh tfie#«tto *Ronf se^iri »*I j 


Aceurud be ho who soepshapw ia.4 
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several ot our newspapers have re¬ 
ferred to the event as a “ Romance." 


‘ _| U ■ several of our newspapers have re-1 A modical contemporary points put 

CHARIVAR1A. ferred to the event as a “ Romance." that “ it is gradually becoming realised 

A eulogistic article in The Pall *.,. 5 . that singing is an excellent cure for 

Mall Gazette, on the work of Mr. There is nothing new under the sun. Weak lungs." This explains, and per- 
Leslie Ward, entitled " Forty Years’ We now hear that the Freak Dances haps almost excuses, what we had 
Work as'Spy,’"has, we hear, attracted which have made their appearance in j hitherto looked upon as a most heart- 
considerable attention in Germany. our ball-rooms have been tho vogue for j less practice ou the part of some of our 
*J‘ . . many years past in our lunatic asylums. 1 friends. , ... 

By-the-by, tho Anglo : Gennan V | * 

Friendship Society, it is announced, is This statement gains probability | The Sphere mentions each week the 
in future to 1m known as the British- from the rumour that at a certain hall price it gives for its Short Story. One 
German Friendship Society. " We are the other night a number of patients ' could wish that it wore compulsory for 
getting on," as the Premiee would say. from a neighbouring hospital who were 1 every paper to state what it pays its 
° ■ ■ -V' suffering from St. Vitus's dance took' contributors. Some of our periodicals 

In reply to a question in the Upper part and failed to attract attention. badly need shaming. 


House, Lord Haldane acknowledged 
last week that our present rifle was in 
some respects inferior -- 
to others, but tests, he 
said, were being car- ..... 

ried out with a new 1 

rifle, which it was 
hoped would ultimately 
prove to lie tho finest 
in the world. It is nice 
to know that oven if 
wo do not win tho war 
which breaks out, say, 
to-morrow, wo may yet 
win the next one after 
that. .. * 

The Nanking Repub¬ 
licans telegraphed to 
Yuan Sui-Kai to say j 
that he was second 
only to Washington, j 
who was t he only other 
President of a Republic 
elected unanimously, 
ft was not, however, 
pointed out that Wash¬ 
ington 'rotained his 
Georgian, pig-tail even 
after election. „ 


Meanwliileit occurs to us,would it not; 





THE FORLORN HOPE. 


"A comsiomiciit semis us the programme of 

- . —. - --a recent organ recital at a 

i clmreh on a Sunday evening 
in a Staffordshire town, St 
v hicli tlic selections were all 

— by Wagner, except two by 
Tamdiauscr.” 

Sttijfordsli ire Seal lad. 
And a cotnic song by 
Lohengrin. 

The Indispensable 
Tidings. 

Tho audience at The 
Parable yesterday 
1 numbered, in the after- 
II ■ noon, 7,328, and in the 
j evening 8,419. This 
constitutes a record 
for February 26, 1912, 
j for never before have 
1 so many persons wit¬ 
nessed this wonderful 
* 1 and beautiful perform- 

” 1 ance on that date. 

" Amid all that eclat and 
rkboiutiouiim of ceremony 
which constitute the stage 
' property of the gilded Cham- 
beer, Lord Pontypridd was 


‘ Cr l 0 "' "IIku.o! Cori.n you suooest tub who.no mwibui: I orr.nr to x,k )on. to-day swom in as a member , 

,, Uiss, in onnER i<> okt 2-doubi.e 0-9-2 Maysaik '" of the Hohm ofLords. 

Some of our liviu^ --’------- bouth /f ales Daily .Acirs. j 

novelists are protesting against,the • be possible to arrive at a compromise j It seems to have carried away the 
Dickens boom. , The free advertise-j in the dramatic censorship question by writer entirely. 

ment given to Dickens’s Immortal; altering the scope of its duties l If the! -- 

Works is said to bo doing serious I censors were to leave the drama alone! and Magog. 


harm to their own. 

No fewer than 20,000 persons ap- 

f lied for free tickets to see Mr. Eden 
’niLPOTTs’ nrohihited nlav. AVa can - 


and devote their energies to keeping! 
our ball-rooms dean many of us would ! 
be more than pleased. 


Gog and Magog. 

“ The Great. Successful Drama, 

‘Tim Two Ormtass,’ 

(Over 3,000 It. in length)." 

Add. in “Hadclijfe Tima." 


Philpotts’ prohibited play. We can- Wo beg to extract, with grateful "SLICED LEMON PIE. 

not help thinking, however, that the acknowledgments, the following rule (Kindness of Mrs, K. D. G.) 
audience of guest3 were disappointed, from the Weybridge Golf Club card:-- I)Ua n dceppio tiu * ith ’ g(wd crust, 
and did not find the play so improper a9 “ When laying in a gorso ring tho ball sprinkle it with a cup of sugar, pour in a cup of 
they expected.- a, 'must be liftod, ponalty 1 stroke.” water, sift a tablespoonfnl of Hour over it, put 


they expected. * ,, j must be liftod, ponalt; 

' Seeing bow many balls 

it is denied that Mr. Neil Foksvth must say it seems a pityi 
and Mr. Hammerstein have agreed to j when it is laying others. 


water, sift a tablespoonfnl of Hour over it, put 


[Seeing liow many balls one loses, we on the top crust, and York dlobr. 

! must say it seems a pity to disturb ono Is it quite, kind of Mrs. K. D. G. to 


™dgamate In afirra^to be entitled 


A nriSifo 

beauttfaU* 




We hear that many golfers who have 
had no luck the other way intend to 
try the blindfold game, on the chance 


bprg inerehtfit, try the blindfold game, on the chance 
■&&&&;$, #tf^d<>ilig better wheii they cannot 
see what they tie abdut, . ■ 


leave out the lemons '! 

"DOCTORS * THE ACT. 
Cardiffiax in thf. Chair. “ 

VOTE or CENSURE ON HIM NOT CARRIED." 

South Walts Daily Kuos, 
Another triumph for Cardiff. .. 








l't'N'OU, (lit TI1H LONDON CHAHIVART. 


. OUK MAGAZINE PAGE. A ,It. **«, 
Something of. Intebest fob Evcriinys . 

.. .fliVEHYONE. ^ Try it to - night . 

Entertaining an.. Edifying. “Nunienes" (i.c, New Meanings) is the 

Oi'R ’HICRMOMiTTH. title given to a game which is exciting 

Covimit this ' to memory ; it mil help the greatest enthusiasm in intellectual 


VMM . [Fibbvaby 28, M12. 

in 

A TRIBUTE TO A GOD, 

If any cynic still refuses 
The island people's claim 


"Nunienes” lie. New Meanings) is the K <* ^ Mu '* 8 

title given to a game which is exciting n A "«? * ho . bn fi 1 . ,t &un-god s name, 
„.,Vi.:_.■ i Or thinks in vain he held his chorus 


ijou'.tlitough the day :— circlos. It 

.However strong tlio impulse, never, scribed by 


lino tu » ttuiiio «\iuiau in om/jwuk r\ a\ * t • • i i it i • 

the greatest enthusiasm in intellectual Or thinks ,n vain he held h.s chorus 
circles. It ean perhaps best bo de- On that Parnassian height, 
scribed bv means of example. Take l'«r souls4hat never slmll bs lW rous 


words 

Stay the rash hand! Though life be 
i i: grim and gra>, 

To-morrow, recollect, succeeds to-day. 
'• A HIT Of NATI HAI, HISTORY. 

Tiik Agile Gbaksiioiteb. 

Most of us lm\c observed the extra¬ 
ordinary jumping powers of the com¬ 
mon grasshopper, If human beings 


if;it can be avoided, commit suicide, the letters N, E, 8, W, which arc 0 0 ' ne P oiri ao ■g 1 » 

When tempted, repeat tlie following always to bo seen on wind vanos. They To such as those 1 say, “ Why raven 
words:— indicate the four points of the compass you?" 

Slav the rush hand! Tl.oimh life he (N .® rUl - *'■. 8outl ' ,in<l NV< ’ st )' b . l . lt Vour bookish notions leave, 

with a little ingenuity one can easily Come out with me alqng the avenue 
apply “ Numcnes " to them. Thus ono Called Shaftesbury, at eve; 


might say: - 

Never Employ Sultry Words, 


Como out with me and show repent¬ 
ance : 

Illumed against tho sky 
Observe that solemn, awful sentence 


Or, again, keeping the letters in the Ji| umec against tno sky 
same order, but commencing with E:— Obwrve tbal solemn, awful i 
,, , 0 . , .... ", . “Apollo: The (Had Eye.” 

Eat Sparingly When Ninety. i • 


possess®;! such.powers in proportion to Other “Niuncnos,” l.eginning rospec- 
theiresizc,. we-should have the privilege tivcly with tho letters S and W arc:— 
of watching Mr. G. K. Chesterton o ow w,,, y ., ls Near Master. 


OVli 1TUZK CtiMl’ICTlTKiN. 


Could any laud but ours have fashioned 
So glorious a sign, 

Have hailed with tribute so impas¬ 
sioned 

The lord of things that shine: 


pi warning ir u ix. chus ikkton Sow Wurzels Near Master. sionetl ■ •. 

''VH»N« ) E,e ?S *»IL T| , e M.1 Ukplhd : 
build their nests in trees, uor, as a rule, Tll!! « amo can al «° 1,0 P la y fi d m Tho god whose paeans' stnko tho 
migrate in winter. French. The, letters S. V. P. can thus ‘ rafter, 1 - 1 '* 

. ... , v he made to represent the exhortation Who wreathes tho laurel crown, 

„ . , ‘ J Via “SoyoJ! Vraiment Poli.” It could Whobrightens heaven'and earth w 


r. , . I* * 1*1 L I IU1U1C1IV XV IjUUlU 

Select a well-known poetical quota- doufiUflW b > dono in {immm bllt for 
tton and replace some of the principal lll0 fllct tbafc the only moillbor ot the 
words by others. A ery surprising re- slafT —Mod with tlu-l language is 


, ... . stuff acquainted with the t language is r ..... T -. 

suits can bo obtained m this way, as is , ■ i 1 ,-! ° Instinctively I stand and watch it, 

proved in the following instance, where 0 1 And dream of Hellas gone; 

the famous lines: — lTlin 1 ’AltN. The constables respect my crotchet, 

« Como into the garden Maud. , ,) < ? u ba ';® doubtless remarked that And spare to say,Move on 

’‘'"For the black bat, night, lias llown" l( dl descriptions of a days cricket in I seem to bear tlie.psnhn that waxes 

nra'frnnef„rrnp/l Inin • Australia are frequently printed in From Delos'sac'ad-.sbore, 

are transioirnea into . Muglisb newspapers apparently before i t(lke n0 notico o[ t h e taxis 

Go into the kitchen, Jane, the play has concluded. This is ac- o„tside the Eyrie door. 

• For the milk-bov, Ihos., has come, countod for by the rotation of the earth i 

\7e offer a first prize, consisting of a upon its axis and forms yet another About me burns the panorama 

bag of nuts, and a second prize eon- illustration of the marvels of Science. Of night's electric glare, 

sisting of the published sermons of Bomhahdieb Wells, tho heavy weight Announcing patont soaps and drama, 

Dr. Clifford, for the two best " trans- c | mml ,i on 0 f England, was at one »>'<• U*<* is far more fair: 
formed' quotations sent to us by wire- limo in t .| l0 Army, but lie has never T1 ’>s surely makes the pulse boat faster, 
less telephony in. 1912. Tho example been known to take an unfair advantage „ f \ h ' s spontaneous burst 

given above must not be used except m Lf this fact when boxing. Of k oration for tho Master 

_-.I...... .n_ r Wnrt rtni'/i mnn nnUum (iwl 


bortation Who wreathes tho laurel crown, 

It could Who brightens Ifeaveir and earth with 

n but for laughter 

ier of the Wlion liis glad eye looks down ? 


cases of sheer dosperution. 

TO DAY'S I’OliM. 

The Two Violets. 
Two Violets bloomed in a garden 


This wild spontaneous burst 
Of adoration for the Master 
Who gave mon culture first. 


To clean cycle tyres, moisten the '. 

tries thoroughly with a large-sized You tell us there is some confusion? 
shaving brush, rub briskly with a slick Some trifling error? What? 
of shaving soap, dip tho brush in hot Then let us clasp tho old delusion. 


When the bluff March breezes blew, water and work up a good lather. Lay Nay, undeceive me not; 


And they loved each other fondly, 

As Violets often do; 

But shynosakept them from speaking 
Till death had torn them apart, 

And neither knew that the othc\ 

Had died of a broken heart. 

Take warning, you who me lovers, 

By tho Violets’ hapless fate; 

Don’t wait till you ’re dead and buried, 
For then it may be too late; 

Don’t foolishly let your passion 
Remain locked up in your breast,. 

But speak to your loved one boldly 
Awl 60 get it off yonr chest. 


sheets of blotting-paper along tho gar- Btill let rue stand as though in fetters 
den path and ride tho macliino up and While tho rude crowd goes by, 
down until I he tyres are dry. liepoal And gaze on those tremendous letters, 
tho process until all dirt is removod. “Apollo: The Glad Kye.” Evoe. 

Tire Battle of Waterloo was fought .. - . 

upon a Sunday. This, however, was The lack of Humour in the Animal 
hoforo the invention of aeroplanes. World. 

——— ——— — “Cows Kiixsii nv Chaff.” 

Lady Howabd de Walden (nee - People. 

Miss Van Raalte), whose photograph “Conscience Money, -The Cbanoellor of 

1.1__ ' J— iL. T»_ • il. . h . _1 * it. . . e i 


has been appearing in the Press, is the the Kxokcquer acknowledges the receipt of two 
same lady whose same photograph i>petal orders of £1 eech—total, £’2."—ftwaa. 
recently appeared , as that of Lord And they find fault with the aocuraoy 


Howabd df, Waldbn’s fiancic. 


of his figures! 
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HUMOURS OF THE APPEAL COURT. 

Judge [reading from prisoner's record). "In 1885 yob whisk sentenced to eighteen months’ imnsisonmest for fraud 1 ” 
JYismer (Mignaul///). “No, m'Lord!" Judge, “In 1S88 you were sentenced to five years’ pkxai, servitude?" 
Vrimncr. “Certainly not, yeu Lordship!” Jtulgc. “From 1895 down to this year you have iikkn in prison 

UNDER SENTENCES VAUYISO FROM TWO YEARS' IMPRISONMENT TO SIX YEARS’ PENAL SERVITUDE!” 

Prisoner. “Ain't a word of truth in it, yer Lordship!” Judge. “I’m afraid you must have forgotten." 


PLAYING AT PLAY. 

[“Toogood, playing every shot, whether from 
the tee, through the green, or on the putting 
green, with his eyes blindfolded, met A. Tindai 
Atkinson, a scratch player of the Huuniugdale 
Club, playing in the orthodox manner, over 
eighteen holes, upon level terms. The result 
was absurd."— /Yes*.] 

The final test match opened to-day 
in fine weather. An interesting novelty 
was introduced into the game, each 
batBman being compelled to use, to 
defend his wioket, some article from his 
traveling bag, in accordance with the 
claim put forward by several admirers 
of Warner’s XI. that it is not necessary 
for an England player to use a bat 
in order to keep the ball off the 
wioket. Rhodes, who compiled a neat 
59 with his hairbrush, was loudly 
oheered, as was Hobbs, who, using his 
Thermos flask, gave a perfect display, 
including all his best strokes. It is some 
evidence of his nativity that, on his 
Arrival at the pavilion^ the milk, which 
h*d been the original oontents of the 


flask, had become cheeso. Posted, who, 
with Hobbs, was not out at the close 
of play, gave a Hue exhibition with his 
trousers-press, his drivos past very silly 
mid-on being greatly enjoyed by the 
crowd. _ 

The final at the Crystal Palace will 
be of unusual interest this year owing 
to the decision of the committee to 
vary the character of the play by sub¬ 
stituting a glass marble for tho ball 
generally used. This change is made 
to prove that it is not nocessary, so 
exaot are the expert player’s move¬ 
ments, for the sphere to be as large as 
that now employed. Sir Oliey Lodge 
has consented to kick off. 

The Channel Swim will, this year, 
take a new form, as Burgess will dive off 
hand-ouffed and with his feet attached 
by a chain cable to a grand piano. It 
is hoped to show that it is not 
neoessary for any expert swimmer to 
enjoy every possible advantage on 


entering the water before he can cross 
the Channel. The proposal that he 
should be allowed to carry between 
his teeth a small tile was vetoed on 
the ground that if this was permitted 
tho valuo of the test would imme¬ 
diately disappear. 

Bricklayers were at work yesterday 
at Wimbledon erecting the ten-foot 
brick wall which is to take the plaoe of 
the net in the Tennis Championship 
this year. The new feature is being 
introduced to prove that it is not 
necessary for tho player receiving 
service to see the ball as it leaves the 
server’s racquet, before he oan make a 
smart return. 

From a speech as reported in The 
Berkhamsted Gazette :— 

“Dr. - had been heard frequently to 

refueo to put into his pocket that which he felt 
ought to go into the stomacha of his pptients." 

The waistcoat pocket, after all, is no 
place for the ammoniated quinine. 
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STORIES OF SUCCESSFUL LIVES. 

' V.— The Actob’b. . 

Mb. Levinski, the famous actor- 
managcr, dragged himself from beneath 
the car, took the snow out of his mouth, 
and swore heartily. Mortal men are 
liable to motor accidents; even kings' 
cars have backfired; hut it seems 
strange that aetor-inanagers are not 
specially exempt from these occurrences. 
Mr. Lovinski was not only angry; ho 
was also a littlo shocked. When an 
actor-manager has to walk two miles 
to the nearest town on a winter 
evening one may bo pardoned a doubt 
as to whether all is quite right with 
the world. 

Hut the complctest tragedy has its 
compensations for someone. The piti¬ 
able arrival of Mr. Levinski at “The 
Hull’s Head,” unrecognised and with 
his fur coat slightly milled, might make 
a sceptic of the most devout optimist, 
and yet Eustace Merrowby can never 
look back upon that evoning without 
a sigh of thankfulness; for to him it 
was the boginning of his career. The 
story has often been told sinco—in 
about a dozen wockly papers, half-a- 
dozen daily papers and three dozen 
provincial papers—-but it will always 
bear telling again. 

There was no train to London that 
night and Mr. Levinski had been com¬ 
pelled to put up at “ The Duke's Head." 
However, ho had dined and was feel¬ 
ing slightly hotter. He summoned the 
manager of the hotel. 

“ What does one do in this dam 
place ? ” ho asked with a yawn. 

The manager, instantly recognising 
that ho was speaking to a membor ot 
the governing classes, made haste to 
reply. “Othello "was being played at 
the town theatre, flis daughter, who 
had already boon throe times, told him 
that it was very fascinating. Ho was 
suro his lordship. , . . 

Mr. Lovinski dismissed him, and con¬ 
sidered the point. He had to amuse 
himself with something that evening, 
and the choice apparently lay between 
“Othello" and the local Directory. 
He picked up the Directory, Hy a 
lucky chance for Eustaco Merrowby it 
was three years old. Mr, Levinski put 
on his fur coat and went to see 
“Othello.” 

For some time ho was as bored as he 
had expected to be, but halfway through 
the Third Act he began to wake up. 
There was something in the playing of 
the principal actor which moved him 
strangely. He looked at b is programme. 
“ Othello—M r. Eustace Merkowhy.” 
Mr. Levinski frowned thoughtfully. 

| “ Merrowby ? " he said to himself. “ I 
! don’t know the name, but he ’s the man 


I want.” He took out the gold pencil 
presented to him by tho Emperor— 
(tho station-master had had a tie-pin) 
—and wrote a note. 

He was finishing breakfast next 
morning when Mr. Merrowby was 
announced. 

“ Ah, good morning," said Mr. Lovin- 
ski, “ good morning. You find mo 
very busy,” and here he began to turn 
the pages of tho Directory backwards 
and forwards, “ but I can give you a 
moment. What is it you want? ” 

“ You asked ino to call on you,” said 
Eustace. 

“ Did I, did I ?” He passed his hand 
across his brow with a noble gesture. 
" I am so busy, I forget. Ah, now I 
remember. I saw you play Othello last 
night. You are tho man I want. 1 
am producing ' Oom Baas,' the great 
South African drama, next April, at my 
theatre. Perhaps you know ? ” 

“ I have read about it in the papers,” 
said Eustace. In all the papers (he 
might have added) every day, for tho 
last six months. 

“ Good. Then you may have heard 
that ouo of tho scenes is an ostrmh 
farm. 1 want you to play ‘Tommy.’ ” 

“ One of the ostriches ? ” asked 
Eustace. 

“ I do not offer the part of an ostrich 
to a man who has played Othello. 
Tommy is tho Kaffir hoy who looks 
after the farm. It is a black part, 
like your present one, but not so long. 
In London you cannot expect to take 
tho leading parts just yet.” 

" This is very kind of you,” said 
Eustace, gratofully. “I have always 
longed to get to London. And to start 
in your theatre 1—it's a wonderful 
clmnco.” 

“ Good,” said Mr. Levinski. " Thon 
that's settled.” Ho waved Eustace 
away aiul took up tho Directory again 
with a business-like air. 

And so Eustace Merrowby came to 
London. It is a groat thing for a 
young actor to come to London. As 
Mr. Lovinski had warned him, his new 
part was not so big as that of Othelb ; 
he had to say “ Hofo tsetse 1 ”—which 
was alleged to bo Kaffir for “Down, 
Sir! ”—to the big ostrich. But to bo at 
tho St. George’s Theatre at all was an 
honour which most mon would envy 
him, and his association witli a real 
ostrich was bound to bring him before 
tho public in the pages of the illus¬ 
trated papers. 

Eustace, curiously enough, was not 
very nervous on the first night. Ho 
was fairly certain that ho was word- 
perfect ; and if only the ostrich didn't 
kick him in the back of the neck—as it 
had tried to once at rehearsal—the 
evening seemed likely to be a triumph 


for him. And so it was with a feeling 
of pleasurable anticipation that, on the 
morning after, he gathered the papers 
round him at breakfast, and prepared 
to read what the critios had to say. 

He had a remarkable Press. I give 
a few examples of the notices he ob¬ 
tained from the leading papers:— 

“Mr. Eustace Merrowby was 
Tommy ."-Daily Telegraph. 

“Tho cast included Mr. Eustace 
Merrowby .’’—Times. 

“. . . Mr. Eustace Merrowby . . 
Daily Chronicle. 

“ We havo no space in which to 
mention all the other performers."— 
Morning Leader. 

“This criticism only concerns tho 
two actors we havo mentioned, and 
does not apply to tho rost of tho cast.” 
— Sportsman. 

“ Where all were so good it would 
be invidious to single out anybody for 
special praise." —Daily Mail. 

" The acting deserved a letter play." 
—Daily News. 

". . . Tommy . . .’’—Morning Post. 

As Eustace read tho papers ho felt 
that his future was secure. Truo, The 
lira, careful never to miss a single per¬ 
former, had yet to say, “ Mr. Eustace 
Merrowby was capital as Tommy,” 
anti The. Stage, “ Tommy was capitally 
plajed by Mr. Eustace Merrowby”; 
hut even without this lie had become 
one of the Men who Count -one whose 
private lifo was of moro interest to the 
public than that of any scientist, 
general or diplomat in the country. 

Into Eustace Morrowhy's subsequent 
career I cannot go at full length. It 
is porhaps as a member of the Garrick 
Club that he has attained his fullest 
development. All the good things of 
the Garrick which were not previously 
said hy Sydney Smith may safely be 
put down to Eustace; and there is no 
doubt that he is tiie ringleader in all 
the subtler practical jokes which havo 
made the club famous. It was lie who 
pinned to the back of an unpopular 
member of the committee a sheet of 
paper bearing the words 1 • 

KICK ME 

—and the occasion on which he drew 
the chair from beneath a certain 
ominent author as the latter was about 
to sit down is still referred to hilariously 
by tho older members. 

Finally, as a convincing proof of his 
greatness, let it be said that ovorybody 
has at least heard the name “ Eustace 
Merrowby”—even though some may 
be under the impression that it is the 
trade-mark of a sauce; and that half 
tho young ladies of Wandsworth 
Common and Winchmore Hill are in 
love with him.. If this.benot-Buecess, 
whntis? A. A. M<- 
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A PRELIMINARY PRATTLE 
' V WITH 
LADY PRECIOSA PIPKIN. 

(In the fearless manner of “ The Daily 
Chronicle.") 

To enter the library in Arlington 
Street where lady Prociosa Pipkin 
writes and reads is indeed a privilege 
which an ordinary journalist can hardly 
taste without fainting from sheer 
ecstasy. One is reminded alternately 
of Cohinna and Marie Corelli, of 
Madame ms Stake and Madame Sabah 
Grand. The atmosphero of the room is 
charged with pastoral srronity, and 
Lady Prociosa’s voice, tho ethereal tones 
of which remind one of harp harmonies, 
helps to enhance tho illusion. 

When I commented on this she 
smiled an exquiHito smile and observed: 
“ Pooplo think I livo out of tho rush, 
and often loll mo so; yot, all the same, 
life, 1 think, is a terrible rush. Even 
some of our bishops have recently 
rushed to Russia and back again. . . 
But I fear that 1 am in a minority, 
having always boon a a cry imrushfull 
person. Rapid locomotion is always 
distasteful to me, and 1 would infinitely 
rather bo a toiioiso than a hare. 
Indeed, 1 think that in a previous 
oxistenco I must have been a tree, for 
l have roots and move them with great 
difficulty." 

Lady Prociosa would havo made an 
ideally lovely Hamadryad, and 1 
longed to toll her so, but, after all, tire 
object of my visit was not to discuss 
her previous existonco but her forth¬ 
coming hook, The Silver Satchel. 

“ How did The Silver Satchel como 
to ho written '! Well, on the principle 
that silcnco is golden, 1 hit upon the 
opithot ‘silver' as appropriate to the 
outpourings of my pen. ‘ Satchel,’ you 
see, begins, like ‘ silver,’ with an '• S.’ 
It is simply tv commonplace book 
filled with oxtracts culled from various 
sourcos and supplemented with a few 
pieces of my own." 

The Satchel which Lady Prcciosa 
Pipkin so modestly describes as a 
commonplace book contains many rare 
and radiant effusions from her own 
gifted pen. Extracts of which tho 
souroe is unknown are marked by one 
star, as distinguished from two stars 
whicii indioato anonymity, three stars 
wliioh are affixed to pieces of a spirited 
and oonviviai type, and forty-two stars 
which indioate an American origin. 

! But Lady Preciosa, though so 
generous in admitting other writers to 
her Silver .Satchel, is nothing if not 
.original, as the following intensely 
’ideating obiter dicta dearly show 

“Personally I think the average 



Fair (Imil. “ Then you absoi.viki.v deny, <;km;i;u, hie i-o.-MHiniv of scat a 
THING AS 1*1.ATOXIC FCIKXllMIIV BETWEEN A MAX A Mi A WOMAN, FA EN IX THE CAM! OF 
A MIIUMirilKC?" 

The O’rneral (sliijhiiji “Ves, aiihiu teiy. There art. no exceviioxx, not even 

IX THE CASK OF A VlEED OFFICER," 


tnodom book is very good; but as T 
only read those which I like, you will 
see that my point of view would in-: 
ovitably differ from one who read no 
books except thoso which he (or she), 
disliked. j 

“ One must, I think, use patience in j 
dealing witli young people's reading 
tastes. For instance, my youngest son, ' 
aged four, is suffering from an epidemic 
of infatuation for the lady whom ho calls j 
‘ The Baroness Corkscrew.’ The only; 
thing to be done is to wait till it passes' 
—like mental measles. I remember! 
that I myself at the age of five was 
quite unable to appreciate Carlyle's 
Sartor Jtesartns. But my second son, 
aged - pasftitefy' revels ‘in* the 


romances of George Meredith. Ho 
almost steins to draw sustenance from 
them, and one wook he put on no less 
than 10 lbs. weight while he was 
reading The Egoist from morning to 
night." 

Lady Preciosa Pipkin considers a 
love of reading to ho one of the greatest 
of life's boons. ‘‘Bottor a thousand 
titnos that one should spend five 
shillings on Milton's Paradise Lost 
than on beer, tobacco, or even chocolate 
creams." 

The Silver Satchel follows on other 
books— Unshful Whispers, In Quesi'of 
Calm, The Log of the Dorm Houseboat 
•—characteristic' of the same peaceful 
pen'md' refmed yet catholic taste. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Uinl$yor the representation in the Greek form of our 
* everyday joys and sorrows.) 

I!.—THE TWINS. 

Persons ok the Play. 

i The Husband; the Wife; a Butler; a Constable; 

, • ■ ’ a Goddess. 

Chorus of Si/uires, Vicars and Tenants. 

Scene— The lawn in front of a manor-house. Time, 

3 p.m. Many tea-tables are set out. 

' Butler. 

Tliou whom obedient to a changeless law 
With equal sjrecd thy flaming coursers draw. 

Whose a/,ure robes arc dipped in molten gold 
And strewn with jewels rich and manifold, 

Great Sun, I hail thee, and I bid thee be 
The kind sustainer of our festal tea. 

Shine on my master, also on his wife, 

Who after lifty \ears of wedded life 

Shall from their friends, no matter what their stations, 

Hecej^e to-day the due congratulations, 

With gifts of massy gold, embossed or chased 
Or hammered, as may suit the giver's taste. 

And J may add that i have laid each table, 

Faithful in heart, as well as I was able. 

Squires and Vicars. 

Faring hither from glebes and manors, 

Where we havo dwolt as man and boy, 

Through a flame of flags and a flush of hanncis, 
Now wo are come to our task of joy. 

Landlords, justices, godly sages, 

We who rule over man and beast, 
leaving our balls and our vicarages, 

J A), we are lured to the golden feast. 

Squires. 

lie deserves a show of bunting 
And the tribute of our tongue, 

Who is just as fond of hunting 
As he was when ho was young; 

Vicars, 

Who in largo ways and in small wa\s 
Never left us in the lurch 
With his cheque-book, and is alvvavs 
Very regular at church. 

In subscribing he looks pleasant 
• Where another man might blench. 

Squires. 

He can shoot a soaring pheasant, 

And'is Chairman of the Bench,. 

Tenants. 

The Wife is as good in her way 
As her lord and her master is in his; 

She never presumes to play 
A pait in her husband's business. 

Sho humours his every whim, 

And thinks him the first and the lies I, of us; 
And sho always looks after him, 

Whilo ho looks after the rest of us. 

’Full Chorus. 

Hymen, giver of reasonable happiness to them that are 
. unpuffed-dp in expectation, on thee we call and bid thee 
leave the rosc-decked glades and hasten hither on odorous 
wings. Yet not as a boy sholt thou come, but grave and 


reverend, a fifty-yeared unwithholding offeroi; of connubial 
loye. For now the half-eenturied companions; -the-gold- 
gifted pair, are approaching, and in their train we behold 
a bevy of sons and daughters, and of grand-children a 
shouting niany-ageu host, yea and of great-grandchildren 
not a few, long-clothed and borne in arms and with high- 
pitched unhappy voicos wildly clamouring for sustenance. 
But who is this, the sad-hrowed wearer of a black hehnot, 
who behind tho joyous throng stalks immitigably, a gloomy 
threatener of woe to the ancestral palace? Surely for no 
festival was lie intended; hut wo in silence must await the 
fulfilment of doom. 

f The Husband and Wife advance to the front. 
Husband (to her). Dearest, thy hat is of a size unmeet for 
the aged. 

Wife (to him). And across thy forehead a black smudge has 
been smeared. 

Husband (to the ynests). Friends, forgive, if with my faltering 
tongue I speak not words of due thanksgiving. 
Constable (intervening). Pause, rash ones, for I too havo 
a word to speak. 

Husband. Words are for the high-born, but go tliou within 
the house. 

Constable. Not so, for to you black fate is now come. 
Husband. How sayest thou, and what warrant hast thou? 
Constable. Thee for; burglary the law demands, hut for 
theft the lady. 

Husband. Terrible tilings, indeed, tliou spoakest to me who 
was never yet a burglar. 

Wife. And to me, being guiltless, thy speech is hitter. 
Constable. Will ye forbear resistance, eoming quietly ? 
Husband. Yea, for it is better to endure that which cannot 
bo avoided. 

Wife. And to be crushed with suffering is tho lot of women. 

Chorus. 

Ot-ot-oi, ot-ot-oi! for now woo brings woe upon woe. 
Whither shall wo fly ? In what dark forest by men nn- 
visited shall we hide our faces? Now, indeed, are the 
foundations of the Palace uprooted and all tho walls arc 
shattered. Avert tliy faco, 0 Sun, and let black Night, tho 
merciful, hide us in the folds of her garment. 

|'Ac Goddess descends in her vuiehittc. 
The Goddess. Hold on, for I indicate a way of honour and 
safety. 

Constable. Mo thou shalt not rob of my lawful capture. 

The Goddess (ignoring him and addressing the Husband). 

Was there not formerly to thee a twin-brother, 
all but simultaneously horn and like unto thee 
as pin to pin ? • 

Husband. Yea, there was; hut what news bringost thou 
of the long-forgotten? 

The Goddess (to the Wife). VVitli thee, too, many years ago, 
a twin-sister sported in thy paternal home ? 
Wife. Ay, in truth she did; but her wo do not mention, 
having thrust her out. 

The Goddess. These, then, being your twins, are tho cul¬ 
prits; hut for you two lot tho revelry proceed. 

[She re-asccntls. 

Chorus. 

Now surely no course is left to the mistaken sei/.er of 
non-delinquents save to plunge tile sharp steel in his breast, 
seeking death as a refuge. But to us the Goddess hath 
brought a return of joy, and Justice resumes her sway. 

_ R. G. Ij. 

“ Wanted, a mqwctaMe baby to adopt.” 

AM. m “ Olasyo w Hcruhi." 

“My baby’s always kept ’issell respectable^ Sir." 




Fbbbuary- 28, 1912.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 

V, .HlUI^2> 


fmm 



mi hm ^Sf M.% ‘ 


/ • / 


WOT CHEER! 

l'al {oil pu-euii at). “Ai.io, Joe; ’ow vkr cettin' on V' 

M. "Olll. Jill HIT, III.E «I'll It r. OKI. lUHllT. PLENTY 0 * MONEY, HIT Ml TIME TO HITE IT.” 


LIFE AND ROMANCE. 

Tins function of the novelist is less to 
invent a new and non-existent lifo than 
to collect actual incidents of life as it is 
lived, to place these in a juxtaposition 
which they did not previously enjoy, 
and to draw the deduction. For the 
Rcveral incidents of actual lifo as it is, 
one turns instinctively to tlie several 
columns of Tim Daily Mail; to achieve 
the juxtaposition, one has only to take 
a pair of scissors, to cut out and up the 
columns, to mix judiciously the frag¬ 
ments, and thero you are. Avoid, of 
course, such sido issues as Coal Crises 
and political happenings, and confine 
yourself to the more important chit¬ 
chat about LeapYearand the Telephone 
Troublo. If you had done this this 
Week, this would have been the correct 
result:— 

CHAPTER I. 

Le.u’ Year. 

How the Fair Sex Will Avail Them¬ 
selves of their Privilege. 

To the Editor of “The Daily Mail 

Sib, —Any leap-year proposals I may 
moke I shall effect by telephone. In 


this way a girl can preserve her blushes Scenes from the Nile, 

and her modesty and at the same time •• it is a iimUit fresh in the minds of all how 
put her question. ill April, 1007, the bottom fell out of the 

It is all so simple. You ring up the Karti™ ’“"""t. '«>«* •»'"»«l't down the 
number, say, "Is that 999?" and then Ku "’ ,,nim , " l, ‘ Uc 111 lts "' a kr. 

ask.f the young man, like /tortus. » ii en ce the Croat Dam. 
willing . . ]v. F., Norwood. _ 

I'll A ITKli II. “ A large silver silver and four entree dishes 

m , „ neie from the Kilmarnock tenants, but the 

J l.l.EI HONE WHAOS. inserijitimi on the former gave t!ie bridgeroom’s 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Mail ; Thomas Evelyn Kills S«*t instead of 

. . - , , .Vott hills. At 1 iinnf .\t tcx. 

.itetSSirtfiS.ffi -» win 1» <*. in 


CM A ITER II. 

Telephone Chaos. 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Mail: ”- - 

Sir,—A postcard sent to mo says: 
“ I have just been on the telephono from 
12.5 to 12.25 trying to get your num¬ 
ber, P. 0. Hampstead, but have been 
told you were engaged all that time. 
Is this correct? I called up the clerk 
in charge and complained.” 

When I toll you that my tclcphono 
was not in use at all during tho times 
named, you will agree that further com¬ 
ment is needless.—0. S., Agamem¬ 
non Road, West Hampstead. 

CHAPTER HI. 1 

Wo agree that further commeut is 
nocdless, as witness our hand this 
twenty-ninth day of February, 0110 
thousand nine hundred and twelve. 


christening the billiard-room. 


"Tin', new ni(i>r]nisi> Bill (‘liable Londoners 
to breakfast at borne on one day and to dine in 
Halifax four days later.”— Ntawlnnl. 

Too long to wait. W'o shall therefore 
continue to dine in London on tho 
sauio dav. 


“From 27.UCO minutes of Scottish League 
lixilhnll only 1220 goals have hern rxlraeted 
this season. Remarkable to state, the gisils 
1 for’ are identical with those ‘against’—viz., 
t!10.”— I’loftet Jim mid. 

And it’s as far from London to Glas¬ 
gow as it is from Glasgow to Londou. 1 
What a world 1 
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THE DISAPPOINTED DEMON. 

A Japanese artist of old look a chisel, 

And a chunk ol smooth ivory, soft as is such. 

And, wrinkle by wrinkle and bristle by bristle, 

A little old demon bad life at his touch, - 
A squat littlo figure 
All sword-bolts and vigour, 

With claws that could clasp with a terrible clutch ! 

A tea-house acquired him, lie sat in its porches 
For ycaj'S of red lacquer and joss-stick and fan, 

The sun on the fir-trees at noon, and the torches 
Of gay paper lanterns at nightfall, ho'd scan, 

Blind to both for a geisha, 

Tho brightest in Asia, 

Whom lie loved, as a demon in ivory can! 

She was small and delightful, her silk robes would rustle 
When she slid o'er tho matting with lea-ti ay and pot, 
She’d a flower in her hair and a sash like a hustle, 

And she loved her old demon, ho fancied, a lot; 

For she luughed at him often, 

He’d thrill then and soften: 

She was called something San, though I never learnt 
what. 

But alas for his fancies, he’d misunderstood lior; 

One dayy whpn the peach-bloom was pink on tho trees, 
There came a Mikado’s Court Captain who wooed her 
i And wed her atid carried her off sit his ease; 


And a 1’. & 0. seaman 
He looted the demon, 

And brought him to London across tho high seas! 


Now ho sits on im chimney in all his regalia, 

As bored as a Blmdda. Ho dreams of japan, 

Of hill-sidos of cherry and banka of azalea 
And pines that would whisper to maiden and man, 

But mostly of laughter 
That rang to the rafter, 

The laughter of blossom-cheeked somebody Sanl 
THE STATISTICIANS. 

The English innings was opened by Hours and Rhodes, 
and an outburst of cheering was raised when the batsmen 
had got half-way to the wicket, it being recognised that 
thoy had t hen accomplished one mile in walks to and from 
the crease since tho start of the tour. . . . Rhodes cut 
IIohdern prettily to the boundary, and cheers were raised 
when it was seon that he only required 06 for his century, 
. . . Aumhtroxo went on at 75, and a burst of applause 
announced that this was bis first over in Test cricket since 
bis last one. . . . With his score at 7, Woolley gave a 
chance to Hill, and cheers testified to the fact that this 
was a more difficult chance than tho one given by Hobbs 
to Tbumpeb at Adelaide. ... An ovation was acoorded 
Vink when he equalled Spopforth’s score in the Test 
Match of 1882. (And so on, fill close of play.) *" 
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THE PROFESSIONAL DUELLISTS. 

Until of 'em lull of lead after a left minutes, liut, liless yon, it made no dilliienee nully. 
(Mr. K. H. Smith and Sir Jmiv Simon.) 


House of Commons, Monday, Feb¬ 
ruary 19.—Excellent stage manage¬ 
ment of ilebato. F. E. Smith led off 
with amendment to Address changing 
Government with breach of faith in 
the matter of the famous preamble to 
Parliament Bill promising reform of 
House of Lords. Solicitob-Gknkral 
put up to reply. Besult, brilliant duel 
vastly enjoyed by thronged House. 

Barely are combatants so nicely 
balanced in skill; two capablo of pret¬ 
tier swordplay not easily found. Born 
within a year of each other, neither 
“too old at forty,” nurtured in the 
same colloge at Oxford, in succession 
President of the Union, both going to 
the Bar, each rapidly making his mark, 
both returned to Parliament, where 
early success was again secured, they 
met to-night rapier in hand, with 
nothing between them but that “sub¬ 
stantial piece of furniture" for the 


intervention of which, on a far-gone 
day, Dizzy thanked Heaven, since it 
separated him from Gladstone in one 
of his fits of oratorical fury. 

It was F. E.’s first speech delivered 
with advantage of accessories of Front 
Opposition Bench. His delayed appear¬ 
ance there recalls a story not generally 
known, which redounds to his credit, 
and rebukes familiar sneer at the 
moral and intellectual adaptability of 
tho barrister working his way in 
House of Commons. Two sessions 
ago, at personal invitation of Piiince 
Akthuh, F. E. quitted his accus¬ 
tomed placo behind his I tenders aud, 
using tho phrase in the Parliamentary 
sense, “ took silk " and a scat on Front 
Bench. After a while it was observed 
that he had returned to his former 
quarters. Much inquiry into the why 
and wherefore, but no explanation 
forthcoming. 


Fact is F. E. differing from his ' 
Leader, who, in conjunction with j 
Lansdowne, thought it politic to refrain j 
from dying in the last ditch in opposi- ' 
lion to Parliament Bill in tho Herds, ! 
fully conscious of the sacrifice ho was j 
making, relinquished his privilege. ; 
Went hack to share the lot of the 
Private Member who, in order to secure j 
a scat, must needs lie in his place at j 
Prayer-time aud tako his chanco of ! 
catching Bfeakeii’s eye at somo un- ! 
certain period of debate. j 

Expectation ran high in anticipation ' 
of this bout at arms between the rising j 
hope of the Unionist Party and his old I 
college-mate. It was not disappointed. 1 
Each was at his best, aud the level is 
lofty. 

limitless done.-- Amendment to Ad¬ 
dress moved from Front Opposition 
i Bench. 

| Tuesday .—Not much heard of the 
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Winsome Winston since he genially seemed a lot) of money.' _If speech ran 
backed up the War Minister's mission into silver at. this rate silence certainly 
of jteace to Beilin by .describing the would be golden. . SEjBLWsheered on 
German Floot as a luxury, a sort of extra with lame cxcuso to effect that if, wlien 
glass of beer or a superfluous pipe. General Carson, K.G., visited Dublin 
Whilst on his own part he lays low and it had been necessary to make similar 
says comparatively nuffin’ho finds him- effort to ensure him the right of free 
self to-day in both Houses dragged into speech, equal cost would have boon 
what Bonner describes as the “ lime- mot. Everyone felt that North 
light."- In .the Lords, Camuerdown Armagh had the best of it. 
moves for return of military and civil Business (lone. — F. E. Smith’s 
forces specially detached to Belfast in Amendment j,o Address negatived by 
Connection with his recent visit and the 32-1 votes against 231. 
cost thereby incurred. House of Lords, Friday. - Not much 

Campebdown expressed regret at hoard of lato of Willoughby de Broke. 
absence, through illness,of Lord Piurie, Naturally inclined to take period of rest 
chairman of Winston s mooting. lie after supreme exertions in the historic 
would therefore, lie said, abstain from 
making certain remarks. Amid Ini// , 

of approval of this generous conduct . j, 

ho continued: “ Any one who knows . 

Bolfast as l.ord I’ibiue knows it, and . 

i who allowed his name to he used as • 

Chairman of the Ulster Liberal Associa- 
tion, incurred a very culpable, indeed an 

almost criminal responsibility.” I Vy 

Pondering over this remark, made . iMfeMgff 

umlor restraining circumstances deli- f '■' JhI -BEL 

catelv alluded to, nohlo Lords wondered .1 ' y rmr 

what Campoerdovn would have said 1 . I yr 9: 

had 1’irrie been present in liis habitual . X W W j / 

In the Commons shower of Questions .... \ 

on samo subject rained on Treasury ^ 

Branch. Seely boldly asserted that 
the right of freo speed) must ho safe- 

guarded at any cost.' This sentiment nSHp XO 

visibly affected W in teuton, whom wMwL \ 'fifY 

everyone is glad to see hack from his epMHSy \ ” 

trip to South Africa in fully restored / \ \ \ 

^Bayonets! bayonets!” the Noble j » \ 

Earl shouted, waving his right arm as ./'T-T • 

if ho were charging at head of his 

regiment. “WixsoME wixxir.,” 

As far as relevancy is concerned 

might as well have shouted, “Pickles! i Diehard campaign. But as a Parlia- 


At earliest possible moment after 
meeting of Parliament Premier 
challenged Leader op Opposition to 
repeat this charge on floor of the 
House, where it might he directly met, 
Bonner, refraining from prompt ac¬ 
ceptance of this challenge, that fiery 
Boot Tullibardine leapt on the war¬ 
path. Gave notice of motion for return 
of all additional appointments made in 
public departments during existence of 
present Government. 

•‘That’ll fotch ’em,” Willoughby 
dk Broke assents. But it doesn’t go 
far enough. It misses opportunity of 
showing by contrast what was done in 
this matter undor other and nobler 
auspices. 

Accordingly ho intends to move in 
this House for an additional Itelurn, 
sotting forth in detail particulars of 
appointments made by his revered 
Lcador, Lord IIai.kul’iiy, in the dispen¬ 
sation of the patronage of the Lord 
Chancellor exercisod by him over on 
exceptionally long period. 

Business done— Address agreed to. 


MVIXSOMK wixxir.." 


Pickles! ” 


meutary force ho is not dead or even 


That other man of war, Moore of! slocping. Quick as ever to see oppor- 
orth Armagh,took moro practical view j lunity of dealing damaging blow to 
of situation, When Seely, ropoating j adversary. Nothing lacking in ingenu- 
slatement mado in oilier House by; ity and skill in fashioning weapon. 
Haldane, said cost of the entertainment j Early in the week, Tullibardine in 
amounted to £2,700, to he l>orne on the i other House gave notice of motion for 
Army Estimates, North Armagh rapidly! Return calculated to cloud Treasury 
scribbled some noLes on his copy of | Bench with coufusion. As is well 
Orders of tho Day. Seizing opportunity | known, Bonner, during the itoeoss, 
for interposing, ho asked if Under j publicly charged Ministers with corrup- 
Secrktaby was aware that the estimate j lion.basingaccusationonstatomcntthat 
worked out at about 15 - a word of I they had deliberately, unnecessarily, at 
Winston’s speech ? j the charge of the taxpayer (already bur- 

Purists might say this was taking Idened with task of providing shilling 
Minister and the flouso at unfair j dinners for M.P.’s in receipt of £400 a 
disadvantage. North Armagh had: year, paid out of fourpenoes contributed 
worked out his sum. No ono had op- by domestic servants under pressure of 
portunity of testing accuracy of his the Insurance Act), created some thou- 
staterhbnt of result. Would have been sands of paid offices. These judiciously 
.just the same had he put boat down at distributed As bribes or rewards among 
17i. 6d. or 11s. 9 J. a word. Anyhow.it their political partisans. 


A TIP IN TIME. 

| ,4 S iiiA s air 1.0 show h\ss * tire works' a'ld mine 
art tliis season.”— Fits,hum's J 

No more, Lothario, <loar old friend, 
Killer of each suburban fair, 

Can you attain your amorous end 
With pyrotechnic pedal wear— 
W T car that has made me fancy it 
Was Mr. Brock his benefit. 

Hope not tho female breast to move 
With garb at which Dame Fashion 
jibs, 

Your firework socks henceforth will 
prove 

But veritable moistened squibs, 
Things to ho resolutely cut 
By any self-respecting nut. 

Yet don’t despair; along tho load 
The smilo of welcome still will 
greet 

Your passage, if you mend your mode 
And wear your art upon jour feot, 
inserting, when you wish to sbino, 

A nocturne in each Numbor Nine. 


“England . . . may form the keystone of a 
new European Concert j l.ut if sbo were tied 
either to oue or the other of the Kuropeau 
combinations this noble part would be lost to 
her .”—Manchester Ouardiim. 

A koystono, in whatever key, and tied 
to whatever combinations, ought not to 
lie allowed at a concert. 


The Physique of the Army. 
Notioe on a Burma railway:-^- 
“This carriage will accomodate 18 Ptasengers 
or 13 Soldiers."" • 
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MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

yvni'jj I'hysidtiH (li, l.'liVjiHtiil). “All! WESi: BEEN DKISKIM; I'EAH!.-. \ii\ 1 \. iiut.iyk/" 


THE GOVERNOR'S GARDEN 
PARTY. 

Most puissant lord, iu vassal fear 
i bow to your august dominion, 

And pray that you will lend an ear 
To one poor woman’s frank opinion 

Of you and all your mimic court, 

Your A.l).C.’s and other flunkeys, 

Who think of nothing else but sport 
And chatter liko a cage of monkcys t 

When I survey your gorgeous suite 
And all your quasi-regal splendour, 

I see the flagship of the fleet 
Aped by a little harbour tender. 

And when you hold the shears of fate 
By virtue of the Kino’s commission 

I recollect your larval state— 

A pushing party politician; 

But now you are the full-fledged thing, 
Pro-consul, peer, in loco regis, 

Flaunting the trappings of a king 
Amid' the laughter of your lieges. 

My lord—or should I say Your Es ? — 


IaTT OvT* w J i iT.i V \v J: T'll Vi ill 


It is the custom of our sex 


And 1 liave reason to he hard: 

You—or your clcilss in cloak and 
sabre — 

llavo loft me out, and sent a card 
To Mrs. Brown, my next-door neigh¬ 
bour. 


TIIE DRUM AND FYl-'E. 

(.1 Sclf-mtisjicd Monologue.) 

Heaven forbid that I should lie con¬ 
ceited, but of course when a follow 
has turned a German spectacle in 
London from a failure to success by a 
few strokes of his pen, he can t help 
feeling pleased about it, can heBe¬ 
cause, say what you will, it was I and 
The Dailg Drum that did it. There 
was the beautiful German-made thing, 
with all its German capital sunk in it, 
and no one cared a rap for it, and in a 
moment I had transformed depression 
into triumph. Quite simple when you 
have a trick of enthusiastic writing and 
write in the right paper. 

Henceforward there need be no 
failures in London. If a play fails to 
attraot, the manager's know what to do. 
Sir Author Pinkbo, for example, if 
his crisply-named drama, The " Mind 


the Paint'’ Llirl, shows signs of flag¬ 
ging, has only to enlist my sympathies 
and there won't bo a seat empty. But 
of courso my sympathies as well as my 
pen must ho enlisted. That is the ouo 
condition. 

Those that say that tho Society para¬ 
graphs of The JMil/i Drum also had a 
hand in this wonderful achievement 
don't know what they are talking 
about. Thera are somo people so do- 
jvoid of sense that they believe tlrat 
j the little paragraph evory morning, say¬ 
ing that Lord FitzNoodlo was seen 
lunching there yesterday, and Lady 
Boomster had a large party witli her, 
really did the trick. Not a hit of it; 
it was the white flame of genuine 
enthusiasm, and nothing else, except 
tho power of the paper. 

Papers ure, I admit, not always 
powerful. The Drum, for example, 
could not win J-omlon at tho last elec¬ 
tion. But that is only politics. When 
it comes to German spectacles it is 
different. Thu Drum cannot fail there. 
Nor can it - nor can I—rdfelst the 
temptation to proclaim our victory. 
If we did, that would indeed be the 
Miracle. 
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Tue q. . Y everyone could appreciate that, as we 

’ Al mt r ,\ „ were getting to the end ot the Third 

“ The ‘ Mind thf, Paint ' (»tur.. Act, it was essential, for stage purposes, 

Having missed the first night por- llmt somothiug dofinite should he done, 
formance, wlicn the occupants of the and done at once, if matters were to be 
gallery appear to liavo misbehaved got ripo in time for the final Act. 
themselves, 1 can only vaguely guess It was unfortunate too that one 
what it was in the play that disturbed of the loading characters, Captain 
their Olympian ealin. It may pos- Nicholas Jeyc.s, was a figure straight 
sibly have pained them to find Kir out of stageland; and that Mr, Am.as ! 
Arthur Pinero trying to disillusionize Aynkswoktii’s interpretation of the! 
their innocence as to the vie iiitime part, clever as it was, seemed to eon-j 
of the musical comedy ladies front tribute to its staginess. The ino-t 
the “Pandora.” The vory liamo “ Pan- effective Act -the Third—was spoiled 
dora" may have been an offence, by tlio unbolievahleness of this man's 
reminding them, as it would, ot the conduct. It was incredible that “an 
mythical female who iiad all gifts officer and a gentleman” should throw 
bestowed on her for the express pur¬ 
pose of bringing ruin on the human bTv\ jft 

r|ce. Mt" 4 \oj 

Personally, I could not discover that Sfe, 

tljcauthor had any particular object, 
sinister or elevutive, in writing his pla\. | 

Sir Wiso is, of course, too old a bird to Hflrafjsr \U 
lie snared into pointing a moral or 
allowing his tale to ho adorned with 
tjte'saltofa serious purpose. With a BE &MBsm ''' \ 
nicely balanced detaclnnuit he per- W, |.i,j 

mitted his persome, according lo tlieir j h ||ui 

respective tastes and experience, to vi i|i P ll!‘i| 

abuse or defend the character of those 1 

girls. One said that they were design- 
ing minxes, another tiiat they performed l 

a usoful part in the social order by in- BMV W‘‘ 

traducing fresh blood into the pallid Wm |U iV 

veins of an effete aristocracy. The 
author tried to portray the type dis- .^ Tf ft . f 

passionately, neither making it too 

sordidly vulgar nor presenting it in (>\ huh 1111: O1.1, I,on:. iikkmk skim, on- 
that atmosphere of glamour which is wire tub Nkw. 

the despair of dowagers. Yet he “| didn’t („ im.t v..m- fw-liius, 

showed himself a moralist vialgre Ini, Nicka, wl,™ I miiol you tlioM* filthy mum's,. 


Lilil. “I didn’t incaii to limt your fi'cliius, 
Nii-ko, xvlicn I rsllcl you Uicim- filthy mum's,. 


for dulness is the most damning vice H'you’ll torsive uy I'll mmry you mid mi-o 

of all, and the ladies were, frankly, a jour gemral tour. 

rather dull lot. Lihi l‘iiirii<h/l . ... 


Mil* M viiik Iiiiiiii. 

'T’J't “ r* i tST.-r" 2£&£Z!r*r. ft 

of Sir Arthur s stagecraft that 1 was 

rightly shocked at the crude arrange- olT, for the better enlightenment of 
mont by which, in a seeno which his rival, that long and pitiless tirade 
would naturally have h en crowded against the girl they both loved, before 
during the dance intervals, a solitary her very face. Something like the same 
couple would enter, do its little turn, orror of judgment was shown when 
and go out, to give place to another in anothor officer and gentleman, who had 
strict rotation. Id von when the stage- married a Pandora star in tho old days 
craft w as good, 0110 was often conscious and had led a dog's life of it, seized the 
of tho mo.lium. Nobody supposed for occasion of a dance to which lie had 
a moment that a mail like young Lord brought his wife to warn Fnnicmbe 
Famcomle, so hesitant about his against tho peril of making a similar 
own claims, atid to sacrificial in ass of himself, 
his homage of the “Mind the Paint” But my chief complaint is still that 
girl,-would have chosen tho hour of the author was not nearly so funny 
4 a.m., and a situation that ofTorcd as he might have been. True, the 
every sort of embarrassment, lo offer humour of Miss Clare Greet as Mrs. 
her his heart and prospective coronet; Upjohn was always delightful, and Mr. 
nor could, anybody supposo that a Nioel Playfair as a Semitic patron of 
girl like Lily, thoroughly hardened to musical comedy was most attractive; 
flattery, would be melted to wax for and Miss Nina Sevening as one of 
]o|e a man on the strength of a the Pandora Girls was admirable in 
lo night’s dancing. Yet almost her suggestion of stupidity and affecta¬ 


tion; but the rest of the gaiety was 
rather effervescent than exhilarating. 

As for Miss Marik LOhh, the trouble 
is that she has a particular charm so 
personal to herself that, whon she is 
playing any part but tho vory nicest, 
eitlior she fails to conviuce me, or else 

I resent tho fact that she of all people 
should have been asked to play it. I 
am conscious hero of both thesooffocts, 
When Lily is required in a fit of anger 
to throw off hor carefully adjusted 
veneer and oxpose her inherent vul¬ 
garity, 1 am not persundod that, any- 

II ling of tho kind really occurs, and 
yet 1 am annoyed that Miss Mamie 
Lour should have been callod on to 
make the attempt. Her vivacity, her 
warm-hcarlcdness, hor gonerous re¬ 
morse, sudden as the outbursts for 
which it makes amends—all thoso 
were a delight; hut there are things 
which by the very sweetness of her 
nature she was never meant to he and 
should never be asked to pretend to bo. 

On the last occasion when 1 had 
tlio pleasure of attending 0110 of Sir 
Arthur Pinero’s plays, 1 said that 
“ 1 was sorry that Miss Lour was made 
gratuitously to appear in a scratch 
costume, minus gown and stockings, 
because it looks as if this kind of j 
episode, coming so soon after her 
pyjamas seeno in Tunhtlmmj Tommy, 
might grow into a Imbit with the people 
who write for her or manago hor.” 
Well, my fears htue been realised. It 
Inis grown into a habit, at any rate 
with Sir Arthur. This time, in ono 
Act, he gets somebody to unlace her 
bodice on tlio stage, and in the next, 
having presented her in neglige, ho 
makes tier put on her stockings with 
now blue ribbon garters for the re¬ 
ception of an admirer. 

Apart from its many obvious merits 

-notably tho picture of Lily's homo¬ 
life in. Act 1 ., with its deadly odour of 
footlights and foyer-- tho play should 
attract by the allurement of its title. 
But it was also cxcollontly staged, 
and tho acting throughout could not 
easily have been improved, 1 have not 
yet mentioned Mr. Dion Boucicault 
w ho, as a nondescript attach# of Lily 
and tlio girls, bounded as to tlio 
manner horn; and among tlio minor 
parts 1 liked the adoring reticence 
of Mr. Steel as Lord T'arncombe, 
though his speech was' a shade too 
exalted in tone; and 1 liked Mr. Fitz¬ 
gerald as ono of the “ boys ” when he 
was drunk without being disorderly. 

* ' 0. S. 

-CAITAIN I’lRIB, M.P., HAWKS A STORM. 

lNtlUINANT VIMfKIlMEX." - 

Dundee Adeniieer. 

No wonder. 
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OUR MODEST PRESS. 

From The Daily Watchman 

The Government has at Inst re¬ 
sponded to the insistent demand of; 
The Watchman, and lias intervened in: 
the threatened strike of Dustmen. The, 
Scheme of conciliation outlined in these j 
columns a few days ago has been! 
adopted in its entirety, and it is con- j 
fidently expected that the trouble will 
soon he at an end. 

From The Evening Deflector :— 

The Deflector has at length aroused 
tho Government to a sense of its duty 
in regard to the Dustmen danger, j 
Negotiations are now in progress, and j 
will follow the lines laid down in there 
columns the day before yesterday. 

From The Morning Megaphone:— i 

The grave danger of a universal I 
Dustmen’s strike has been considerably i 
lessened by the action of The Mega - 1 
jihone. In accordance with the direc¬ 
tions clearly laid down in these columns, 
tho Government has intervened in tho 
crisis, and a settlement is anticipated 
on tho lines of The Megaphone '* article 
of Monday last. 

From The Daily Lantern :— 

Tho efforts of The Lantern to bring 
about Government intervention in the 
Dustmen's trouble have mot with 
success, and, as Mr. Asquith has de¬ 
cided to adopt The Lantern's attitude, 
peace will in all probability bo quickly- 
restored. 

From The Crier:-- 

Our readers will bo grateful to The 
Crier for bringing about Government 
intervention in the threatened Dust¬ 
men’s strike. There is no doubt that, 
thanks to The Crier's agency, the crisis 
will soon be ovor. 

■ 

Statement, in the House of Com¬ 
mons:— 

It is not truo, as veporlcd in tho 
Press, that the Government has inter¬ 
vened in the Dustmen dispute. 


THE PUNCTILIOUS FAMILY. 

Can anything be much more annoy¬ 
ing than to have one’s good sayings 
appropriated and used by othors, 
without acknowledgment ? Everybody 
will agree that this really is ono of 
the most irritating and infuriating 
calamities of life. Judge then of 
my pleasure when I was introduced 
to the Sandersons and found them 
meticulously scrupulous about giving 
honour where honour is duo. Not that 
they were universally witty; indeed 



THE BURNING QUESTION. 

‘■Mommy. ir me com, stick f,-,, win. liu; ni:r. <;<> m i •" 


many of tho things said by them: 
struck me as almost ordinary, if not 
commonplace: but a radiant intel¬ 
lectual honosly made it imperative 
that anything in tho nature of a : 
quotation should be in quotat ion marks j 
and have the author's name sot to it.: 
A lesson indeed for othors. 

Thus, when 1 entered, Mrs. Sander- j 
son, in reply to a remark of mine about; 
tho weather, said that, “to use Mr. i 
Sanderson’s vivid words at. breakfast,! 
1 it was raining cats and dogs’;” and a! 
little later Mr. Sanderson himself, also 
referring to tho weather, quoted Mrs. 
Sanderson os having called the day 
“ uncompromisingly fehmid.” 

“ A very accurate description, don't 
you think ? " he inquired of me; and I 
agreed. 


“Mother’s always saying tho exact 
thing," said Enid, ono of the daughters. 

" As Jack says, 'she hits the nail on 
the head every time.’ ” 

“ Yes," said Gwennie, another daugh¬ 
ter, “but you put it bettor than that, 
Enid dear, when you said, ‘Mother's 
got the gift of epitiiot.’ That's exactly 
what, it is —the gilt of epiih •t." 

“ I always say,” said Mr. Sanderson, 
"that Enid inherits the capacity firm 
her mother. As Tom says of her, 

‘ she’s a chip of tho old block.'" 

“Or, as Uncle Will said, don’t von 
remember ? ” said .1 ack; “ ‘ like mother, 
like daughter.' ” ,, 

And so they went on, each beinff 
fair to the other, until I (who have 
been so often robbed) thought the age 
of gold was here once more. - 
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< nt .D nnnifiNrs.rtrcfr e that a largemauve hit*’made ffct “Iook; H]Ste 

OUR BOOMNU OFFICE, on earth.” No insult coulfi have struck gtraighte'rlio^; 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 80 j ug (; t 0 teach him a lesson she bolted precipitately to the, 

I like to think of Mr. Richard IIardixq Davis as a Happy Retreat. There she was surrounded by crank^ of 
cheery doctor bringing comfort and hope to the bedsides of every kind and shape, people poisonously depressing to 
moribund ideas for stories. "I’m dono for, doctor,” moans meet, but vastly entertaining to read of. Mr. Coxb says 
sonic poor battered patient. "They’ve worked me too!that his book is "For the Life-long Children, and them 
hard. Man and boy, I’ve served the magazine public | only,” but I recommend everybody—tliose who want to 

for twenty years, and now there's no life left in me.” laugh, and tliose who, not wanting, ought to be made to— 

"Nonsense,” replies the kindly physician. “ Put yourself to tako The Cure. 
in my hands and I 'll have you young and lively again in ^ " 

nd time.” Tako, for instance, tho iirst story in 'The Man To a reader with any practical experience of the atrocious 
Who Gimkl Not Lose (Duckworth), i would have been and delightful difficulties that beset tho dramatist's art, 
prepared to swear before wit- — — - - - - — perhaps the only literature 

nesses that the idea of a man W,,KS L ’ Am,N Kv:B0IT T,M,R JIIK “ 1vn ' Ar K- Ur - more interesting than a play 

. , , , f .1 . WORTHY UK OKDEHKD A SKW MoNBOAnl) FROM THE SAI.T- . , _, f 

miraculously possessed of the w „ RT ny Arts ami Crafts (.'run. Tins was hie ftkcifi- that lias made a suc.essful 
power of predicting racing- cation nr. made oit:--",-/ fvu. hii,uko -me, reach, with popular appeal is one that has 

results a day in advance of the painted ports and rxuKii hkr iikuj sms, svkk, .v.i/.v, failed. To suggest, however, 

race had Iiecn worked to death. •<■>'» top-smu ash Gallant*, halm top-vast stay sail that this was my sole reason 

As Mr. Davis presents it, it 1ArK) knikiuxc. •hie iiaiukh'k of Lai.i.aiat.o<h:a, [° r l „ vo , lle ^ A 

glows with the fresliness of aboit iwo reus in tiie mm-ond i*hj-watcu ; uear Mr. Maurice Daring has pub- 

youth. Buried treasure, again, hkvjtier; Wind, X.K. by K.” lishod under the title of Tltc 

Under Mr, Davis’s treatment ^ _ Grey Stocking amt other Plays 

the doddering theme throws! fcWTflSaV 5 . (Constable) would at onco lie 

away its crutches and gambols.! § o ~ I” unkind and untrue. 11 contains 

The secret, of course, lies in' gr\ ^ ^ quite, enough of the author's 

the never-failing charm of the ^ adulated gifts of dry humour 

author's style. Ho is so cosy and a certain easy charactorisiv- 

and friendly and confidential.' V?) tion to make tho three plays 

He takes you by tho button- : _ J tr -—- —- ' ft _ '* agreeable reading. To witness 

their performance might, I 
j fancy, be a heavier undertaking. 

> The Green Elephant, the most 
recently produced, seems to me 
the least successful. But even 
here Mr. Baring has some 
clever studies of individuals— 
the vague lievoino, for example, 
v . and. The Professor, a kind of 
\ Sherlock Holmes pour rire. But 
/ the intrigue is ever so much too 
_ involved, and tho personages of 
the play meander on and off 

_ _ -"Hzs Ibo stage in a fashion which 

Consul.” It is right. There is! I* ~~~~ - _ . even in print becomes positively 

no more to be said about if. It- I® “ ‘ - ' -~Z~-;~=r maddening. The Grey Stocking, 

is go right, indeal, that even! f —~ - - -— - _ a comedy frankly of talk and 

when I read the next tale,; Tms WAS ril>: S „ :V . B0A , ;D AM M , TUU , , v A ,:t< .,N,> hwuctei > achievesit8e,ldinor6 


the doddering theme throws! 
away its crutches and gambols. 
The secret, of course, lies in 1 
the novcr-failing charm of the 
author's style. Ho is so cosy 
and friendly and confidential. 
He takes you by tho button¬ 
hole. "Just the fellow 1 was! 
looking for,” ho says. “I've 
got a topping story to tell you. 
It’ll just hit you right.” And 
it does. Even if you havo heard 
something of the sort before, the 
quiet humour with which lie 
tells it makes you go on listen- 
ing. And every now and then 
you suddenly find yourself in; 
the middle of a masterpiece. 1 
"Gallagher” was such a one;: 
so was " The Derelict,” and so,! 
in the present volume, is " The: 
Consul.” It is right. There is 



no more to be said about it. It; |® “ ' - ~~- =as ~ maddening. The Grey Stocking, 

is go right, indeal, that even! f —~ - - -— - a comedy frankly of talk and 

when I read the next tale, ..... i,. r ^ . v li chr,racter, achieves its end more 

" The Lost House, and found Clt vm ! nearly, and tho glimpse it gives 

that Mr. Davis, as background -- - --- — ' of modern country-house life is 

for a damsel - in - distress melodrama, had cheerfully neat and true, if hardly dramatic. The iirst Act, in which a 
"bagged” the whole of the late Sidney Street affair, numberofplc&santpeoplesitaboutinagardenanddiscourse 
even down to sharp-shooting Guardsmen and " tho j attractively of art and politics, is an excellent example of 
youthful Home Secretary,” I forgave him almost without a kind of stage traffic, three hours of which would delight 
hesitation. j the intellectuals and drive the plain, blunt man in despair 

: to a cinema palace. The third and last of the plays, A; 

Let anyone who opens The Cure (Chapman and Hall) | Double Game, which has never been produced, - concerns 
and finds that Mr. Desmond Coke labels it" A Psychologic i itself almost seDsationally witli Nihilists and secret police. 
Farce," not lie discouraged. That Mr. Coke is a psycholo- I fancy it would have tho best chance of success of the- 
gist is well known to readers of his novels and of his three; it is certainly the most dramatic. 

excellent studies of boyhood; but in this hook I 10 is out _ 

primarily for fun ; and although a moral is to be found by T _ t 

those who look for it, I rejoice to say that what can be ‘ ' ‘“V uure * ‘ ■ . 

found without Anv hunting is verv fund of "*y tyotiici fktycndrA Niith Das (tints Mutiu disuppoAMO). hur* 

l ounq w itnou^any nnnting is a very genuine tuna ot footed *r.d ».*rina i slagle dhoti, through reUgfon* umIwj, ou 3l«t 
amttsemtnfc/ The action of the story takes place, for the J muw t» 6 * ; 

tmost prt, in jbhe Selton-on-Sea Hostel, "a happy retreat 7* . -- •■■■ 'j". 

for 1 air who-find life weary, civilisation a disease, society '"Th« Clan Lino atoamor C!as Sinclair left bore t»-day 

OBM tikind.*’ Lady Medmn’s konbls dajevening.’’—Stafoamaa. . e^ TT'-T 

: was one—niunelyi her husband—had stated [Rettimiflg toy tiaid last Vreek itUf * 
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"The Secret. Woman," on receiving an smoke, this seems hMiatofuL Mean- 
v undertaking that all the persons while we hear that dfonr miners are 

sent to-the appearing in the play would speak as to be made honorary members ti the 
of Ihe JJundee branch pi the inaudibly as did a certain actress on its Society, • 

, s Wmgs !s Freedom League what a first production. * 

describes as" a guarded V “ Minors," The Evening News tells us, 

litrer” Inat, anyhow, is to be pre- “fewer i>igeons "marry at an earlier age than any other 

fen*d td ‘'a guarded speech." It will motor-cars supposed to be the members of society." Bo, curiously 
be-remembered that the guarding of cause.” enough, do minors. 

Mi. CnUBCHrWi’s speech at Belfast cost That is the theory of tho Linmcan __ 

the nation some thousands of pounds. Society; but Mr. Galsworthy, whose qtjjj BUSY CELEBRITIFS 
*** Pigeon has just disappeared from the „ „ J ' 

The Pall Mall Gazette 1ms been Royalty Theatre, has other views. . i* ^. r " - 1 ll, ‘V‘, l,rs f. cannot e P* 1 'e timo to go 
hammering away at the question of the %* T 1 , 

merits Of our Army rifle. But our The latest fashion in New York, we . '“Nswim Churchill is much too 
contemporary forgets that supposing are told, is for an engaged girl to wear “ us y J us “ novv “° ma * £0 submarine 
in the course of a war any of our rifles the portrait of her sweetheart on her voyages. 

should fall into the hands of the enemy, slipper. An ingenious bootmaker, we Mr. Lloyd George finds his time so 
it is distinctly to our advantage that understand, has invented a contrivance fully occupied that be has delegated the 


such weapons should bo inferior 

ones. * « 

* 

The firing of a shot by a man 
in the House of Commons is 
peculiarly regrettable. A few 
more such incidents and we shall 
forfeit our right to be considered 

the Gentlo Sox. 

* * 

In view of Mr. Roosevelt’s 
shy disposition and hatred of 
publicity, his decision to accept 
nomination for the Presidency 
in the interests of his country- 
does him credit. 

S* 

The report that Lieutenant 
Brandon had attempted to es¬ 
cape from the fortress of Wesel 
is officially denied. Lieutenant 
Brandon is no doubt well aware 
of the difficulty of catching a 
Wesel asleep. 

$ * 




01 me aimcuisy oi casuimg a “There’s no coal left in the cellar, Ma’am. 
Wesel asleep. ^ "Why didn’t you tell he before, Mary 1 " 

, . . V . " Because there was some, Ma’am.” 

An American tourist was ar- 

rested in Spandau as a spy while by which the portrait can be frequently 
standing for a moment to admire the changed without injuring the shoe. 

Julius Tower, where the money belong- *.,* 


Julius Tower, where the money belong¬ 
ing to the German War Office is de- 


Last week the Great Central news- 


.— opening of the coming Church 

bazaar at Llandrwygnog to his 

I daughter Megan. 

Mr. Asquith has so much 
work on hand just now that it 
is questionable whether he will 
be able to enter for the Monthly 
Medal at Archerficld. 

. Lord Haldane has delinitoly 
stated that business will not 
- permit of his making any more 
- week-end visits to Berlin for the 
I present. 

Mr. Brookfield is so over¬ 
whelmed with work that he has 
been obliged to decline all invita¬ 
tions to seo “Dear Old Charlie." 

Sir Robert Mobant, who is 
suffering from a violent attack 
of " insurciiza," refuses to stop 
„ working, and declares that U 
the doctors want to see him 
they must come to Wellington 
_House. 

Mr. Garvin regrets that he cannot 
find time to read the leading articles in 
The Observer and Fall Mall Gazette. 

Mr. G. K. Chesterton has had his 


v l. » TL • • A III *• ....... . . AU(| U. AA. VnE-OiOlllUfl Aiao UttU un 

posited. It is just possiHe, of course, paper train left the reds between hand8 80 full witll ot i, or work Uiat he 
that ho did look rather greedily at it. Sheffield and Retford, and was com- lias (lucki i y ) been uDable to finish his 
*** . 4 . t „ pietely wrecked. The accident is sup- projected pam ph Ie t, which has for its 

We are glad to note that Mr. posed to have been due to tho foolish theme " A National Coal Strike would 
Churchill has decided to add a mo- ambition of the train not only to carry ^ B ug i an( Vs Salvation.” 

tor battleship to the British navy and news but also to make it. . * ,.. .. 

f.Vma * * Mr. D. A. Thomas has found it quite 


thui do something to promote peace 
:» easting oil on troubled waters. 


Mr. D. A. Thomas has found it quite 
impossible to visit a theatre while in 


fry casting oil on troubled waters. The Westminster City Council con- “"PossiDio to visig a xneaire wnue m 

; templates christening one of its new k° nt * on ; though (as he puts it) he is 

y In thrs snippety age there seems to thoroughfares, " Hollar Place." While ® xtreme v ‘ clSu 0 “ a P lt * 

be an increasing demand for potted we should be pleased to seo this trib- [Later.— It is thonght perhaps that Mrs. 

iSferitt *" A AArenreoauil varaiAn lUo nfd notil f/i Inn rrranf. anrrvnvni 1 wo PANKHUL'iT DlftY llllU tllllC ftitCl* filL] 


oe an increasing demand for potted we should be pleased to seo this trio- ilateil— « « nionsuu pornaps max »rs. 
plaYs. * A compressed version of the ute paid to the great engravor, we Paskmciwt may find time alter all.] 

Cteiti 4" has been produced at the fear that to the general public the 

SUgg68t unre8tricted 

. revived by. BIT Herbert street cries. * * of not thinking about yourself. Apply aafeura 

Dote, by Mr. POTTER. * t of ziuc ointment and oliva oil to the note.''. ' 

Mr- Frank Bbanqwyn, A.R.A., has ir«u$ Seitma*. . 

•*j>yqti'nd^yttfain»| thyi, who designed a poster for the Smoke Abate- This always makes us worse.** We can 

be untoasdnabK would meat Society. Seeing what fine effects never be quite un-self-conscious when 

ct.ii.!.-*;_*. -n_____ l..T -c*.:_ A r.™ * - 


i to. |Mri Bbanowyn . has . obtained from | we have anything oh our nose. 
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THE ONLY TIME. 

I Ait not a good dancer. I do not 
like dancing with strangers. When I 
have been to fivo or six dances with 
the same partner she has learned by 
experience to keep her feet out of tho 
way. We are not popular with the 
other couples becauso we take up so 
much floor space at any given moment; 
but this is a lesser evil, after all. 

I do not know why I aecepled 
Mrs. Walter Hempstead's invitation. 
I did not know any of her party. 
It was a Charity Dance. Charity 
covers a multitude of sins—but not that 
of bad dancing. However, I learned 
something for my twenty-five shillings. 

My hostess introduced me to one 
girl and then left , mo to my fate. 
Miss Mumble (which tiros as noar as 
I could get to hor na'flii) \Yfisa tall, 
queenly, imperious-girl. 1 like tall, 
queenly, imperious-girls. She handed 
me hor programme without allowing 
this action to interfere with her con¬ 
versation. Thoro wero five vacant 
j spaces. I scribbled my initials in four 
> of them and returnod tho programme, 

“ ’llo, Archie," she drawled to a now 
arrival She passed the programme 
on to him' without evon glancing at it. 
“ ’wfly late. ’S'all you can have.” 

" Oh, I say 1 ” exclaimed Archie. 

“ Mor ’n you d’serve," she replied, as 
the hand gtmek up the opening bars. 

“ Ours, I think ? ” I suggested 
humbly.. 

“Oh, is it?” she replied with utter 
indifference. 

-i I smiled grimly to myself. She 
would not remain indifferent for long! 
Fortune favoured uio at tho start. 
For oneo in my life I steered a partner 
half-way round tho ioom without 
damage. It cauie to me that for once 
in my life I was dancing divinoly. 

' “ Want to waits it all the time? " 

1 I gasped and stopped suddenly. 
The couple behind us stopped even 
more suddenly. Then we stopped, 
again a foot further on. “Isn’t it 
a waltz? Not a two-step, is it? 
I forgot to look at the programme.". 

, “ Programme? I always prefer to 

§ o by what the, orchestra is doing.; 

hall we go on ? I don't want to be 
run into again." 

j I tried a two-step. 1 trod upon her 
‘right foot, apologised, and steppod off 
dt on to her left. “ I don’t'think it is 
a two-step," I suggested. 

; “ I’m quite sure of it,” she replied. 

|“No, uleaaedfon't stop—at least not in 
' the middle of the room. No, it didn't 
hurt, thanklsif You didn’t get the. ten¬ 
der phfi$ agent Don't you Boston ?" 

“ No,'’I«dnKtid regWMdlly.H I can’t. 

'I iu^onraJkarned how to waltz.” ‘ J 


"Have you?" she inquired, with 
greet interest, as she pat her foot under 
mine once again. 

“How does one Boston?" I asked 


“ Oh, I really can’t explain it. You 
dance it half-time and it isn't a waltz. 

Every man invents his own. That’s 
the charm of it. Each man dances 
entirely different steps. All right, 
thanks, it was their fault. Thoy ought 
to have seen us coming, end realised—” 

She broke off the sentence abruptly, 

Whether this was out of politeness or 
because 1 our feet met again 1 do not 
know. I like tall, queenly girls, and I 
docided to win my way into her good 
graces. If sho desired to Boston— 

Brnton she should. I had never iin¬ 
vented a dance before, and it was not 
till we had bumpod our way twice 
round tho room that my invention was 
perfected in theory. 

“ Tho room being now less crowded," 

I remarked casually, “ wo will Boston.” 

“ But I thought you said-" 

“ I lnvvo invented one. It is not a 
waltz and you-do it half-timo." 

As I knew the dauco and she did not 
it was only to bs oxpccted that, she 
would not removo hor feet at the right 
time. Sho fully realised my expecta¬ 
tions. 

“What are you doing?" she asked 
indignantly. 

“My own Boston,” I replied tri¬ 
umphantly. “ You hop once on each 
foot, then twice on both feet. Do you 
see the idea ? 

“ Perfectly,” she said coldly. “ Dp 
you mind hopping off mine and trying 
to waltz, again? ,Dancing, .slippers 
are.no protection to one's,insteps. 

It was her remark about dancing, 
half-time that suggested a possible 
clue. Her foot' and my own had tried 
to occupy the same portion of space at 
the same second of time. 1 quite will¬ 
ingly ceded the victory to her foot as 
it arrived-there first, but my apologies 
wore beginning to lack novelty. 'It 
Was then that it’struck me that some, 
girls might' prefer to’ dance three-; 

J uarter time. Of Course, if she was 
ancing three-quarter or -five-eighth 
time, while I \m going full speed 
ahead with whole time—— 

“Oh, by the way," I inquired 
lightly, “what time do you prefer 
dahclng?” ’ : 

Her reply was unnecessarily frigid. 

“In time with the mtisic, please. 

Shall we sit down ? ” 

I have Since studied my initials 
carefully, and tfysy do not resemble the 

word'* Ardhie’ in'the slightest, l oan 1 ----- 

only hbp<i that she is short-sighted, for We hope he Was not reading one .of 
I-aes»we she^<^ ndt .wilfully hare Ogee. 


TO HIg«OTHEB^ v: 

(A quite diwatentited'warmag trom ew; 
the-way.) ' 

We walk in mists, the world is dark,^- 
But sometimes out of heavens ' s 
There falls the fire, the saered spark,' ./• 
As if ambrosial leaven 
Wero mingled with this mortal 
dough, 

> And genius is bom: w r e know, - 
Becauso the popsy-wopsy’s crow 
ii Is loud enough for seven. 

As in a grey world dawns the sun . 

And sends his laughter through it, 

As golden lakes of treacle run 
" Bound the impassive suet, 

1 ' So is a child like this a joy 
r ‘ To all the street without alloy, 

But wliat F say is this': the boy 
Ought not to overdo it. 

Taking your" darling dicknms ’’ then, 
Madam, tho gods who dowor 
Have given to earth no specimen, 

Have brought to bloom no flower, 

So filled with all perfections rolled 
Tight into one and stamped with 
gold, 

Judging, of course, at eight months' 
.Old 

. Chiefly by vocal power. 


Frimate/iFyou think, or Premier? 

’ -Tis liarado say what fato owes j 
To such an one, lmt still, “ Oh ter 
Qmterqm forlnnatoa ” 

Ye Englishmen whoso lives shall 
fall 

Within the period of his thrall t 
Mysolf I think he has a call 
For selling hot potatoes. 

But void of ruth are Nature’s laws, 

And men may lose tlie pearly 
And priceless gifts she gives because 
They use .them up too early: 

, Both Kbatb and Chattehton died 
young: 

Madam, your boy may strain a 
lung, j 

. ; Ltliink you ought to use a. bung 
And choke that hurly-burly. 

Else id the dim and distant days 

- Shall bb no proud centenary, 

girding of his'bust with bays 
• -Nor other votive greenery: 

; Think' of the future, do, and stop 
His mouth up with the nearest sop, 
(^’something will be-going pop 

- Inside the kid’s machinery. 


“The" Eight Hon. John Burn* is sow 
happily recovered Item hit newt attack of 
gastric hilarity, caught in a railway train. 

■ ¥ ^ _ fTWWTO £ w§i$k 

We hope ho was not reading one xrf 
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CAaftjr 0M Ca% (pulling up to aoWr«« theatre-queue performers of the moment of their g.vatcH ami culminating effort), “ Vox 0, Mate ! 
’Ow'a maims Xo-night!" 


AN AFRICAN IDYLL. 

[“Tha Jitij&Kakcndn Railway, which run* 
through the Uusoga district of Uganda, is 
being extended to NAinamgAli with-a-view to 
the avoidanee of the sleeping-sickness area and 
(the improvement of the connection with the 
etcamboat service on Lake Kioga. Tho name 
pf the railway has therefore heon changed 
recently to the Jiqja-NAmmgAIi Railway, but 
it has now been announced that it ia to be 
kuown in future aa the Busoga Railway.”— 
Daily trees.') 

Jinja Bitsooa's earliest flame , 

. Was in the fashionable push. 

Lewis Kakendu was his name, 

But she arranged, with many's blush, 
tie’d take when wed, os proper men do, 
A double name—Jinja-Kakendu. 

But, when he died of sleeping sickness, 
j Charles NdmasagAli’s pretty figure 
Caught Jinja's eye with pleasing 
'^•.V^ipkness. 

(?, A$oWbIe name she thought de rigueur 
And, before marriage, pressed on Charlie 
of Jinja-N4masag4li. 

I ■■ Gbhrles, though sleeping-sickness 

el * name so frightful, 
%®ded Jinja^i oof 

®“^a»ac - 

'trow*' ■ 

■r. A »'- j >av\- , . » 


•THE THINGS THAT ARE 
WORTH ITALICISING. 

(With thanks to “ The P. M. G.”) 

. There is no doubt that we buy too 
few evening papers. Talking recently 
to a brilliant woman at a dinner-party 
she confessed to me that she never bought 
an evening paper at all, and her husband 
bought only one. They are both probably 
typical of this fatuous country. . I 
naturally told her what she ought to do, 
with my usual directness and acumen. 

“ It is the duty of everyone," I said, 
“ to stick to one paper and to buy every 
edition of it. 1 will not name the best 
paper: there is no need; I will content 
myself with repeating this counsel." 

In reply she asked me if the paper 
differed very materially in each edition, 
and I told her that in so far as news 
went it did. 

“ But," she said, “ your own delightful 
tittle articles, so sane and shrewd and, 
in spile of the great provocation which 
you must continually suffer from so 
stupid a world, so good-tempered—do 
they not change in each edition f ” 

I had to tellher.ofcoiim, that they did 
not, They were crystallised exquisitely 
earlym the morning and retained their 
flawless shape throughout the day. 


“ If7 lot a shame!" she said,“ because 
surely, Mr. Fill, you must have SO many, 
valuable ideas during the day which 
could come in at intervals with the 
winners and not be wasted. Couldn’t 
there be a new Stop Press Great 
Thought in each issue ? Then I would 
willingly buy them all." 

I quite'saw her point, but I could not 
undertake to gratify her very natural 
wish. But, of course, the fact re¬ 
mains that we are not a wise people 
and are greatly in need of admonition 
and advice. On all sides Isee'it. Do 
not then, I would say, spend so much 
money on inferior books, inferior music, 
inferior pictures, inferior food and in¬ 
ferior clothes, but keep your minds tense 
and alert with the “Early Special," 
the “Luncheon Particular," the “3 
O'clock Important," the "4 O'clock 
Special," the “ Late Special," the 
“ Latest," the " Very Latest," and the 
“Final" 

Young son File., 


the legs . 1 ’—Daily Ompltie. *.* 

This seems to be the homceopatbio cure 
for knots in the legs. 
















‘ irnDitB nc »■■»«>«>«» imm ; driven through its arteries on your way A number of hopeful Miw«id gentle' 
■ vr ir' v ' 58fUl r , i fo Liverpool Street Station, and have men having been located in thesepart# 
j VI.—The Younger Sons. • f noted .the baro and smoothly brushed the Company went ahead rapidly, and 

It. is a hard thing to be the younger polls of the younger natives. You, Sir, in 1907 a new prospector was sent out 
j son of an ancieht but impoverished in your country vicarage, are no less to replace the one who was assumed 
family. The fact that your brother j innocent, even though on sultry after- to havo lieen eaten. 


tvro thousand a year, while pride of jin mistake for tho Literary Supple- prise found himself in possession of 
blood forbids you to supplement this j ment, and liavo thus had thrust upon j twenty thousand pounds and a direc- 
by.following any of the common pio-j you the stirring news that Bango-jtorshipofthenew Bango-Bango Mining 


blood forbids you to supplement this j ment, and havo tints had thrust upon [ tweuty thousand pounds and a direc 




fessions. Impossible for n St. Vcrax j Baugos were going up. Aud I, dear I Company. 

'to'be a doctor, a policeman or an [friends, am equally ignorant of the In 1909 a pioco of real gold was 

architect. He must find somo nobler | secrets of tho Stock Exchange. I know! identified, and the shares went up like 
means of existence. ; that its members frequently walk to 1 a rocket. 

For threo yoars Roger St. Verax Brighton, and still more frequently [ In 1910 tlie Stock Exchange suddenly 
had lived precariously by betting, j stay there; that whik) finding a home woke to the fact that rubber tyres were 

To be a St. Verax was always to bo i for all the good stories which havo made of rubber, and in a moment 

h sportsman. Roger’s father had; been going the rounds for- years, they ■ the Great Bcom was sprung upon 

created a record in .- - an amazed City. The 

lL “ i: “.iii... i Bango-Bango De¬ 

velopment Company 
was immediately 
formed to take over 
the Bango - Bango 
Mining Company 
(together with its 
prospector, if alivo, 
its phut, shafts and 
other property, not 
forgetting tho pioce 
of gold) anil more 
particularly to de¬ 
velop the vegetable 
resources of the dis¬ 
trict with the view of 
planting rubber trees 
in tho immediate 
future. A neatly 
compiled prospectus 
put matters very 

_ . .. clearly before thestay- 

cool five hundred,and '‘What an aim-mi mm: watch !" at-home Englishman, 

later on in theaftei- 11 ir keeps vehy coon time.” It explained quite 

noon a cool seventy- "An! rr may do now, nrr wait mi, the ionceii days-come!” concisely that, sup- 


created a record in 
the sporting world by 
winning the Derby /, 
and the Waterloo 
Cup with the same , 
animal — though, in ' 
each case, it narrowly i 
escaped disqualify-; 
tion. Roger himself 
almost created an- , 
other record by mak¬ 
ing betting pay. llis 
book, showing how to 
do it, was actually in 
the press when dis¬ 
aster overtook him. 

He began by drop- 

C (in sporting par- 
i) a cool thousand 
on the Jack Joel Hel¬ 
ling Plate at New¬ 
market.. On the next 
race he dropped a 
cool five hundred, and 
later on in the after¬ 
noon a cool seventy- 
five pounds ten. The -- 
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“AViiat an aim-mi mm: watch!" 

“ It keeps vkiiy conn timi:." 

“Aii! rr may do now, mr wait mi, the concek days- come!’’ 


five pounds ten. The - — —- - - 1 posing the trees were 

following day found him at Lingticld, ! sometimes invent entirely new ones planted so many feet apart throughout 
where he dropped a cool monkey (to for themselves about tho Chanceeeor the wliolo property of five thousand 
persevere with the language of the of the Exchequer; aud that they square miles, and allowing a certain 
racing stable) on the Solly Joel Cup, sing the National Anthem very sternly period for the growth of a tree to 

picked it up on tho next race, dropped a in unison when occasion demands it. maturity, and putting the average yield 

cool pony, dropped another cool mon-, But there must be something more of rubber per tree at, in round figures, 

key, dropped a eool wallaby, picked up in it than this, or why are Bango- so much, and assuming for the sake 

a cool hippopotamus, and finally, in Bangos still going up? of convenience that rubber would 

the last race of the day, dropped a. I don’t know. And I am sorry to remain at its present price, and 
couple Of luke-wami ferrets. In short,! say that even Roger St. Verax, a iliree- estimating the cost of working the 
he was (as they say at Tattersall’s 1 tor of the Bango-Bango Development plantation at say, roughly, £100,000, 
Corner) entirely cleaned out. I Company, is not very clear alxrnt it all. why, then it was obvious that the. 

When ayoungorsoii is cleaned out | It was as a director of tho Bango* profits would bo anything you liked up 
there is only one thing for him to Bango Exploration Company that ho to two billion a year—while (this was 
do. Roger 8t. Verax knew instinc-! took up his lifo in tho City. As its important) more land could doubtless 
tively what it was. He bought a new I name implies tho Company was origi- lie acquired if the shareholders thought' 
silk hat and a short black coat, and ; nally formed to explore Bango-Bango, fit. And even if you were certain that 
went into the City. | an impenetrable district in North a rubber-tree couldn’t possibly grow in 


boudoir, can know but little of the great j Common, Blaekheatn, Ealing and seeing how rapidly rubber was | 
heart of the City, even though you-have} other rich and fashionable, suburbs, j up; not torhention the fact that I 








fioirelqp- 

j0k Co«|ito^ was.in the language 
sale thirty, ' 

"/.'I«t?Kfa fasten to the end ot this 
story. . At the end of 1910 Roger was 
a millionaire; and for quite a. week 
afterwards he used to wonder where 
all the money had oome from. In the 
o)4 days, when he won a cool thousand 
by betting, he knew that somebody else 
had lost a cool thousand by betting, but 
It did nbt seem to be so in this ease. 
He had met hundreds of men who had 
made fortunes through rubber; he had 
met hundreds who bitterly regretted 
that they had missed making a fortune; 
but he had never met anyone who had 
lost a fortune. This made him think 
the City an even more wonderful place 
than before. 

But before ho could be happy there 
remained one thing for him to do; he 
must find somebody to share his happi¬ 
ness. He called on his old friend, Mary 
Brown, one Sunday. 

" Mary," he said, with the brisk con¬ 
fidence of the City man,“I find I’m 
disengaged next Tuesday. Will you 
meet me at St. George’s Church at 2 ? 
I should like to show you the curate 
and the vestry and one or two things 
like that." 

"Why, what's happened?" 

"I am a millionaire,” said Roger 
calmly. “So long as I only had ray 
beggarly pittance, I could not ask you 
to marry me. There was nothing for 
it but to wait in patience. It has been 
a long weary wait, dear, but the sun 
has broken through the olouds at last. 
I am now in a position to support a 
wife. Tuesday at 2,” he went on, con-1 
suiting his pocket diary; “or I could! 
give you half-an-hour on Monday 

morning." . 

, But why this extraordinary hurry ? 
.Why mayn’t I be married properly, 
with presents and things ? ” 

“ My dear," said Roger reproachfully, 
“you forget. I am a City man now, 
aud it is imperative that I should be 
married at once. Only a married man, 
with everything in his wife's name, can 
. f|<s> with confidence the give and take 
of th$ bustling City.” A.A.M. 

. .. .. — 

'"Luckily, perhaps, fat Shakespeare ho did 
nqtlivsin too days of the emigration agent. 

done to one may easily imagine that 
'.Ipfc, ot.OiiwimstaTiOTa might nave interfered 
witiw^tsmon. dictum. Living to-day, he 
t^l.M'auite clearly tint in the spring a 
SMbg mia's Auiey turtts more to thoughts of 
f^llgnlwr thtt of tow."- Dtipakk- 

which ■! &UX8MUEB 

Mn t»» copy 



“ Mora definite treatment for a cold is for the 
patient to take a hot bath, immediately after 
going to bed between the blankets.’'— Olobc. 

Belonging as wo do to the Moderate 
Abstainers’ League ottr motto is “No 
baths botwoen blankets." 

We understand that the publication 
by Mr. Stanley Paul of a novel called 
Duckworth's Diamonds is to be fol¬ 
lowed by the publication of Patti’s 
Pearls from the house af Duckworth. 
Other works in preparation; are 
Blackwood's Brilliants, Macmillan's 
Msmiom-im Constable's Cafe Byes. 


“in the course of a bit of cross talk, Mr. 
Waite made a delightful Irish bull when ho 
raid that The Thespians rehearsed fifteen days 
a week. Honrs of laughter rang throughout tho 
ball at this lovely 'lapsis linguae."' 

Btwtm Aim SUmtiml. 

We reprint this in order that roars of 
laughter may now ring through many 
an English ball. If you miss the-note 
at a first reading oome back to this 
page to-morrow morning and try again. 

The Acrobat. ,, ■ 

“Hr. Leo Drydsn commenced his carter 
singing in Ihs streets on a crust." 

JjbttgMH Oosttte. 















PUNCH, cm THE LONDON CHARIVM ; 



THE COMMERCIAL DRAMA. 

[S'r J. Lyons, VIiojc o:;c-act play appears at the Palace TJioatre, doolares his aim to lw to treat lhama from the business poiut of view.] . 
Critique, by our Financial Expert, of the premitre of the Bros. Melville’s new drama, The Forger Foiled ! 
Db. Villain’s Income and Expenditure Account. Cr. 

£ s. d. ■ £ s. d. 

To —Legal expenses while in prison. . 936 (5 8 By —Forged Will. 152,496 3 4 

„ . Bribery. 7,093 17 2 „ Blackmail. 27,009 17 1 

„ Personal Expenses—Champagne, „ Swindling at Cards.16,896 3 9 

cigars, dressing, banrjucts, week- „ Embezzled— 

ends, motoring. 110,006 3 1 Hero .... 5813 o (5 

«•„ Gambling losses. 8,678 12 5 Own Sister. . 123 8 4 

„ Music-halls. 1.899 2 11 Widow ... 0 0 7 f 

„ Restoration of ill-golton gains. . 19,223 18 9 Q a b bilking. . 0 7 4 

„ Cost of Jnquost. 21 0 0 .... 

„ Poison. 15 13 6 , . 8.836 16 9 

Dift/mrirnd—Proceeds of Forced »» DcliClt >•••••••• 98,081 lt> H , 


Music-halls. 

Restoration of ill-gotten gains . . 

Cost of Inquost. 

Poison. 

Disgorged—Proceeds of Forged 


To— Donations to charities, parish 
work, sick poor, orphans, etc. . 
„ Purchase of dresses . . . . . 
„ Legal expenses— 

Finding Hero. 

Discovery of Wills. 

Detection of Villain. 

„ Personal expenses. 


To—Sleuth Hounds. 

„ Deficit brought forward from 


Personal oxpouses ...... 

Charities—SickComrades, Oppres¬ 
sed Victims, Shipwrecked Crew 
Purchase of firearms (including 
cartridge used on Villain in last 

Act). 

Elopement. 

Amusements. 

Givpn to Widowed Mother. . . 
Banquet to friends, village re¬ 
joicing, fireworks, etc., at finish 


£ 

s. 

d. 

936 

6 

8 

7,093 

17 

2 

110,006 

3 

1 

8,678 

12 

5 

1,899 

2 

11 

19,223 

18 

9 

21 

0 

0 

15 

13 

6 

152,496 

3 

4 

£300,420 

17 

10 

JIkioine’s 

£ 

s. 

d. 

25 

7 

91 

0 

14 

n 

1,221 

6 

8 

534 

3 

4 

841 

15 

Hi 

0 

9 

1 

£2,623 

17 

1-1 


Hero’s 

£ 

s. 

d. 

2 

3 

6 

2,623 

2 

o; 

1 

14 

4 

74 

6 

2 

5 

15 

1 

2 

2 

0 

0 

3 

21 

87 

2 

4f 

120 

4 

11 

236,109 

12 

10i 

£239,026 

6 

G 


.£300,420 17 10 

Account, Cr. 

£ S. d. ' 

By --Earned by needlework . ... 0 0 7J' 

„ Received from Clergy Orphans’ 

Fund. 0 14 6 

„ Deficit. 2,623 2 0} 


2,623 17 Jl 


in First Act, less unjust de¬ 
ductions by employer ... 596 

Cliaritablo donations from sym¬ 
pathisers . 21 17 0 

Proceeds of Will disgorged by 

Villain. 152,496 3 4 

Buried Treasure from wreck 

(South Pacific). 86,002 16 8 


£239,026 6 6 


I certify that I have audited the books of The Forger Foiled, as produced at tho Lyceum Theatre, and that 
the foregoing fairly represents tho state of affairs of the principal parties at tho fall of the curtain. The accounts of the. 
Villain were in a mass of confusion and fraudulently kept, and the available assets represented by dishonoured bills, 
bogus cheques and investments of a highly speculative nature. Tho Hero appears to have been of an unbusiness-like 
type; his assets ak'$he beginning of the play consisted solely of his savings as cabin-boy (16s. 2d.) and a silver watch, 
his financial porilfgh being greatly strengthened by a sum of £152,496 3s. id. under a will accidentally discovered in 
the Fourth Act, uiner which the Villain had previously benefited. He handicapped himself severely by his devotion 


the Fourth Act, under which the Villain had previously benefited. He handicapped himself severely by his devotion 
to the Heroino, .ommale of no available assets at tho rise of the curtain, who might be written off as a bad debt.. 
He had greatly injured his financial position by the rejection of tho Yillainess, a person of doubtful antecedents but of 
considerable social influence. , ' 

My examination of the accounts has been largely impeded by most of the important documents having been 
in wrecks under water, in pirates’ secret caverns, and in hidden panels on the Villain’s premises. - 

, I am, dear Sirs, Yours faithfully, 5^, Smith,' Chartered Accountant, ; 
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PUKOH,* OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


PENNY EASES' TO PARNASSUS. 

There Is only one literary paper, dealing 
not Wily’ With literature, hut -Iso with tho 
broader issues of life, and at tlio same time 
putting iinger-jiosts and milestone on the long 
and pleasant road of self-culture. This paper 
is sold at one penny every week, and is known in 
the four quarters of tho globe as T. P.'a Wtrlcly. 
. . , You do not know Literature if you have 
not studied the grandenr that was tlreecc ami 
the glory that was Home. It is not necessary 
to-day to know I!reek and lavtili to study the 
classics. ... If you wish to follow an ordered 
method of study in the quietude of your own 
home, read ‘ How to Htudy the Classics’ in this 
week's T. P.'a IML/." 

Add. in 11 lhii.li/ C/irortiV/e."] 

Would you master the graco that was 
Greece's ? 

The grandeur that glorified Home? 
The names of Nafolkon’h nieces? 

Tho way to perform on tho comb ? 
Would you learn who discovered 
Watts-Dunton ? 

What Pkmrerton paid for his car? 
And whether it's safer lo punt on 
Tho Cam or tho Cher? 

Do you want to he sure of pronouncing 
Correctly tho painter called Cuvr ? 
To know when a baby is bouncing ? 

Why onions aro wedded to tripe ? 
Where Meredith met Mrs. Norton? 

Why Scotsmen ejaculate “ hoots ” ? 
And why our revered Dr. ITouton 
W ears waterproof boots ? 

Don’t wallow ignobly and meekly 
In ignoraneo vapid and vile, 

But trust to Tay Pay and his Weekly 
For holping you over tho stile. 

For only tho greed of a vulture, 

In gluttony wholly unique, 

Could copo with tho banquet of culture 
lie gives you each week. 

He'll gorge you with gobbets of 
Homer, 

And help you to feel that you've 
struck 

I it Odyssous a modorn beach-comber, 
In Circe a modem Wild Duck, 

And over the peerless Phecacian, 

So noble, so pure in her ways, 

This gushing Hiberno-Alsatian 
Will ladlo his praise. 

Ho ’ll dose you witli pilules of Dante, 
With plenty of jam of his own: 

And he 'll blither about Hosinante, 

For he won’t leave Don Qu^xotcoiono•, 
You 'll have, say, three minutes with 
Schiller, 

With Goethe it may run to live, 
And ten with Sir Arthur Couch 
. (Quilleh), 

Because he’s alive. 

- ' > • 

Then your history—-ah, he’s the 


To heighten the gingerbread's gilt 1 
Witha style that is hounding and cocky 
And moves with an unctuous lilt; 
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lie. “If von hadn't keen wi mini; hiikssim; an Mion.nN'r have .misled this train.'' 
Sill-. "ANil IK YOU hadn't limilEl) ME .SO ME MDH'I.DN'T II.DC SO I.UNO TO WAIT 
KOI* THE NKXr." 

With his fervid rebukes of Hie haughty | To give to your usual tipples • 

Who harry tho poor with their J Tho taste of Pierian flip, 
hate, Then come to O'Connor, ye cripples, 

And his generous views of the naughty,! Ho 'll teaeli you to sip. 

Ilis love of the great. j _ 

He '11 tell you how Hannibal over ! "‘ s, ' r Thum “ M «"«> ‘^Ih'or’s Travels’ 

_ . . J .. • ninri* a nnlitiPiu satiw thiin n. tmituumnnn 


e’ll tell you how Hannibal over ! "‘ s,r Tllum i«. M 1 uul «> Travels’ 

The Alps with lus elephants won, „ f i.Wai,.” Monthly. 

And how you go under in clover w oouU1 bave forgiven this little mis- 

lo-dav, when escorted by Lunn j k in fc , MotQf fa ^ W(M „ 

!th0 Fllr a " d leather Gtueltc, but not 

And paint Joan of Arc in the guise of m the Lit " a '« Monthl ^ 

A militant sufl. “When lie found himself without a shilling 

_ „ „ ;in Lialion, and determined to get home to 

In fine, )f you Wish for a dollar— I England at any cost, su inborn love of the sea 

For it’s only a penny a week— 1 naturally turned his thoughts tmviwdp a ship.” 

To master the lore of tho scholar, j London Muyaziwc. 

Though guileless of Latin and |But for this accident of birth he would 
Greek, have returned by taxi. 


In fine, if you wish for a dollar— 
For it’s only a penny a week— 
To master the lore of tho scholar, 
Though guileless of Latin and 
Greek, 
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The General. “Why ! wiiat tiie ikw 
7 /«» Offspring. “It’s ai,i, ninirr, Fa 
Kkightsbbidoe caiiaret.” 


BIDE A WEE. 


My dear Mr. Punch,—1 writo to you 
With some heat to protest against a 
gross injustice. They have taken to 
closing our,village post-office every 
Wednesday at 2 o’clock—(or a half- 
holiday. 

This half-holiday resolves itself into 
| Maggie; Hepburn—who is in charge 
and.never on principle goes out of the 
house in winter—sitting before the firo 
in the office, knitting socks and wearily 
Waiting—so she tells me—for her tea. 

The only difference between Wednesday 
afternoon and any other afternoon is 
that you can’t get in. The stamps are 
there, the postal orders are there, 

Maggie fa there, But you can’t get 
at any of them. 

I should not have minded so mnoh 
about it if it hadn’t been for what 
happened last week. That offended 
my most saered»instincts of hospitality. 

I had a frfand staying with me who is 
in a Goy/pfatieht Office, and who went' " Set it doon, Wqllie I 'A 
out early on Wednesday afternoon with went on to dwniM'ii 
a letter far his department; It was uncertain terms, 11 Olosed 
«ne of thifae large haodsoofa blue en-j the site of stampa—— '• 

_' . ■fS’X 


when he 
ifasioa .in no 
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Jack Pease, who to which the official lectures are delivered, 

, the authority of Presi- so that they nmy have opportunity of 
. \ dent of Board of Edu- really understanding the Act” 

cation adds the frank To-day similar performance permitted 

artlessness of the in respect of military correspondent 

schoolboy, made non- of The Times, who quoted a table 

committal answer, from tho annual Army Report before 

Forthwith Cousin document was laid on Table of 

Hugh, with tacit per- House. IIknry Craik tired first shot, 

mission of the Chair, Seely having responded there was 

V: in series of supple- instant commotion on Benches oppo- 

, mcnlary questions site. Winterton and Willy Peel on 

V started brisk little their legs shouting at same moment, 

gm debate. Nothing got Arthur Lee and Ashley firing 

^H out of Jack Pease. As together from Front Opposition Benoli. 

HH he could not very well Stranger in Gallery, with scared 

HI take him hy the collar face, scanned Question Paper afresh, 

fiff and lead him forth for i What was it all about? Understood 

fSFfv spanking purposes Times was friend, indeed oracle, of 

Cousin Hugh asked Opposition. Why this impetuous 

leave to move the ad- demonstration against ono of its most 

a ■ journment in order to distinguished contributors ? 

\ VW re-discuss matter at Then came along Joseph Rex and 

) greater length. in delightfully casual manner explained 

(j There are, however, tho mystery. 

A limits to benignity of “ Is the Military Correspondent of 

\ \ Speaker. Justly The Times," he asked, “ the gentleman 

thought ho had given who exposed the ignorance of the 
CouifiN Hugh rope Leader ok the Opposition when he 

, enough. Straightway, tried to raise a scare about rifles sup- 

so to speak, hanged him plied to army ? ” 

• w ;jj t refusal to submit As a jet of cold water dissolves a 

the question. cloud of imprisoned steam, so curiosity 

Business done. - Slow progress in about doings and writings of Times' 
Committee of Supply. Military Correspondent collapsed, and 

Tuesday.—By long practice Joseph next Question on Paper had a turn. 
King, comparatively y ■ • 

niw Member, has do- 

vcloped pretty talent '.i/S-TK,* 

for pricking bubbles < 

taking form of organ- / T -\, i 


- 



waiting for jack PKAKK. 

“R|iiiU’.S :ue cunmor.Hi.s aiul highly predatory.”-- Diiliuuniii. 
(l.iird Heim Ceui..) 


W /$jk 


i - ’*’ 


f ■>- j. « 

, ■ ■ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Committee of Supply. Military Correspondent collapsed, and 

(Extracted from hie Hiahy of Toby, M.P.) Tuesday.—By long practice Joseph next Question on Paper had a turn. 

House of Commons, Monday Feb- ■ King, comparatively y ■ - 

ruary 20.—Alter eight days, earliest mw Member, has de- 

and freshest of the Session, devoted to velojied pretty talent ' 

making speeches round Address (the i for pricking bubbles ' /'■ 

odd sovon wasted) wcsrttle down to cou-, taking form of organ- ,• . . 

aider Civil Service Estimates. Question j ised attack on parti- .V ' ' 

at issue being a trifle of a few millions, cular Ministers carried :$■ '*• ' ! 

House nearly empty - . Things generally on through Question • '-/tSUrihC- i 

dolefully dull. Don’t know what we hour. Yesterday, for FbmmiNj ■ j 

should do wore it not for Cousin Hugh, examplo, seven or eight •. (V' ? ! 

Current state of business presents what minutes of tho forty'- .>a« j 

to him is favourite opportunity. With! five allotted to Ques- V,' ■ ‘ i 

so many varied topics at hand surely; lions were occupied by ■«.y.*$'■.■. 

one will come in usefulasdemonstrating j acrimonious debate on ■ a\ ** f 

afresh infamy of the Government. j already thrashed-out (i 

Ever watched a spider couchant at; subject of lectures de- : ; JJR' % \ 

extreme fringe of its web waitingllivered under auspices £.V” §&£$%'■’;: ■*! 

coming of unsuspecting fly? So of Insurance Act Com- '■ Hpv."'J 

Cousin Hugh sits on corner seat of missionors explanatory Hk^fV \ : ) 

Front Bench below Gangway with eye of provision of the law. v' Mi . ! 

on Treasury Bench. Of course there! Magnus, Wolmer, f;bT.Yj^y /;“• 1 

is no personal resemblance between him Ormsby-Gore, Tulli- ; ,! -V . ' 

and spider save, perhaps, in the length bardine, and, of courso, - Y.- ■ 

and flexibility of the leg, but to ono Cousin Hugh, having ^ ■ 

looking on hour after hour association!contributed a few re- .VS), 

of ideas inevitable. To-night he didn't J marks to debate, • Jr Cn/' - ’ >» 

wait f6r Committee. Sharply cross- j Joseph Rex slily asked *t) [a JSik-iiMEL 

examined Minister of Education as whether Masterman. y ^ 

to " whether the differentiation by the who had borne brunt . & \emStr 

local education authorities of Cardigan- of assault, “would send ,^ 

Shire, and Glamorganshire as to the to all Members of the king ENJOYS HIMSELF “PRICKING BUBBLES." 
.Wftfie*, of teaohere in noix-provided Opposition a list of tho (WitIl aaknwrWgmeut to sir Joux Tennisi, who obvim^r 
schools is due to seotanan reasons ?" times and places at invented 1dm,) 
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■Business done'.— Evelyn . Ow^l* humility foreign tpJMefotpiliarhabit 
moved Resolution denouncing increased in former days, pleads thal the .vessel 
national expenditure, and Lloyd was bought second-hand/ That is 
George's methods of meeting it. On neither here nor there. What Captain 
division majority ran down to forty- Craig wants to know, and what Armagh 
four. Jubilation in Opposition camp, in stentorian tones repeats, is: Will 
Immediate resignation of Government there he shown any.religious partisan- 
demanded. . ship in allotting the services of this 

Thursday. — North Armagh Moore dredger, whether bought second-hand 
in great form. A week ago placod on or at first cost ? 
paper question addressed to Chief Sec- The Member for Sark, watching 
retary accusing him of havingproposed these gallant Mombors, separated by the 
c & bargain to owner of public building in space of two benches, is reminded of 
Belfast offering him a knighthood if pleasant evenings of his boyhood spent 
he would place it at disposal of local in company of Christy Minstrels who 
committee for the Winston Churchill never performed out of London, 
meeting, . Armagh not being in his' 
place to put the question the Chief 
Secretary in the ordinary way circu¬ 
lated answer with tho Votes. 

This, as Armagh indignantly com¬ 
plained, was a deliberate attempt to 
deprive him of the M.P.’s birthright of 
putting a Supplementary Question. 

“ Sir," he said, “ by answering this 

J uestion behind-my back the Right 
Ion. gentleman strangled it before its 
birth." 

Business done. —Marking time in 
Committee of Supply. 

Friday. —Prospeetsof Home Rule Bill 
not improved by presumably necessary 
postponement of introduction. Delay 
provides opportunity for birth ana 
growth of objections that may in end 
prove fatal. Take tho case of the 
Bedwellty Urban District Bill, for 
example. I say “ take the caso " col¬ 
loquially, for I don't know what it is. 

Information limited to question put by 

Mr. John to Prime Minister enquiring r^r i 

“ whether, under tho provisions of tho . ■ - JMUTHfT FfffTfffffUl f • - - J 

measure the Government proposo to ' ' 

. , , .1, , ,, r . r . Anxious to eesvect tux bemu-ious cox- 

lntroduce for the estabbshment of so f- VIrrU)NH EVEN „„ A “ I>1 . KI „i Ku ." 

government in Ire and, it will still bo ( c, n >tai» James craiu.) 

competent for Irish Members of this 

House to oppose Welsh Private Bills “Conversation," ho says, “just like 
dealing exclusively with local affairs, that carried on between Mr. Johnson 
as in the case this Session of tho Bed- in centre of tho black somi-circle and 
wellty Urban District Bill." Brother Banjo at one of the ends. 

Hero-clearly recognisable are soods ‘Now, Brother Banjo,’ says Mr, 
of racial difference that in respect of Johnson, 1 with rospection to this yore 
Home Rule Bill may withdraw support dredger. What do you think about 
of Welsh Members. Be sure our Mr. it?’ ‘Wall,Mr.Johnson,’saysBrother 
^OHN knows what he is talking about, Banjo, scratching his wool with the 
although we may not. handle of his musical instrument, ‘ I 

Even more threatening are the movo- don’t rightly know. But considering 
ments of the Irish dredger hanging off its owners I spect it’s up to somethink 
and on the Terraco of the House. She pretty had.’ And so on, whilst the 
hove in sight last Monday; was in- Minister waits for his vote, and the 
stantly challenged by Captain Craiq, wheels of the Legislature are looked." 
who iu conjunction with Nortii Business Done. —Plural Voting Bill 
Armagh Moore has since given the introduced by Habold Baker. 

Irish Government no rest. Tho r , ■■ -m 

dredger, one,.gathers from Ministerial Mr. Harby Lauder has telegraphed 
replies, was^purchased by the Irish to The JPatty Ma.il, “ 1 will give £5 to 
Board of jprieaUare for servioe in any man who wilDframe a measure to 
various .v^Bbura. T, W. Russell, settle the nunefs’ strike." .And go Mr. 
vrhtBe i«pluj|are given with whispered Asquith is going to try again. 







Anxious to besto-t tux bemu-ious cox- 

VHTIONH EVEN OX A “DllEDOEtt.” 

(Captain James Craiu.) 
“Conversation," ho says, “just like 


“What do von'. 


ran! 




and done?".si«dMi|a&^#i r „ 
in Regent Street. 

“Lost your Umbrella agaid^' tA 
guessed. ' 

“ Right in once,” said she. “It '.wa$j 
tho stupid cahdriver's fault.” 

“Last time it was a stupid butler's 
fault." , 

“So it was," she murmured. > / 
“And tho time before it was a stupid 
porter's fault. And the time before that \ 
it was your stupid brother's fault.! 
And the time before that .. ." . ’ ,| 

“ What are we going to do about it? " ] 
she interrupted. 

“TaxiI" I called, and the god in the 
machine drew up beside the pavement. 
"Scotland Yard, please.” 

“I always call it the Yard," observed 
Miranda, making herself comfortable. 

“That savours to me of undue fam¬ 
iliarity," I suggested. 

“ But you see, we know each other 
rather well," she explained. 

*• *- * <:■ * 
“Ah!" said the Sieuth-in-charge, j 
smiling his recognition. “ I hopo you 
are keeping well, madam ? What can I 
do for you this time?" 

"1 want to see some umbrellas, ! 
ploase.” 

I corrected her in a private whisper. 
"Don’t forgot, it is Scotland Yard, 
You should have said, ‘ It's a wee bit 
brollie A’m wantin’ the noo !' 

“Nonsonso," she retorted. “My 
friend is a perfect linguist . . . Yes, I 
want an umbrella, please." 

“An umbrella?" said tho Sleuth, 
raising his eyebrows. “Didn’t you like 
the one you had off us last week?" 

- “Yes, I like it very much indeed. 
That is why I want it." Miranda then 
began smiling, and tho Sleuth displayed 
then and throughout the selection' 
his contemptible weakness. However, 
before lie actually handed over the 
umbrella, “It is my duty, madam,” be 
said reluctantly, “to ask you to bo a 
little more careful iu future.” * ; 

Miranda pouted, being, as yon will 
observe, a scandalous person. > 
“Ah, no," continued the blushing; 
Sleuth, "I did not mean to lay the; 
blame on you. No doubt it was the 
umbrella's fault. I only meant to ask 
you as a favour to be more stern with 
it in future." • ' ’ , 

“It shall not happen again," said' 
Miranda. . ,‘V 

“I will see to that," I added severely;'; 
being a little nauseated.. 4 : > 
Scotland Yard was oqly Wait' ’ ‘ “ 
someone to rebuke. MirvRfcbt 
impossible, I was just t^ ir^ 

“ You should. h*v$ seen to 
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■gfir," I told. “This is the third 
or fourth time.” 

“I <m uot certain that it is not the 
fifth-," said Miranda, also turning on me. 
The suggestion now was that it was 
not the umbrella's but my fault. 

“You cannot expect the State to 
maintain an expensive department 
simply to look after your umbrella, Sir," 
sajd the Sleuth. 

“ It is not mine,’ 1 said I shortly. 

“You cannot expect the State, then, 
to maintain an expensive department 
simply to relieve you of the duty of 
looking after your wife’s umbrella, Sir." 

“ It is not my wife," said I. 

“Then you have no excuse," said 
Miranda, and I left them in disgust. 

I waited outside for Miranda, and I 
waited a very long time. At last she 
came, with a flushed smilo on her 
faco. “A charming man," sho said, 
as 1 bundled her into another taxi. 
“ Though he tells mo that he is very 
overworked. Men, lie says, are so care¬ 
less with their own and other peoplo's 
property.” 

I refused to have anything to do with 
her, even to look at her. 

“ What do you think I have gone 
and done? ” said she, as wo drew near 
her homo. I had noticed that she had 
been a little restless for the last minute 
or two. Knowing, without looking to 
see, what she had lost, I leant out of 
the window and gave fresh directions 
to the driver. 

II The Yard ? ” enquired Miranda. 

I nodded. “ Yes, and you are going 
to tell the Sleuth that it was his fault, 
this time.” 

Miranda tried one of her smiles on 
mo. “ And you are coming in to agree 
with me ? ” sho suggested. 

“ No,” I said, with a note of revenge 
in my voice, "I am going to agree 
with the Sleuth.” 

“Tho same thing," sho propliosicd 
correctly. 

THE TJP-TO-1 


UP-TO- I t\ i mil 
CANDI/ 1Milj - 


j Mr. Glazebrook, a Candidate in tho 
SCuth Manchester bye-election, who 
was at sea when tho vacancy occurred, 
by making use of the “wireless” to 
express bis views on the questions of 
the hour, has shown himself as up to 
.date as his Committee, who sent him 
,a Mareonigram urging his return. The 
events which ensued, however, have not 
confirmed the following outline of Mr, 
.Gj^azebbook’s further proceedings:— 

- -Mjt. Glazebrook, who arrived in the 
| B&y pf Biscay this (Wednesday) even- 
'ingi/ was met by express motor-boat, 
.The Slifkl and, having dived into tbo 



sea, was taken up and carried up 
Channel to Southampton. 

Mr. Geazebrook reached Plymouth 
this (Thursday) evening and almost at 
once addressed, by telephone, a largo 
meeting of his supporters in Man¬ 
chester, each of whom had beeu pro¬ 
vided with a receiver. The meeting was, 
however, delayed for a few minutes 
owing to Mr. GIiAzbbrook’s mistaking 
tho number of tho lmll whore the 
audience was assembled and ringing up 
his opponents. 

Before leaving tho outskirts of 
Plymouth by monoplane to-night en 
route for the permissible landing-place 
nearest to South Manchester, Mr. 
GiiA/ebrook, by means of the dupli¬ 
cate telegram system, wired his election 
address to each voter in the con¬ 
stituency. ■ 


An urgent appeal for motors has 
beeu issued by Mr. Geazebrook’s 
agent. The agent points out that, 
in all cases, the cars should be 1912 
pattern. 

Mr. Glazf.brook, who reached 
Manchester early this (Friday) morn¬ 
ing, had, within half-an-hour of his 
arrival, addressed twenty-five mootings 
simultaneously by means of gramo¬ 
phones. It is calculated that before 
retiring for the night he had explained 
his views to each voter in the con¬ 
stituency at least three times. 

It is announced that, in the event of 
victory, Mr. Glazebrook hopes, by 
means of an electric connection, to 
play “ Rule, Britannia ” on 500 pianolas 
at once, the piano-players being dis¬ 
tributed over different parts of his 
constituency. 














■■■■■Bn! 

BM 

1 

H 


« j °NAH JONES. . bd^'pokfa! jwpkK«(M 

It is possible that you have read my One, and l jot grateful'fo'lhejmt'Sai; of logmt&tmr tpwfi 
novel. "Jonah Jones/’ Possible, I say. 1 Jonah Jones' for. suggesting it. ' Hie As for The ScffiMisti 
You may even be one. of the five work is brightly'written. I am. Sir, “Readable Novels’ 1 its 
hundred and seventeen gallant souls Ac., - Aweebittie Thynne.” “ Jonah Jones, by Anbr 

i *'» v .» jii . . _‘ -_i 't i. n a t» •» -e mi-j / r v._t • _ a» .» . tit in . 




legfote tror trade&eij 
' ■ As for The 

“Readable Novels ” its s^e Ve^ipl;^ 
"Jonah Jones, by Aubrey Qttmtihy£0- 


sent me—payment, I 
Calculate, at the rate 
of two shillings per 
•thousand : words. 
Well, I ask you can¬ 
didly, is “Jonah 
Jones”, a funny book 
or is it not? If I am 
not .a humorist, what 
ami? I simply want 
to kbow. For the re¬ 
views have left me in 
the dark. 

The Thunderer, for 
instauoo, merely gives 
the t book’s measure¬ 
ment with scrupulous 
exactitude: "8jx7J, 
287 pp." . That was 
all The Thunderer 
said; but ,this_did not 
(I gathered from the 
note at the head of 
the column) “ pre¬ 
clude a lengthier re¬ 
view elsewhere.” I 
dive in hopes. A 
ilengthior review else- 
jwhere might settle 
[the question once for 
toll. Meanwhile it is 
Obscure. The, Non¬ 
conformist’s review, 
which begins promis¬ 
ingly, fails to satisfy 
me: “Sir,—Amongst 
the thirty-five novels 
which I read while on 
my fortnight's holi¬ 
day in Banff—during 
jmy trip, by the by, I 
■visited a number of 
manses, of which I 
.propose to send you 
jsome notes later—I 
single out for special 
.mention a story en¬ 
titled ‘Jonah Jones.’ 


r r im 

W -■ 



iujKS, 

Jill 
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THE WILD WEST: LATEST PHASE. 

Fancy 1‘OK'iiiait or a Tait-Hcnier Km'OTAsri.v taking to the trail. 


The Scrutineer's dis¬ 
appointment, But if: 
this ory of anguish—, 
making a timely ap¬ 
pear anoe at t h e 
moment when. ..the 
suparfluous stock of, 
“Jonah Jones” is 
being finally sold as 
a remainder at' four- 
pence apiece --induoes 
the tantalised Scru¬ 
tineer's' readers' (or 
The Scrutiniser's 
tantalised readers) to 
clamour for a second 
edition, I shall not 
grumble. 

. - My cousin, Mrs. 
Witherby (spouse of 
the Rev. James 
Withorby of. Fraui- 
linghamo) informs me 
that “ James liked 
the story, and asks me 
to toll you, for your 
encouragement, how 
pleasodhewas to find, 
amidst the flood of 
dubious fiction now 
defiling our literature, 
a tale so pure and 
wholesome in' its 
mirth.” Is it un¬ 
grateful of mo to feel 
no flattery at this 
encomium ? 

And then there was 
my uncle George. 
Uncle George wrote 
(on a postcard): “ Jolly 
good 1 ” (A deoent 
chap, Uncle Georgs.) 
“Congratulations!/ 
I’m posting my copy 
to Fred, in Australia/’; 
(Dash it—his. pte* 
sentation copy!' 


On page 79 of ‘Jonah Jonos’ the for new authors whom I can encourage. Couldn't he have bought a new one?)|/ 
words occur: ‘Mary was to meet Of such is Mr. Aubrey Quentin, writer “I’d bo sorry not to have it on my 
'Edwin at the comer by the Wesleyan of a tale, which I read at a single sitting, shelf, to lend to friends, so you. might 
chapel.' The sentence arouses an ‘ Jonah Jones.’ We of the literary send me another; and don't forget?^ 
interesting train of reflections. Is world are apt to be disconcertingly autograph it.” 'r/ Yj 

Wesleyanism still a power in the land j realistic, and I make nq,:.apology for (The £10 will, at this rate; frajof 

A. .11._i. iL. __1- O TT.__A’ _Al_. A T ah tU. La LaaI. It* j ’■TMa, 


to attract the young people ? Have 
the writings of Fichte, Kant, Heqel, 


the writings of Fichte, Kant, Hbou, book while at my harbors, whose tives realize that I ,wabhafgeA' : m^ 
.ScHOPEppAUEhand Nwtscn*begun— address—which 'Wild horses Will not "free” copies?) ' 
as has Mn^ewaed—to influence our drag from me—fe within a hundred Aunt Sophy* from .whO*n^J; jhaja 
youths and maidens towards non- miles of Bond Street. Pe is Ma in- expeetyti'ens,- was franklydba^fote; 
‘'churohgofoifZ /,' (Three columns telligent fellow,thisbttberpf mine, and^ia Jonsiih -r^enfo^^'-do- 















if 

flbi 



Sjmtmun to lady [whose horse Juts been lushing out in a gateway). “Do you know iiiat iiur.-E of you its is as awfully bad 
ECKE itl” J.a<ly. “On, yes, I know; but I’ve got so used to it now, tiht I didn't .mind a b.t.” 


not care for those fanciful romances,” 
she wrote. "Of course I am no 
critic, but it lias always seemed to 
me that something human and true 
is required to ennoble a book,, and to 
make it appeal to the best that is in us. 
Beal life —that is what I ask for in a 
novel. Writers like those dear people, 
Caroline and Arthur Drivelle, or Coralio 
Lexington, or that American woman, 
Constance Eddy Fogge, who wrote 
•Dawn Thoughts’—writers who hold 
up the mirror to nature and who never 
jest at sacred things ,—those are the 
models to which I commend you, my 
dear nephew." ■> 

And those precisely wore the models 
I commended (when I was making 
M terms " with him) to Mr. Puffinberg. 
But he couldn’t see it. 

. # * # * * 

'So you perceive my difficulty—how 
hard it is to find out whether “Jonah 
Jones ” is really funny. 

, But one thing I have discovered from 
these criticisms—that whether a book 
has hpmour or not of its own, it may 
it the cause of humour (however un- 
Xopqgous) in others I That is something. 
.toWglad about in this vole of tears. 

SflH.r ' ' 

votes. 

Beadktu, ■ 


tM*-:'; 

1 V- e.,ff 


TO A STBOLLING PLAYER. 

On Fridays when the office clock 
Proclaims the hour of two, 

My thoughts with an unwelcome shock 
Betake themselves to you— 

To you who seek to make mankind the 
brighter, 

To gladden lives in carping cares 
immersed, 

Standing, with that intent, outside 
“Tho Mitre," 

Whoro rude, rough men assuage the 
pangs of thirst. 

How often have I seen you come, 

Clad in grotesque attire, 

And pitch your chosen medium, 

The horizontal lyre, 

Whence you with clanging chords and 
keyless clamours 

Extract the ancient tunes that charm 
you still, 

Pounding the strings with two infernal 
hammers 

And, I must own, no small amount 
of skill. 

I wonder do you ever think 
How galling you can be; 

How near you bring me to the brink 
Of sheer profanity 7 
But never till to-day, when over-laden 
With correspondence sadly in arrear, 
Did Isay things before thetypist maiden 
Shat typist maidens 'never ought to 
bprl 


It might have chanced to any man, 

For human ’tis to err; 

I took a letter and began, 

As usual“ Dear Sir,”— 

Then you commenced to play and in 
the heat of 

My righteous anger (righteous, I'm 
convinced), 

I thus continued:—"I am in receipt of 
Your blasted favour of the second 
inst.—” 

Tho maiden started when she heard; 

A blush suffused her cheok: 

She said (and she will keep her word), 

“ I leave to morrow week!" 

Thus often will the Fates with malice 
spiteful 

Make man, though innocent, their 
Bport and play, 

You will return to make my Fridays 
frightful, 

She, on the other hand, will keep 
away 1 

We always go to the UJdingston 
Standard for the latest news of the 
Both well Literary Association. Ac¬ 
cording to a recent number:— 

"TuMic business consisted of a debate os 
tbe motiun * 1 That the Modem Cheap Press is 
Inimical to Culture.'. . . Hie motion wee 
defeated by 23 rotea to 21. Next week County 
Councillor Poilok «U1 give an may tntltfya i 
' Anna Verninque Car no.' “ 

The price of the Vddingston Standard 
is one halfpenny. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 


[Bints for the representation of our everyday joys and And suppo; 

sonvws in the Greek fotvi.) , We shall p 

! III.—THE ELECTORS. So I tbink 

Persons of the 1’gav. 

A Candidate, a Chairman, an Interrupter; Chorus of Het 

Labourers. ' The 

1 Scene —A hall arranged for a political meeting in an 
agricultural village. Time, 8 r.M. 

, Chairman. p jV0 

0 thou wlio makes!; even voters fair, Wei 

Clreat Zeus, befriend me when I tako the chair! This 

; Skilled am I in the garnering of sheaves, Whi 

And highly skilled in muttons and in beeves. 

In barley, oats and wheat I stand supreme; 

My cows give milk that's passing rich in cream; 

I know the due rotation of tho crops; Candida 

My produce fills the niarkot and tho shops. Intenupt 

And I abhor the foreigner's devices, 

The freaks of weather and the foil of prices, Candida 

Proposing still—a plan too oft rejected— Whi 

That British farming ought to be protected. Will 

Therefore men came ami added to my pride: And 

“ To-night," they said, “ wo want you to preside. j Tnternip , 
You ’ll make the village your eternal debtor, ! Candida 

For none, be sure, could do the business better." And 

Behold me, therefore, while I stand and wait Her 

The longed-for coming of our Candidate, 

Chorus. 

We who work on the land, refreshing toil of the day by . 111 

i sleep at night, is wisdom 

Ploughing, pasturing, reaping, threshing, little wo reck of aa o wisao 
j the world’s delight. ancl m . 

Winds may beat us and rain defoat us, yet we labour from Candida 
: youth to age; restrain th; 

Spall is the guerdon of all our burden, narrow the house Interrupt 
j of our heritage. Candida 

frpy, but they seek us now and speak us soft and pleasant Interrupt 
j and fair enough: punish the 

“‘Blue,’ 1 says one, “is the only colour”; “No," says Candida 
another, " Vote for huff." Interrupt 

Laws may offer us plots for tillage, but the House of the that is not 
i Laws is far, wo fear, 

And' the agent watches the quiet village, yea, and tho lord E 

1 of the land is near. A 

; To us, then, deeply pondering it appeareth better not to P 

utter words, for a word once spoken cannot be recalled, I 

and there are those that will use it against the speaker. 

Tshereforet we call upon the fair mistress of well-considered . 

thoughts to come to our aid. 0 Silenoe, on whose rocky r, tiai | 
fqont impetuous rashuess beats in vain, be thou with us JNew 1 
to-night. Lap us in thy kind embraces, so shall everyone 
beholding our demeanour take pleasure in us, for thus From a ( 
jfhidence ordains. But what is that double light in the “The‘Gee 
djstance, rapidly approaching not without a swift pulse of ,l . is ', c P u f lat ^ 01 
reiterated noise, fill-scented and with four wheels wildly ■ jjjg 
involving? For US, indeed, it were wiser to sit'down, Greek poet, 
reserving our pigment. It ig on j„ j 

I [The Qttmdatei .arrives in a viotor-car. Be shakes triumphed 
j. . ■ , . bands all round, and th meeting begins. gg 

■ " ' ' Chairman. ", ■ 


He will scorch ottr base opponedts at the furaaoe ofhis j 

.SOOTh,; :j , ; ; ‘ ;• /. ./ 

And support a tax on many things, including outran com. 
We shall pass a vote declaring that we mean to get him in; 
So I think I shall resume my seat and ask him to begin. 

'• Candidate. 

Hem—Mr. Chairman, Ladies, Gentlomen, 

' The’one great object of my fond desires 
Has been—ahem—to speak to you to-day. 

Hither on eager wheels I made my way 
From one large meeting, and I shall go hence 
Even to a third—that ends my task to-night. 

Well now—ahem—this miserable Act, 

This so : called National Insurance Act, 

What is it but- 

Interrupter. 

an admirable thing. 

Candidate. Don’t turn him out- 

Intenuptcr. IM like to see the man 

Who ’ll turn me out. 

Candidate. Well, let us pass from that. 

What of the Irish ? If they have Home Bulo, 

Will there not come disruption to tho State 
And loss of all our Empire ? 

Interrupter. No, there won’t. 

Candidate. Let but that gentleman withhold his speech, 
And when my spoooh is endod ho shall stand 
Here on the platform and address you all. 

[Disturbance. 

Chorus. 

Bash, indeed, is the man who interrupts, but for us llvore 
is wisdom in his words, and from the words of the Candi¬ 
date wisdom, too, is not absent. How shall a man decide, 
and in what hiding-places shall Truth be found ? 

Candidate. Winged, in truth, is Chronos, but do thou 
restrain thy words. 

Intenuptcr. Not so, for on my tongue no ox hath walked. 
Candidate. Thou weavest speeches as one not responsible. 
Intenuptcr. Itosponsibility is of many sorts, but the gods 
punish the arrogant. 

Candidate. Prate not of arrogance, being thyself a brawlor. 
Interrupter. No brawler am I, but a free speaker in a city 
that is not enslaved. 

Chairman. 

Enough of this. I now propose a vote, 

A resolution, call it what you will, 

Plodging us all to back our Candidate. 

I put it. It is carried. All is well. 

Candidate. 

Thanks and farewell. This splendid meeting puts 
New heart into my breast; and now I go. B. C. L. 


All dnUsect t#ppio speaking let me say that tiiCJ&bas coma 
Efocih a crisis to our cofmtry that no qmn can well be dumb. 
We have gbt a very eloquent and learned Candidate: 
Hewitt sfieak tons, expounding all the evils of the State; 


From a catalogue 

“The ‘Georgies’ was Virgil's great poem, and on it he depended far 
Ids reputation with posterity. His ‘Aeueu' was unfinished, and fell 
short of Homer'* Iliad, bpt like a true Roman be could brook, no 
superior,' 'and 'in the 'Georgies' he completely triumphed over the 
Greek poet. It is the greatest poeoi on Husbandry ever written," 

It is only fair to mention that Homes, like a true Greek; 
triumphed again, iu the Final Test with the Odyssey —tjie 

greatest poem on Husbands ever written. : 

■ --- ■' y vr. 

The Crisis. * 

1st Lefty: Whit are they striking bet 
w“2iw: Either' lot more or lets—soothing film 
'that. '. > • ' 
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First Pnwr-bji. “If I hadn’t been bo closely buttoned or, I’d have gives that took iiecomi a smi.uxo to or no- 

, III I Mr TO WARM 1IIM IP A 1HT." 

Scrawl Pmstr-bji. “Ah! you ai.wavs let vourt heart get the iiKrrEit of vouh iif.ao. Jfn doesn't feel the cold lux n | 
ash I've got as extra waistcoat usher this fur coat, and yet I’m none too warm.” 


My dear Horace,—I greatly re¬ 
gret to observe, after all your poor 
father spent on your education, how 
sadly your spelling has deteriorated. 
Why, my gardener’s little boy, who 
is just six years old, can write a more 
intelligible letter than the scrawl you 
favour me with. I really cannot be 
bothered to decipher it. 1 think you 
had better tako a course of evening 
lessons at a continuation school. As 
regards your postscript, I have made 
it a rule never to lend money under any 
circumstances whatsoever. 

Yours regretfully, 

Louisa M. Blunt. 

Tyuezdai, Feb. 20. 

Deerbst Fuiis, —Du sai yu wil join 
the nyu soesiety and simplifi yuer 
speling, which I no iz aulwaiz a trubl 
tu yu. Yu woen't wont tu yuez a 
dicstiuriari eni mor. I am shuer it will 
.saiv me pounds, and so thair is a byue* j 
tiful fyuetyur in vyu, if yu wil oanli 
npim the dai for us tu be spliest. Mai 
I piim tu te tomoro az juezhyual ? 


Dear Mr. Spiffkynb,— I am obliged 
by your letter of even date, but feel 
bound to say that I do not consider 
your allusions to my spelling to be in 
the best possible taste. Shall we be 
quilt able to understand each other in 
future if wo correspond in two different 
languages ? Had you not better think 
it over very seriously ? I am afraid I 
shall be detainod at the office to-morrow, 
afternoon. Yours sincerely,- 

Phyllis Shythrbs. 

Mi deer Bobbi,— I fansi the encloezd 
speling ruulz ar in yuer lien. Tel yuer 
maaster I hav poot yu up for the 
Soesiety and aasc him tu join tu. 
Hoeping yu ar no longer botom or yuer 


Yuor afeeshunit nncl, Horis. 

Dear Uncle Horace,— I shode your 
papers to old Wackham and he neerly 
had a fitt. He said what do you mean 
by it boy why your spelling is vileenuff i 
as it is. He said stop in after scoot 
and write it all out into ‘firopper - 
English. So don’t send me any rnore^' 
Yor affeeshant nephew,,; Bf^ , 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE . too< * °* !*♦» wwnramn 

, ,7 „ r * ™ t , novelty it poises**#, the rest them m the 

( By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) scenes of temptation ; the motor rides at night, the bbphw 
Mr. Q. K. Chesterton is a bowler of literary googlies with its sofa. The author writes, os always, with dpbr' 
who is apt on occasion to Ioso his length. In Manalive ness and vigour and with considerable knowledgeof eeotpjM* 
(Nelson) he has lost it very badly. Occasionally a stray at any rate, of the society which she describes; btt?-tw 
delivery pitches on the light spot and whips in smaitly.but circumstance that Joseph does not fall but b acom elffOp M 
for the most part it is very tame stuff that he sends down, of his wife, is not sufficient to redeem the book as a whom 
On page 264, " Mr. Moses Gould . . . was understood to from a charge of commonness. Probably the best piece of 
suggest that the reador should shorten the proceedings by work in the novel is the portrait of this wife, though it 
leaving out all the adjectives Mrs Duho, who had woken would be straining meaning to call her interesting. 

up, observed that sho was suro it was all veiy nice.” -- 

Personally I belong to the Gould rather than the Duke When I saw that The Victories of Olivia (Maojollan] 
school of thought. Adjectives, like Worcester sauce, was a volume of short stories by Miss Evelyn Sharp I 


are a condiment. Mr Ches¬ 
terton uses them as a fluid 
To my mind he is unwise to 
attempt the nauative form. 
Digressions which amuse in 
an essay initatc when they 
stop the action ot a novel 
Manalive is simply an essay 
masquerading as a novel 
All the chaiacters talk at 
great length and m exactly 
the same way. Thcio is 
material for a good shoit 
story in the central idea, ot 
an eccentric and energetic 
man who resolves to be alive 
and to make others liv o. To 
this end he tramps lound 
the world in order to wm 
through to whcio he started, 
he prevents married life be¬ 
coming monotonous by ro¬ 
mantically eloping with his 
wife at frequent intervals, 
and he conies a revolver 
which he flies at pessimists 
in order to make them thank¬ 
ful that they are not dead 
Five thousand words would 
cover the idea nicely. Mi. 
Chesterton uses sixty thou¬ 
sand. Even in philosophic 
farce a little dryness, a little 






A ’iVj 






HOUSE HUNTING IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 
The Huron. "Abb the deuncis in good condition!" 


allowed myself some pleasant 
anticipation, because I have 
long held that for a certain 
typo of contc —brief, rather 
moidant, impressionist 
studies of modem life—Miss 
Sharp is without her equal. 

I still think so; but I am 
bound to say that not all of 
The Victories of Ohua shows 
her at her best level. Several • 
of the tales indeed descend 
as nearly to the common- 
placo as is possible for 
a clover wnter. Kevolting 
daughters who captivate op¬ 
position, school-girls who dis- < 
cover socret passages—these 
are the merest dry sticks of 
pot-boiling, however neatly 
Miss Sharp may bind them 
togo‘ her. Yet, to drop meta- 
phoi, even in the most ob¬ 
vious and artificial of the 
stories you aie safe to find 
some witty turn, or some 
pleasant and human person, 
such as just redeems the 
whole from the charge of 
being the sort of stuff that 
anybody could wiite. Still, 
for about half tlio book I 
confess I was disappointed. 


restraint, is no't amiss. At Then I came upon t^thmgr 

a music-hall recently I heard yEAIU( * r£AI IS AI)VAN(> i..'> , that more than restored for 

a comedian, singing a mildly---’■---mo my ancient faith. One 

comic song, stop in tho middle of the second stanza in order was a collection of three random Reminiscences, which in 
to give humorous mispronunciations of the word “rhino- their exquisitely dolicate ait seemed to me worthy of the 
coros." After a while a voice from the galleiy said, without best of the old Yellow Book days. The other was a story 
heat but firmly," Get on, Gus!" Ho got on. Those three called Jimmy's Aunts, about an elderly household of maiden 
words would foim an admirable motto for Mr. Chesterton, aunts and an uncle, and its invasion and consequent leaven- 

- mg by a boy-nephew "up for a scholarship.’' The troth 

When I say that the name of Joseph, in the title of and humour and pathos of this apparent trine must bertftd 
Frank Danby’s new novel, Joseph in Jeopaidy (Methuen to be believed, I hardly think it oould be bettered. 

AND Co), is taken from the Old Testament, experienced ____________ 


readers of the fiction of the day will have no difficulty in con¬ 
structing tho main incident of the plot. For they will, of 
course,realise instantly that Potiphar’s wifo is there too. In 
Fbank Danby’s version of the story, Potiphab’s wife is a 
young widow whose soldier-husband was killed in the Bast, 
and Jtiscph is a young Apollo who has married the dull 
daught&pf a wealthy catering-contractor. In addition, he 
is a ebffiajy cricketer of great lustre and a dealer in articles 
•* vertu m the West Bad. Our novelists so seldom go to 
% fbr the her, of sexual Studfesthat this book has a 


©forge ffitowmffy. 

Dud Bank 1,1912, 

Farewell, G.G., with aim so true ** 

In shooting folly as it flew; 

Who brought so much whole-hearted jpy 
To patrons of tho old Savoy; 

Ana in these pages tapped to give 
i" A Kenedy ’* tw presto 1m. ^ 
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- " ; *V-f: A lady residingatGraudenz,Silesia,! 
.-a y^ f vll«niyAnIA* •. - ’ . charged with poisoning her husband 

it? present price," and parents, has been found guilty as 
remarked* callous editor as he sat in regards her husband, but has been 
the editorial chair, "these stacks of acquitted as regards her parents. Stic 
Spring pbents come in very handy.” will therefore only be executed once. 

•k-frv : iv ■ V V 

|3w |*mbeth swimmiiig baths, it is A tortoiseshell butterfly on the wing 
announced, will be closed during the and a ladybird wore seen near the cliffs 
Coal Strike. The effect of this will be to at Ventnor last week. It is presumed 
give Lambeth the appearance of having that thoy were on their honeymoon, 
a large collier population in its midst. * 

*** A fox which was hard pressed by the 

The need for the proposed Labour Essex Union Hounds entered a house 

K i$ now more apparent than over, in the High Street, BiUericay, and 
e entire Press is failing to give bolted upstairs into a bedroom. When 
the men right in tho Coal dispute! found he pretended to bo a wolf rehears- 
%* ing Bed Riding Hood for a cinemato- 

Imagine, if you can, tho excitement graph show, but his talo was cut short. 

at Victoria Station when a party of- 

obvious Suffragettes was heard ask¬ 
ing for tickets for the Crystal Palace. il >| 

. L j i I 

It is being asked: Why did the ' (|j|i 

Suffragettes choose the London j " • 

Opera House for their meeting last I -VAi 

weok ? It is forgotten that the |ji S 

name of the proprietor is ono cal- m B 

culatod to make a quite exceptional ‘Mmfm'j r,( fl 
appeal to them. Translated it J pJ H' <lj H |l 
means Hammer and Stone. flfflHUL H |L I 

As The Mind the Paint Girl is ' { ■. 

proving such a success, it will per- Jy, 

haps be followed by The Keep off the ~~ b9b ^ 

The Chinose troops in Pekin are < fdlajRj 

evidently suffering from swelled __ liEjyS ksl i 

head. Thoy have been looting the ^ 

city as though for all the world - 

S were the representatives of the ’ 

ng European armies. 

, * B «-“» e»pHogi.., The Glebe it 

tells us, has been devoting his at- 

tention to the Kaiser’s signature, and The rights of playgoers have been 
fihds it signifies pertinacity, energy, vindicated onoe more. A spectator in 
audacity, a feeling of superiorly, with a Paris court last week found the 
a difficulty in suppressing the " ego.” manner of speech of a witness so halt- 
We have nevor graphologised our- ing and irritating that he went up to 
selves, but we cannot help thinking him, boxed bis ears, and then left, 
that to tell tho character of a public 

man who is well known mhst present We have not bad to wait long for 
fewer difficulties than in other cases, the inevitable reaction against the 

k* Russian ballet. A party of elephants 

r. The Tims has been drawing atten- is now appearing at the Alhambra, 
tion to the difficulty of getting a and the stage has had to be specially 
motor-bus to stop for the individual strengthened to bear their weight, 
passenger. We believe that a fairly *..* 

‘■'eflfeeiaus means is to lie down in the It has been left to The Manchester 
ift front of the vehiole. You will Guardian to discover the real cause of 
;■ Ifsat in nine eases out of ten it the Unionist victory at Manchester. 
J^opiftsfore reaching you. On polling day, it seems, a blaok oat 

-V .*** walked through every room at the 

U^'ftalrag is. said to feel it Oxford Road Unionist offices. Oar 
' Scuttly 'that,! when burglars recently liberal contemporary does not, how- 
< ^^ip %%if v f^sy did not consider .eferi point oat that it may have been 
.worth'taking. the symbol of the Mack strike. 


A tortoiseshell but terfly on the wing 
and a ladybird wore seen near the cliff s 
at Ventnor last week. It is presumed 
that thoy were on their honeymoon. 

* $ 

A fox which was hard pressed by the 
Essex Union Hounds entered a house 
in the High Street, BiUericay, and 
bolted upstairs into a bedroom. When 
found he pretended to bo a wolf rehears¬ 
ing Red Riding Hood for a cinemato¬ 
graph show, but his talo was cut short. 
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In this country the words " Art ’’ 
and "Artist” are so ofteh us^d in a 
strangely restricted sense that it came 
as something of a surprise to us, the 
other day, to find a gentleman deliver¬ 
ing a lecture on “ The Meat Industry 
(the Pig and Its Products)” at the 
Royal Society of Arts. 






PRIZES FOR ALL. 

Mr. Harry Lauder, who, as we 
stated last week, has offered to give 
£5 to any man, or £10 to any two men, 
who will frame a measure to settle the 
miners’ strike, has determined not to 
confine his generosity to rewarding the 
efforts of those who are successful in 
settling the coal strike. He has em- 

— powered us, in his name, to offer the 
following valuablo cash and other 
prizes with a view to establishing 
Peace, Prosperity and Happiness 
both at Home and Abroad:— 

30/’ to anyone who so explains 
the Insurance Act as to make it 
palatable to both the Doctors and 
the Doctored. 

£1 to (ho man who brings about 
a better understanding between this 
country and Germany. (N.B. —Any 
bust or statuette which the winner 
may receive to become tho property 
of the prize-givor.) 

10/- to anyone who stops the 
Turko-Italian war within tho next 
fortnight. 

.. Two raizes of 5/* each to the 
fc=- persons who frame (1) a Home Rule 
Bill that will be acceptable to Ire¬ 
land and unobjectionable to Great 
Britain; (2) a Home Rule BiU that 
will be acceptable to Great Britain 
w > and unobjectionable to Ireland. 

— 3/* to any person, and 6/- to any 
two persons, who can successfully end 
tho Crisis in China. 

Signed Photographs of Harry 
Lauder to any man, woman or child 
who will Terminate the Trouble with 
the Telephones. 

Note I Consolation Prizes, con¬ 
sisting of 12 Coloured Pioture Post¬ 
cards of Mr. Harry Lauder’s Country 
Seat at Dunoon, will be presented to 
the first 12 unsuccessful competitors. 

Good News for the Schoolboy. 

"There era SO,000,000 lingo sums hanging 
ill q«cc .Ualu .Warn ry. 

"Lost—a month ago, 2 ducks, one with 
white nose end white neck, end one white with 
long heir; please return.” 

• Adot. in " VaMauvcr Daily JVoriiwe." 

Our own duck, Geoffrey, with the pink 
ears and the lemon-ooloured fur, came 
book last night.. 












































































































PouVn - rr . “Tins irhk m'kaciiy, Mum ! Why, the cast <.tmumkb wiit come into this siioi' says to mi:, mik says, 'And ’ow 

Mill’ll IS THAT HOUSE!'” 


TO A MAHCH BKOWN. 

Once rnoro come clarion and bluo-hoartcd dawns, 

And Springtide plays her yearly hocus-pocus, 

Her magic of high March that decks the lawns 
With those her lloral fays and leprechauns, 

The yellow dall' and the green sheathed crocus - 
When through the city softer winds envoke us 
To where the streams run down, 

And the stark fells above the birch-woods frown, 

And you first move upon the waters, Mr. Brown! 

A coy bacillus, fair ophemerid, 

For some weeks past I’ve folt you in my being, 

Till lately I have come on you amid 
My daily toil, and softly you have slid 
Across the half-writ page, till to my seeing 
Have come green fields, and bosomed clouds a-floeing, 
And mill-stream's foam-ilecked fuss, 

And banks of primrose, rathe, auriferous; 

"And thus," I’ve said, “I’d east your countorfoit, and 
thus;" 

And, rising, I have taken to me rods 
From the retreat where they have been reclining 
(Waiting your whisper, best of naiant gods,) 

And idly I’ve withdrawn the brass-bouud wads, 

And built them up, the supple and the shining, 

As men build hopes, and felt my fingers twining 
In that whole-hearted squeeze, 

Kept for tried friends and mates of ancient ease, 

Bound handles ardent from the Southern corkwood 
trees I 


Thus then I yield mo to your influence, 

Shy fluttcror of llio lull-stream and the river, 

Thus does your primal message thrill each senso, 

Your wings susurrant seem to call me hence 
To grey keon waters wlicro tho catkins quiver, 

And I, responsive, do acclaim you giver 
Of these right god-sent spells 
Of dancing streams and far-off waiting fells, 

And stop to look up trains and write about hotels. 

:: ■» a 

When othor men shall have the mind to praise 
June’s jovial bug of carnival and riot, 

That blossoms with wild roses and red mays, 

IIo tho green-drake, who sets whole streams ablazo 
With mottled monsters taking change of diet,, 

By pool and shallow, osier-bed or eyot, 

I ’ll swear by Mr. Brown 

Who, in his chill wan water's sober gown, 

Is yearly first to bid mo forth again from Town! 

From The Arrival of Antony, by Dorothea Conyers:— 

“When Marcus Aurelius spurred his horse into tho chssm he did 
it in no more heroic spirit than Antony made answer.” 

In tho circumstances it would have been nioe of Antony 
to have quoted Marcus Aurelius— a line or two from his 
funeral oration over Cassar, say. 

Literary Ghosts. 

“Siuce writiug my last notes on tho Boat Race the crews have left 
their respective Universities.” 

Air. Guy Nickai.ls in Z7ie Morning rost. 

This is indeed getting the news straight from the stable. 
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X PARIS. 

It has'suddenly become an accepted article of our family 
policy that—with an exception which, since it is John, 
may properly be described as puerile—we are all going to 
Paris for Easter and are to stay there for a week or ton 
days. How do these things happen ? I give you my word 
of honour that a woek or so ago I had not the slightest 
definite intention of going to Paris en pe r a de famille or 
oven en garqon. Some vague and incautious words I may 
have let slip pointing to a remote, nay, to an impossible, 
future, in which it would bo agreeable for me to re-visit 
Pjris and do a round of restaurants and theatres—for me 
alone, mind you, not for mo and thrco little girls, to say 
nothing of their mother; but evon if I said them I never 
supposed the words would be used against me. The 
terrible fact, however, remains. I had no intention of 
going to Paris, and now it is sottled that we are all to go 
there. 

I think it was Helen who kogan the insidious campaign. 
She was sitting over an absorbing piece of embroidery and 
had not spoken for some time. Suddenly she broke the 
silence: “ Have you fixed tho day yet ? " she said. 

" What day ? ’’ said I. 

“ The day for our going, you know.” 

"Going where ? ” I askod, 

" Going to Paris." 

“ Going to Paris! ” I laughed. “ Why, you funny little 
person, what’s put that into your head ? We ’re not going 
to Paris." 

Thereupon, without a word, she gathored up her work, 
stuck her needle carefully into it, rose from hor chair, gave 
a deep reproachful sigh and left tho room. 

During tho rest of that evening tho subject was not 
referred to again; but on the following day Itosio, who is 
plump and eleven and very candid for her age, dovelopeu 
what I now perceivo to have been another flank attack. 

“ Daddy l’’sho said. 

" Halloa! " said I. 

" Are there lots of hotels in Paris ? ” 

" Yos, any amount." 

“ What are their names ?" 

"Oh!” said I, "there’s tho Bristol, and tho Chatham, 
and tho Ritz, and Meurice’s, and the Hotel d’lena and 
hundreds of others." 

“ Which is the nicest ? ” 

" They ’re all pretty good, in one way or anolhor.” 

" I see. Which aro we going to stay at ? " 

“ We ! We ’re not going to Paris." 

"Daddy!” 

"I don’t know what you’re all driving at with your 
Paris. I never dreamt of going to Paris.” 

" Daddy 1!" 

And with that expression of amazemont and pain she, 
too, evaporated in a sigh out of tho room. 

On tho next day Peggy took up tho fighting. She 
skirmished into the library and, finding me hard at work, 
offered to dance or recito to mo or to talk French to me. 
I bogged to be excused. 

“Ithought," she insinuated, " you’d like some French. 
We’ve been having a French lesson. Guoss what we’ve 
been doing.” 

“Grammar?” I said. 

" Yes, and something else." 

“Beading?” 

“ And something else.” 

“Writing?” i 

“ Yes; but you must guess what kind of writing.” 

" Letter-writing ? ” I suggested,. 


" How clever you are, Dad 1 I always say you eaaguess 
anything. We’ve been writing letters to hotels in Parish 
“ What on earth about? " 

" Ordering rooms, you know. Here's my letter. Made¬ 
moiselle hasn’t corrected it, but if it’s all right you can 
send it off. Wo like to save you trouble, you know, Dad." 

She then produced a soiled scrap of paper and laid it 
bofore me. “ Mademoiselle said some of tne things," she 
explained, “ but I did the writing.” These were the mystio 
words I read :— 

" Monsieb, —J’ai lintention do passe liuit ou dix jour 
a Paris et je vous pri do me vair connotre le tarife de 
une ebambre a oouche a deux lit et une chambre et 
une outre chambre a deux lit et une chambre pour la 
famme de chambre de madam. 

"Agroy Monsier mes sinsare salutation." 

“ Yes,” I said, “ it's first-class; and if we were going to 
Paris I'd send that letter and no other. But we ’re not——” 
“ Not going to Paris, Dad? ’’ she interrupted. 

“ No, certainly not.” 

‘' Dad 1! t You ’re pretending; ” and away she danced. 

I need not linger over a description of the overwhelming 
frontal attack carried out by the main body after these 
threo preliminaries had boon thus feebly opposed. Every¬ 
body will know how it went;—“ You really shouldn't have 
ut tho idea into tho children's hoads. Well, if you didn't 
don’t know how they got hold of it. If you moant to 
disappoint them you shouldn't have spoken about it at all. 
No, you 're quite wrong: that isn’t in the loast illogical, 
It’s the plain ,rutk. And after all it just does happen 
that we can afford it, and tho girls will remember it all 
their lives, and you know you wouldn't onjoy it without 
them, and they really want a change, and so do you and 
I for the mattor of that.” This will serve as an outline. 

Tho upshot is that wo are going to Paris. I suppose I 
ought to have realised my fate from tho vory first, instead 
of sponding myself in a perfectly unavailing struggle. 


TO A VACUUM CLEANER. 

(On the Occasion of an Annual Visitation.) 

Engine infernal, whom I would not greet 
With other than tho most opprobrious titles, 

Rough men have just installed you in the street, 

Nay, even now uncoil in countless foet 
Your dust-extracting india-rubber vitals. 

And so 1 fly, for were I to remain 
Assailed all day by your continual clatter, 

You must, ere nightly shades descend again, 

Reduce my never too prolifio brain 
To the consistency of molten batter. 

In other years, when Spring’s benignant sway 
Upon tho waiting earth was gently stealing, 

Thore came a van on some appointed day, 

With men who bore the carpets far away 
To have them beaten in remotest Ealing, 

But now that times have changed, and things like you 
Annihilate all chance of inspiration, 

I'm off to roam fresh woods and pastures new, 

To talk with Nature for a day or two 
And tell her of this latest visitation. 

She will not marvel if my mood be glum, 

And when I make it clear to whom I owe it, 

She ’ll listen, sympathetically dumb; 

For Nature, too, abhors a.vacuum 
. And will oommiserate %pestered: poetl ■ |’ v ‘ 
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DRAWING THE LINE. 

The Ctialk .Line—by Fabian Ware 
add Norman MacO wan at the Queen’s 
—is a melodrama of the sort which 
makes you wont sometimes to laugh 
and sometimes to sink out of sight 
beneath your tip-up chair. It is all 
about our Doar Old Country (Cheers 
from the patriots) and Foreign Spies 
(Groans from the patriots), and what 
the War Office (Hisses from the patriots) 
is going to do. 

It is at this sort of drama that my 
admiration for actors reachos its ex¬ 
treme height; that they should be able 
to play these unreal parts with such 
a complete lack of self-consciousness 
astonishes me. In their case you or I 
would go through the play with a fixed 
sheepish expression, stopping occasion¬ 
ally to apologise to the audienco for 
having to do it at all. 

Tako Captain Grieg, for inslanco. lie 
is the gallant soldier who saved England 
iu the Boar War and is now going to 
save her in tho threatened war between 

England and X-. When he is off 

tho stage, ho is spoken of continually 
as a boro and tho man to savo the 
Dear Old Country. "Trust the 
Captain," says everybody to everybody 
else; “he’ll pull Old England through." 
When ho is on the stage ho spends 
his time clasping people by the hand 
—not to say “JIovv do you do?" 
or “ (lood-hye,” but to pledge them 
to help him in his task ol saving 
England. Now, how impossible for 
us to believo in ourselves when playing 
Captain Grieg. How impossible not 
to remember that wo wore quite 
ordinary people, with a handicap of 24 
or a waist of 36, who, in the absence 
of any moro remarkabio “business” 
than handshaking, simply couldn’t be 
taken seriously as Empire-savers. But 
Mr. Kenneth Douolas plays it with 
ease and conviction, ft is wonderful. 

There is no need to give the plot of 
The Chalk Line; and, on my part, no 
ability to explain why it is so called. 
The "chalk line” was tho line which one 
of the characters walked along as a 
tost Of his sobriety, but how that pro¬ 
vides the motif of tho play I do not 
know. Most of the acting is quite 
good. Best of all was the performance 
6! Mr. Charles V. France; he was 
the old laird who had invented a gas 
which would slay an army, and when 
hefirstoame on the stage a sudden mist 
of reality descended for a moment 



i. Topical Blaus of the Month. 
What, is tho favourite confection 




A PUNIC WAR. 

To outward appearance Morris and 
I are on tho most friendly terms, but 
it is nevertheless a fact that verbally 
we are in a stato of incessant and 
barbarous warfare. 

"I see The Shire Advertiser lias 
printed a quotation from Old Pilking- 
ton's speech in capitals,” he remarked 
to me this morning. “ That man will 
be past all bearing now." 

" He it a conceited ass,” I agreed 
unsuspectingly. 

"The ourious thing is,” continued 
Motris mtisingly, "that he can't see 


what an egotistical humbug he is. 
It’s stranger still when one remembers 
that ho lias always been noted for his 
capital I’s.” 

I. admit that tho at!ack had been 
very skilfully disguised, and for a 
moment my forces were disorganised. 

I rallied thorn quickly, howover, ond ( 
hurriedly considered the position. 

“ At tho same time,” I remarked, 
glancing at tho paragraph in question. 
“ it is oven more curious to reflect that 
small caps, should produce a swelled 
head.” 

Even as I dealt the blow I couldn't 
help feeling sorry for Morris. 
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THE QUESTION. 

1 'm in really a remarkable quandary, 

A dilemma unexporienced before; 

It '8 a case in which I have to be particularly wary 
Lost I do what I might afterwards doploro; 

And, although tho breach of confidence is much against the 
grain, ’ 

With permission, I '11 endeavour to explain. 

There ’a a lady who has gloriously taken 
Tho advantage that tho present year confers 
, By proposing, with a forco that ono can hardly read un¬ 
shaken, 

To—oxcuso me if I blush —to make me hers. 

As my own attempts at marriage have been very much 
amiss, 

I should liko to ask you what you think of this. 

She’s a person of most excellent endowment, 

If she’s hardly tho ideal of one’s dream; 

And, you 'll understand, although 1 ’in undecided for the 
moment, 

She's a lady whom to know is to esteem. 

I may add that, with a fervour one would hardly liko to 
dump, 

She encloses me an cnvelopo and stamp. 

To accept, decline, refer her to my mother, 

Would of course provide an answer, ay or nay; 

But an awkwardness arises from the fact that there's 
another, 

And I'm troubled as to what 1 ought to say; 

As a fact, the other lady hasn’t made the least advance, 

But I'd liko to wait and givo her ovory chance. 

For I love her. With an ovor-growing hunger 
I have found her ever sweet, hut often cold; 

It’s undoubtedly tho caso that she’s considerably younger 
And may look on mo as elderly or " old ”! 

And, indeed, it’s on tho cards that, if acquainted with the 
fact 

Of my passion, she might think that I was cracked. 

0 my lady, I am hopoless, I am silly, oh, 

I may be all that isn’t to your taste, 

But 1 lovo you, 0 my ladylove, 1 worship you liko—billy-oh 
Appeals to me as accurate and chaste; 

But—to finish the apostrophe—tho lady doesn't speak, 

For sho lacks the inclination, or the cheek. 

So you see it. There’s a claim, which seems the stronger, 
From a lady whom there's much to recommend; 

And perhaps it isn’t prudent to ho waiting any longer 
With my youth and boauty drawing to an end; 

Whilo you can't postpone an answer to the distant by- 
and-bye 

When a lady sends a stamp for a reply. 

Yet the Other who’s away, if she were willing, 

If that Other, whom just now I can’t got at, 

Were to lovo me—and sho may—oh, that would simply bo 
too killing; 

Oh, my readers, what a tragedy were that! 

Yet, suppose I found she didn’t, it would mean a heavy loss; 
To tho gods I give the matter, I shall toss. 

Duii-Dum. 

a* • ' f. 

A Prophet—in another Country. 

" The ceremony wa* performed by tlie Dean of Westminster in the 
presence of the Primate (Dr. Clifford).’’— Adelaide Express. 


THE LAST RESORT. 

Extract from “ The Daily Boast,” March 5 :— 

At a specially summoned meeting of the Gooseage Rate¬ 
payers’ Association hold at tho Town Hall a few days ago, 
it was unanimously decided to take the whole front page of 
The Daily Boast for one day to advertise the attractions 
of that delightful seaside resort. 

This enterprise—cutailing as it does the expenditure 
of £500 (not 50.»., as ono of tho speakers at the meeting 
stated)—is sure to attract the greatest attention, and in 
anticipation wo givo a few details of this beauty-spot. 

Situated Twixt moor and sea, the air is stated by tho 
Town’s Publicity Dept, to bo found in great profusion. 
Tho temperature is kept uniformly botwocn GO” and 
70", while a Bye-Law requires that all rain should fall 
between tho hours of 10 j\m. and sunrise. But perhaps 
the greatest attraction of all is the bathing, the water 
hero possessing that degree of salinity which the upper 
roaches of the Thames just miss and which tho Dead Sea 
so overdoes. Indeed, for some years the only drawback 
to Gooseago has been the fact that The Daily Boast did not 
appear at breakfast time; hut this will now bo remedied. 
In view of tho probable rush of visitors we have decided 
to run a Daily Boast Special, which will bring The Daily 
Boast into Gooseago in time for delivery with tho morning 
rasher. 

Extract from “The Daily Boast," March (1:— 

Tho nation s interest in Gooseago is growing. All day 
long yesterday wo were kept busy answering enquiries. 
A well-known Harley Street physician rang up to ask if 
Mr. Lr.ovn George had ever lived at Gooseago; the answer 
is iu the negative. Another enquirer asks: What aro the 
apartments like'/ A gentleman who spent a week there 
last jear says they cannot ho bofctorcd. lie changed his 
rooms seven times, yet at tho end was unable to say that 
he was any more comfortablo than ho had been at first. 
Yet another, a City man, asks: Is thero a good tolephono 
connection with London ? To tent tho matter, we rang lip 
during the busiest time of tho day 3127 Blackpool, and 
wo got on to 4127 Gooseago (the number wo required) 
in less than ten minutes. 

Gooseage is not without its meulion in literature. 
Chough Borrow says: "By making a detour wo avoided 
Gooseago; ” Sir A. Conan Doyuj writes: “ Ten miles 
to tho right, covered with an impenetrable fog, lay 
Gooseage;’’ whilo Buadshaw, in his bright little monthly 
magazine,remarks: "Gooseage, 1471 miles from Euston, 
ci d L. & N.W. Rly." 

Letter from Hugh Jones, Esij., Advertising Manager, 
“Daily Boast,” to John Scattcrgood, Esq., Secretary 
Gooseage Ratepayers' Association, dated March 7th :— 

Dear Sir,— Adverting to the resolution passed by your 
Association to secure the wholo front page of this paper, 
I shall be glad to receive your application for space. The 
only days vacant during the next five years are March 16, 
1912, and January 27,1914. 

Yours sincerely, Hugh Jones. 

Letter from John Scattcrgood, Esq., Secretary Gooseage 
Ratepayers' Association, to Hugh Jones, Esq. 

Sin,—At a specially summoned meeting of the Gooseage 
Ratepayers' Association it was unanimously decided(1) 
That owing to the enormous demand for apartments during 
the coming season far exceeding all anticipation, the adver¬ 
tising scheme be dropped. (2) That a letter of thanks be 
sent to The Daily Boast tor its efforts on our behalf. 

Yours truly, John Scattergood. 
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this t'hui, -until {,fh0 thiuh all Swl.lt siatifift a.v Hu.-f a hunt, ,s\ ".Mit. Bisow v ’.\s kism.Y COnsI'.n ra> rO six'll ‘Avr.c I?obin 
Chav.' I'm niiou yow’i.i. he 'iuiii.y amixed!” 


■ TUB WHITE ELEPHANT SALE. 

My dear Elaine, -1 wonder if you 
have hoard of tho latest devico for tho 
alleviation of life- the White Elephant 
Sale'.' Used with discretion,it is really 
great. The idea is this. Every one 
has one or two things that they don't 
want not oxactly rubbish, but some 
articlo or other which lights with one's 
own taste. Usually these arc wedding 
presents and are kept hidden away, 
except when tho persons who gave 
them como to dinner. But after a 
while, as time goes on and memories 
become dim, it is safe to get rid of 
them, and not very difficult either, 
because what one person hates another 
likes. For example, you yourself can¬ 
not endure the sight of an epergne, and 
you hove a very handsome one. Mrs. 
Mackinder at the Laurels thinks no 
house complete without an Apergne, 
but tho. parlourmaid has just broken 
hers (having had some bad news about 
her married sister in Durban which 
upset her nerves), and if vour Apergne 
were sent to a White Elephant Bale 
Mrs. Mackinder would most certainly 
buy it; while it is on the cards that 
she has something in her house that 
offends her commonplace eyes— a 


Sheraton wine cooler, say - which yon 
would make every effort to acquire if 
you saw it in a White Elephant Sale. 
Now you understand what a White 
Elephant Sale is; and,used with dis¬ 
ci ction, as 1 said, the institution can 
he most valuable. 

But you must oxcvcisc discretion. . . 

Let mo tell you what has just 
happened here, wliero our lirst White 
Elephant Sale has been held. Mrs. 
Cawston, whom 1 fancy you once met, 

I a little fluffy expensive woman with 
l a titled aunt, sent an embroidered 
hand-bag which that aunt gave her 
last Christmas. It was one of those 
costly things which no one could 
possibly use and which are mado for 
exchange among friends at that terrible 
season. Looking at it, ninety-nine 
persons out of a hundred would say 
that it came from Bond Street and 
cost four guineas. The tragedy is that 
it didn’t, and that Mrs. Cawston's 
titled aunt motored over unex¬ 
pectedly — that’s one of the awful 
things about motors, that they do 
things unexpectedly—a distance of 
eighty-five miles, on the day of 
the sale, and, arriving when Mrs. 
Cawston was at the sale, went on 
there to find her. You see what hap-' 


pened. The very liist thing that the 
titled aunt saw was her Christmas 
present, with a half-guinea ticket on it, 
and she knew it was hers because, so 
far from coming from a Bond Street 
shop, it was made under her own eyes 
by a Russian r efugee in whom she took 
an interest. . . . 

Nothing that Mrs. Cawston could 
say helped matters in tho least, and 
now the titled aunt lias another 
favourilo nicoc. 

So you see you will have to be care¬ 
ful when you start While Elephant 
Sales at Crowborough; but start them 
you certainly will. 

Your affectionate Mollie. 

“Tin 1 jaguar Iu« presented the Society with a 
cuh, which scums healthy enough if the squeals 
and squeaks coming front the darksome corner 
where it was horn may ho taken as evidence, 
and a wild cat from Ross-shire.”— Globe. 

Tho Jaguar: '‘Anything, dear old 
Chalmers, that you want in the cat 
line, he suro to let me know.” 

Roused by tho news that a Suffragette 
has mado a speech from tho interior 
of a lion’s cage, Mr. Lloyd George has 
decided to give an exhibition of even 
greater courage. He will speak from 
' a den of doctors. 
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THE “OOFY” GOLDBERGS ABROAD. 

Scene— The lounge of the ttvgnl Drawl Jtin'em Palace Hotel. 

Jtajin-ihl ih Vm Ta hoi ["-ho lvs been dancing v-ith Mia Goldberg). “Confound IT ! thkre’n that fellow' who's ween m'Ml'ls’ 
INTO US AIL TUB EVENIN’. WHAT ON EARTH IS IIE DOIN'!" 

Mis* Goldberg. “Oh! never mink iiim—he's only on; di.ti.i ti\ e. Father won’t i.et me wear my jew kin at these 

HOTELS UNLESS 1IE 3 ON DUTY.” 


A STAB IN THE NICiliT. 

[It appears tliat tlu* Alfrcton miner wbo «ss 

tliu lilst man to come nut on strike lias I.. . 

engaged to api>enr at London niusin-lmlls at 
a salary of £HQ a week. The tnllowing lines | 
are an attempt to catch the spirit of Ihanklul- ‘ 
ness with which the poorest portion of the 
audience, will presumably witness his perform¬ 
ance, J 

Them: won’t bo nothin{» for dinner, 

For there ain't no meat to carve; 

And the missus is looking thinner, 

And soon we shall probably starvo; 

And it ain’t any use proposing 
As I ought to find some work, 

For the factory doors avo closing 
And the skies are all pit-murk. 

But we must have fun and laughter 
So long os our breath is drawn, 

And so long as beneath this rafter 
There’s anything left to pawn. 

They say there's a rare sensation 
At the old Frivolity Hall 
That’s ‘'elicitin’ acclamation 
Nightly" from one and all. 

And I think, by putting the table 
< And the badstead up the spout, . 


! And a pair of bools, wo ’ll ho able 
To go for a last good shout. 

! It's a brighter turn and a jollier 
: Than Fiugson or Little Tk xi, 

! And limy call it "The Comic Collier,” 
Or "The bloke who struck it rich,” 

He was only a Derbyshire miner, 

A slavor up thero by the Peak, 

And thrifty with every shiner 
Of his four-pound-ten a week, 

Till the strike canto on that's danmiin’ 
The stream of the nation's luck, 

And has brought dospair and famine, 
And ho was the first wot struck. 

And tlioy said to him, “ Bo an artist,” 
And he wrote back, "Bight you are” 
(For the best jobs go to the smartest), 
And now ho’s a blooming star. 

By all accounts it's a grand turn, 

Ho comes in his mining togs, 

With a sort of a pick and a lantern 
And dances a dance with clogs. 

And he looks right up at the gallery 
And tells in liisleeling way 
How he climbed to Iris present salary, 

, Which is six-pounds-six a day. 


He is a regular piece of quality, 

So as soon as we’ve pawnod them 
things 

Wo To off to tlio old Frivolity 
To hear what the new star sings. 
_ livoK, 

"Ho gets the interesting result tlmt an 
upper- upper - lover, upper (lower- lower- upper- 
lower) Mmi-coutimiuiM function ia an upper- 
lou’or-uppel (lower-up|RT-lower) ceini-coutinu- 
ous function.’’— Aalurc. 

Wo had a vague idea that this might be 
so, hut wo didn’t like to say anything. 

“Comfortable bedroom, use of silting-rootn 
and breakfast."- -Adrl. in “Jlrilish IVerklg." 
Anyone using the breakfast for more 
titan twenty minutes will be pharged 

extra.. 

The Blackleg. 

- Advertised under “DomesticServants 
Wanted” in The Evening Ncwi ;— 
“Oob, 7 yearn, 14.2." , 

Echoes of the Strike. 
Passenger : Why are we so lata ? 
Guard) Well, Sir, the, train in front 
was behind, and this train was behind 
before besides. \-'A . ■ , ; 
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„ __ thing for tho missis to provide food "And who are we that rebuke or cora- 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, withal. plain of this attiludo? Anyhow v thero 

(Extracted vhom the Diary ok Toby, M.P.) “ That commonplace. Enjoyment it is, and it has much to do with a coal 

Hoiuc of Commons, Monday, March 4. marred by repetition. Here was pro- famine that starves a nation. A school 
—In crowded House, silenced by in- mise of playtimo that must certainly deprived at the last moment of itsEaster 
tense interest, Premier made expected extend over a week, might run to three, Holiday would not bo more bitterly 
statement with respect to current con- even more. Them would bo strike disappointed than would have been 
dition of Coal Strike. Was himself pay, and though there might be less [ coal-miners had Asquith's benovolent, 
evidently impressed by momentous food for wife and children, beer and 1 patriotic effort to avoid a strike been 


character of crisis that not 
only leaves wageless half a 
million men but paralyses 
trade of tho country with 
certainty that in particular 
instances it will irretrievably 
rain it. Statement a master- 
pioce of lucidity, animated by 
spirit of absoluto impartiality 
between contending forces. 
Model of summing up from 
judicial boneh of intricate, 
nicely-balanced caso. Related 
step by step cautious well- 
considered moYomont of 
Ministers as mediators. With¬ 
out complaint or criticism 
showed how full development 
of plan had been anosted by 
dead wall of miners’ ultimatum. 

As Premier told thorn in 
interview at Foreign Office, 
thoy are to-day in a position 
which six weeks ago they 
would havo regarded as un¬ 
attainable. Hixty-iive per cent, 
of tho coal-owners agree that 
a reasonable minimum wage 
shall be established. This the 
miners, ready to accept. But 
their idea of compromise being 
that they take everything and 
givo nothing, thoy insist upon 
fixing amount of tho minimum. 
This too much for employers; 
so Conference broke up, masters 
going off ono way, men the 
other. 

"This conclusion of tho 
matter,” says tho Member tor 





successful.” 

B«siHc.v.s(/unc,-SEEi.Yexplains 
Army Estimates of comingyear. 

Tuesday. —No ono can fully, 
realise tho importance and 
variety of interests affecting 
an Empire on which the sun 
never sets till thoy havo sat 
through tho Question Hour. 
Under direction of Hadji 
Bah a Momtnu,, Persia leads 
off. II ad! i Bara rather 
depressed owing to little diffi¬ 
culty in connection with sump¬ 
tuary prejudices. Conceived 
happy thought that since he 
knows more about Persia than 
any other man who has novel - 
lived there it would be ap¬ 
propriate to present himself in i 
the flowing and becoming cos- 
tmno of tho Eastern race. 
Idea perhaps not original. 
Remembers how in heat of 
last summer Don't Keiu 
IIardie presented himself in 
a reach-me-down suit of white 
drill, clad in which ho was 
accustomed to pace the bazaars 
of ancient Ind. No objection 
taken to that interesting ex¬ 
hibition. But when II. B. 
hints at appropriateness of 
Persian garb whilst heckling 
Foreign Secretary tho 
authorities frowned dissent. 

So hero he is in ordinary 
British costume, masterpiece 
of a Burnley tailor. Nothing 
can permanently damp his in- 
quisitivencss or curtail his 
encyclopedic knowledge about 
Persian affairs, foreign and 
domostie. Fires off eleven 


Bays mu meiwni ton • Tk j J<u , « Ij0ok ]lfirC) llly y „ mg llieU(l , ] Sl , can pcvmanciH.y uump n s m- 

oARK, 11 was inevitable from tho much miml your culling Arthur Loo a ‘ terrier,’ but next linii'y<>u tjuisitivencss or curtail his 

first. More than a month ago apologise for me, I ’ll trouble you not to cal) me a ‘rabbit.'! ” encyclopedic knowledge about 

the miners resolved that if tho (Lord Haldane and Mr. H. J. Tennant.) Persian affairs, foreign and 

masters did not by the twenty- [‘‘In tin's cuse tbe Secretary of State did make a mistake, lie domostie. FilOS off eleven 
ninth of February capitulato confessed that if he himself had made a mistake be would not. like questions, answered by 
all along the lino there would ^ b ° “f “ bout by >lr- ^ a ’ 4 tn ™ r ebakra 11 r.ii.i.it.”— .Mr. jS jl)WAm) Gk13Y w [th s i gn8 0 f 
bo a national strike. Not likely EX AN ' conscious guiltiness success- 

complete surrender would take place, baccy would be all right. Besidos, look fully hidden under official phrases that 
Accordingly holiday was assured. It at the glory of the thing. The coal- convoy minimum of information, 
has been eagerly looked forward to miner finds himself acknowledged as Next comes Dr. Fell wanting to 
week by week, day by day. It pre- the Bunty who Pulls tho Strings of kuow (tho reason why I cannot tell) 
sented unexampled opportunity. Tho national prosperity, even of existonco. where the various orders of decoration 
coal-miner, even when wages are low, It’s a holiday with bands playing, flags distributed at the Delhi Durbar wore 
is apt to lengthen his week-end by flying, and he the hero. Hard, of course, manufactured? 
taking in Monday. In prosperous upon hundreds of thousands of chums This naturally suggests to Rowland 
times such as have prevailed of late in other trades. That’s the masters’ Hunt khaki collars. Insists upon 
in the coalfields, he finds that at fault. For the miner, let him eat, Seely explaining “why, in„view of 
current wage-rate four days and a-half drink, and loaf round the comer of the fact that the officers of the Guards 
per week ©ring in sufficient for beer, publio-houses, for to-morrow or the day regiments are allowed to wear tam- 
baoey and maaly sports, leaving gome- after he will be at work again. down khaki collars when in khaki, the 
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“Seely lualces light answer di«,igiietl to turn 
an ay wrath." 

(Col. Sf.ei.yA 

officers in other regiments of tlio Army 
aro not allowed to do so; and why they 
tiro compelled to wear stilt stand-up 
collais either with or without the 
addition of a stiff linon collar?” 

Seely makes light answer designed 
to turn away wrath. Thoughtful Mem¬ 
bers tako more serious view, Was not 
the Indian Mutiny traceable to distri¬ 
bution of greased cartridges? ,Who can 
say that tho spectacle of the pampered 
Guardsman sporting his turued-down 
khaki collar may not lead to mutiny in 
other regiments where officers arc 
compelled to wear, stiff turned-up 
collars with or without tho addition- - 
and hove is tho sublimation of refine¬ 
ment of cruelty that recalls tho Spanish 
Inquisition--of a stiff linen collar. 

In the order of tho Army Council 
forbidding horses to bo either clipped 
or groomed during the winter months, 
with intent to save expenso of horse- 
rugs, Lane-Fox discovers another in¬ 
fluence gnawing at tho vitals of the 
Army. O’Dowd puts pistol to head of 
Postmaster-General, and insists on 
knowing “ whether he can explain his 
reasons for discontinuing tho mail-ear 
service between Ballymotc and Tubtor- 
curry, and substituting tliorofor tho 
services of an ordinary rural postman.” 

Lane-Fox returning to the charge 
wants to know what about Mr. Dodson 
of Sprotborough’s pigs, upon whom tho 
Board of Agriculture have imposed a 
term of eight months’ quarantine? 

Harassed Ministers eye the clock 
with feverish anxiety. Sigh of relief 
heard from Treasury Bench when hand 
points to quarter to four and the 
inquisition is over. 


Business done.— Alter two days’ talk, 
House resolves itself into Committee 
on Army Estimates. 

.'Friday .—From time to time hear of 
land erosion round our coasts. More 
sorious news comes from the far 
Pacific disclosing fresh iniquity on part 
of doomed Government. They have 
positively abandoned Palmyra Island, 
and it is reported, though without 
official confirmation, that United States 
havo snapped up tho treasure. It was 
Geokoe Lloyd (very different thing 
from Lloyd George) who flashed dis¬ 
covery on povturbed House. 

Acland replying on behalf of Foreign 
Office weakly explained that British 
protectorate over tho island had boon 
declared in connection with Pacific 
Gable. Finding more suilablo quarters 
in neighbouring island Palmyra was 
abandoned. 

“ Has it any value, and is it inhab¬ 
ited ? ” sternly asked another Member. 

“ It was once sold for a dollar,” Ac- 
t.AND admitted. And it could not he 
said to Ito uninhabited since it was 
peopled by crabs. 

“ That’s all \ ery well,” said Banutiy. 
“But litis is what we have occasiom.llv 
heard alluded to as the thin end of 
the wc Igo. If ll is Got eminent lasts 


■mrr ' 










“What about Mr. Dodson of Sprotboiongli’s 
P'S 8 *” (Mr. 0. It. Lane-Fox.) 

another twelve months wo shan’t have 
an outlying island left. I can scarcely 
sleep in my tod for fear that ono of the 
halfpenny morning papers will bring 
mo nows witli my breakfast that the 
Gorman flag is flying over the Isle of 
Sheppey." 

Business done.—Confirming Mr. 
Punch’s private information (Cartoon, 
28th February), Prime Minister 
announces lhat Welsh Church Dis¬ 


establishment Bill will take precedence 
of Home Buie Bill, the former to to 
introduced before Easter, the latter 
standing over. 

MY GRIEVANCE. 

I have read IT for many years. 
With IT (in spirit of course) I have 
defied at various times France, Russia 
and Germany to mortal conflict. I 
have shuddered with IT in anticipation 
of tho groat wars of 1902—1910. I 
have eaten ITS broad, and last spring 
I painfully cultivated sweet peas at 
ITS behest. With IT I havo groaned 
at the prospect of food taxes and also 
at tho prospect of tho lack of food 
taxes. With it (in spirit, again) I havo 
flown the Channel ami soared over 
tho British Isles, At ITS command I 
faced tho Chancellor and with calm 
courage declined to lick a single stamp. 
IT has mado mo tako rooms at 
Swanage for tho summer, and IT 
forced mo into a front seat for The 
Miracle. And why not? Is IT not 
the Daily Miraclo? 

And now IT has deceived mo. 

For months IT has warned me against 
tho purchaso of coal. IT showed ino 
the greed of middlemen and tho im¬ 
possibility of a strike. My neighbours 
hurried to tho coal-dealers, whilst I, 
confident in IT, scoffed at them, 
Brown has even his attics stocked with 
coke. Tlie coal sticks of Jones are to 
be found even under his billiard-table. 
Robinson has a mountainous pile of 
cobbles in hisbackganlen. Smith boasts 
to mo that his truck-load will last till 
midsummer—by which time ho predicts 
wo shall have Tariff Reform with higher 
wages for miners and consequently 
cheaper coal, or olso red revolution, 
when we shall he ahlo to worm our- 
selvos by tho embers of our neighbours’ 
houses. They sneer tit me for trusting 
IT. Brown, who reads The Daily 
Express, warns mo against tho sensa¬ 
tional press. Whilst Robinson, a weird 
person who says ho reads The Daily 
News, tells mo to put no trust in papers 
whoso proprietors pander to the 
gambler. 

And I, who trusted IT so confidently, 
am loft with an empty cellar. The 
only illumination in my grate is the 
flame of a burning Daily Mail. Am I 
to burn a thousand copies per day so 
i that I may be able to defy tho rigour of 
; an English spring? Has that been ITS 
i diabolical design all through ? 

I am, I hope, a humane man; but if 
it were feasible, I should like to roast 
ITS staff over a slow coal fire. . 
Only I doubt whether ahy of my 
i selfish neighbours would lend me oo*l. 
even for such a laudable purpose. 







199 


’ * PtfNOH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 



A ngln (Jolt III hg *1/111011 uhtih 11 mil my b/h mil a toil, t/rgxiii/iii/h/). ‘ \\ III! ■. m fie DO\) < ' 
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BliEAKING-UP SONG. 

Now, when tho ties that lightly bind us 
Slacken awhile at the call of Home, 
Leaving our latter-day science behind us, 
Leaving the love of ancient Home — 
Ere we depart to enjoy for a season 
Freodoni from regular work and ru’es, 
Come let us all in rhyme and reason 
Honour the best of bchools. 

Here’s to our Founder, whose ancient 
bounty 

Freely bestowed with a pious care, 
Fostered the youth of lus native county, 
Gave us a name we are proud to bear. 
Here’s to his followers, wise gift- 
makers, 

Friends who helped when our num¬ 
bers were few, 

Widened our walls and enlarged/>ur 
acres, 

Stablished the school anew. 

Here’s to our Head, in whom all 
centres, 

1 Buling his realm with a kindly sway; 
Here’s to the Masters, our guides and 
" ’ mentors, 

Helpers in work and comrades in 

: Wi ! 


Here’s to tho Old Boys, working their 
way up 

Out in the woild on the ladder of 
Fame, 

Here’s to the New Boys, learning to 
play up, 

Ay, and to play the game. 

Time will bring us our seasons of tnal, 
Seasons of joy when our ship arnvos, 
Yet, whatever be writ on tho dial, 

Now is the golden hour of oui lives, 
Now is the feast spiead fair befoio us- 
None hut slaokers or knaves or fools 
Ever shall fail to swell the chorus, 

“ Here’s to the best of schools.” 

From a ticket of tho Conccit-Gocrs’ 
Club.— 

“m\iv imrss. 
mu musnii u,u\” 

Being now ccitain of the safety of our 
leversible Bicliard, we shall attend. 

"It was inounibeut 011 those v ho planned a 
local HUM to make ample piovuion foi the 
storuig of such objects and their preset vatiou 
from iujary as well as from the staff of officials 
who looked after them .Northern Whig. 
Motto of tho thigh-bone of local mam¬ 
moth : “ Save me from the Secretary.” 


THE COLLABORATORS. 

Tun beauty of cnticising a play in a 
weekly paper is that you oan read hist 
what the daily papers say about it and 
then point out how lidieulously wrong 
they are. This gives you—as Mr. Chi stci 
Coote would havo explained in French 
to Kipps—a point d'appm (“ Oo! ” 
fiom Kipp'.). So I begin by recording 
my objects 11 to the cntioism that 
Kipps of the play is not the simple 
lovablo soul which Kipps of the book 
was I found him even more lovable. 
As played by Mr. 0. B. Clarence he 
kept my sympathy and affection 
thioughout the evening; indeed, there 
weio times when I could hardly keep 
from crying out, “ Oh, you dear I ’ For 
Mr. Cimrenie bungs laughter aud 
tears very closo together. His Kipps is 
never simply a figure of farce, as m the 
hands of another actor it might easily 
have become And the technical skill 
of the peifounanco is araa/ing. Every 
gesture and movement is right, every 
fleeting expression of the faae is a con¬ 
tribution to the complote character. Mr. < 
Clarence, in short, is the real Kipps, 
and the play is therefore a success. 
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s But* I doubt, somehow, it Mr. Wells 
and M£ Busier will collaborate again. 
I think they have oach inado a discovery 
by this time. Mr. Besieb has dis¬ 
covered that of all the difficult authors 
to dramatise, Mr. Wells is tho most 
elusive: the explanatory and paren¬ 
thetic author whose dialogue is im¬ 
plied by dots and made lucid by a run¬ 
ning comment of analysis. Delightful 
for the library; but for tho stage—oh, 
nol And Mr. Wells has discovered 
that a pl&y isn't allowed to be a play 
until it has submitted to a score 
of absurd conventions; that there 
are parasites of the theatre, named 
“technique" and “stagecraft,” which 
suck the blood out of a living situation, 
and leave it what is called effective. 
All right for tho dramatist who is 
inoculated; but for the poor novelist- 
well I 

I figure to mysolf tho struggle bo- 
tween Mr. Besiuk’h dramatic instincts 
and Mr. Wells’ literary and parental 
instincts . . . and tho triumph of Mr. 
Besier. In this way:- 

The Book: Kipps does not meet 
the grown-up Ann until after lie is 
engaged to Helen Walshm/ham. 

The Play: lie meets her just be¬ 
fore he comes into his money. 

[Mr. Wells: Thou lio wouldn’t lmvo got 
engaged to Helen. 

Mr. Besier : You don't understand. We 
must lmve Aim on in the First Act.] 

The Book : Mr. Coote. was a houso- 
agent with no financial interest in 
Kipps. 

The Play : He is tho solicitor who 
has charge of Kipps' monoy. 

[Mr. Wells : Hut irht /! 

Mr. Besikk: It gives him u reason for coming 
into the shop in the First Act and introducing 
himself to Kipjis. ] 

The Book: Kipps, sick of society, 
comes into Ann’s kitchen late at night 
and makes her run away with him. 

The Play: Mr. Coote comes in a 
little later on a different errand. 

[Mr. Wells: But he couldn’t jiowib/u come! 

Mr. Busier: Ah! hut think wlmt an eltectivo 
situation you get —Kipps defying Coote /J 

And so on. Yet, you know, Mr. 
Besiek has really dono his work quito 
well (except for the final kitchen scene); 
and I doubt if there could bo a better 
dramatic version of Kipps than this. 

I have already spoken of Mr. 
Clarence, who is indeed tho making 
of the play. Perhaps he might have 
shown a little more development in 
the six months between the Seoond 
and Third Acts; surely he would have 
learnt the limitations of brown boots 
in that time! On the other hand, I 
may be wrong in supposing that six 
months did elapse. I certainly thought 
Ann said sq; but as against this it 
must be rdedrded that in both Acts it 
was summer. Ann was very prettily 


S ed by Miss Christine Silver, 

: an accent rather too refined and 
a manner which invited more sympathy 
than Ann of the book would have 
sought. Mr. Budge Hardino was 
porfcct as Mr. Chester Coote ; he had 
a good deal to do and did it uniformly 
well. Of the small parts, a word 
should be said for the excellent Pierce 
of Mr. Gilbert Yorke, a capital 
picturo of a draper’s assistant. Those 
players and others help Mr. Clarence 
to givo us a delightful evening's enter¬ 
tainment, which no lover of Kipps 
should fail to soo. M. 


HINTS ON THE CARE OF THE 
PERSON. 

A COLUMN FOR MEN. 

The Haul 

When the hat requires force to fix it 
in position, it is titno to consider tho 
question of getting the hair out. If 
desired, a professional may be employed, 
but excellent results can bo obtained 
by grasping each hair between the first 
finger and thumb of the left hand, 
stretching it to its full extent, and 
severing it by moans of a fretsaw 
manipulated by the right. This pro¬ 
cess lakos time. Do not be alarmed 
by falling hair. The fall is brought 
about by the normal action of gravity, 
as a little quiet thought will show. A 
good way to catch flies is to smear tho 
hair thickly with a mixture of honey 
and treacle. 

Shaving. 

Doep cuts inflicted while shaving 
should be carefully filled up with rubbor 
solution. 

The Elbows. 

Roughening of the skin at tho elbows 
can be treated by holding them in 
boiling water for tenor fifteen minutes. 
If tho joints croak, the injection of a 
little good cycle oil will form an amateur 
surgical operation of great interest. 

The Waist. 

It is advisable on tho whole to leave 
this to nature, and to accopt the result 
with resignation. 

The Comtlexion. 

This is an important matter. The 
cheeks should be scoured with good 
sandpaper each evening for ton minutes 
and ufterwards rubbed with a hare’s 
foot. Hares require careful training 
before they can be trusted to perform 
this operation intelligently, and a really 
capable .animal cannot be. too highly 
prized. Before retiring- to rest, cover 
the pillow to a depth of one inch with 
melted tallow. Sleep face downwards. 
It is necessary under these conditions to 


breathe through the ears, whieh requires 
practice. Use only the best soap for 
toilet purposes. Every kind of soap is 
the best. 

The Nails. 

Those should be trimmed from time 
to time by moans of scissors, knife, 
clippers or an ordinary grindstone. It 
is a pretty practice to have the nails of 
tho index fingers carved into silhouette 
representations of one’s fiancie. 

The Ears. 

In oold weather those sensitive organs 
should be protected by' means of red 
flannel coverings; in hot, a small piece 
of ice should bo inserted in each and 
renewed when necessary. Earache 
cannot bo cured by extraction, and the 
operation, though frequent in the Middle 
Agos, is not now attempted. The ears 
should not be usod as pen-raeks or 
cigarette casos, nor is it in tho best of 
taste to gesticulate with them. 

The Teeth. 

Grinding the teeth is not often re¬ 
sorted to except upon the stage, where 
the caro bostowed on porsonal appear¬ 
ance is sometimes earned to excess. It j 
is satisfactory to noto that the need for 
universal military training is becoming 
recognised, and the drilling of teeth is, 
according to dontal statistics, largely on 
the increase. Chewing coko was at one 
time considered to promote a healthy 
condition of the molars; but it should 
lie discontinued during times of Strike. 

The Eyebrows. 

Theso should occasionally be singed, j 
The best way is to hold them over a gas 
jot until a sizzling noise is heard. 


ARE SECOND THOUGHTS BEST? 

In the course of a vivacious inter¬ 
view with a representative of The 
Standard, Signpr Mascagni recounts 
how the illustrious Verdi conceived a 
strong repulsion to Cavalleria Rustic 
cana, but, on making a second trial, not 
only modified his hostile verdict, but 
was converted to admiration of its 
melodic beauties. His remarkable ex¬ 
perience has prompted a well-known 
spiritualist, who for the present desires 
to preserve his anonymity, to obtain 
from a number of other old masters, 
famous in the spheres of art and action, 
estimates of the work and achievements 
of their living successors. The results 
we are now in a position to lay before 
our readers. • • 

His first experiment was with Pales¬ 
trina, who thus delivered himsrff qtf 
the subject of Elgar’s Geron&iw, 
“Elgar, remarked the eminent Italian 
maestro, “is a very brainy composes, 
and I have studied his score with great 
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interest and satisfaction. At first I 
own that some of his harmonies and 
progressions struck me as rather odd, 
but in the end I havo got to think them 
just lovely.” The talonted composer 
concluded his message with the in¬ 
teresting suggestion that if any of his 
works were performed at the, Palace 
Musie Hall, it might be re-named the 
Palestrina, or the Crystal Palestrina. 

Beethoven’s criticisms on the 
poetry and compositions of the Ger¬ 
man Emperor were oxtromely vivid 
and complimentary. Indeed, he 
went so far as to place him above 
Dante and Bach, as he was a better 
oonductor than the first and a better 
rhymer than the second. Very in¬ 
teresting, too, were his oomments on 
Stbauss’s Elektra. “ On a first 
perusal of this soore I came to the con¬ 
clusion that it was the most hoggish 
(schweinisch) performance that had 
ever bean perpetrated. But further 
study has induced me to revise my 
^judgment, and I now unhesitatingly 
isclare that it is at all points an 
enormous advance on my own Fidelio. 


After all, how infinitely more stimulat¬ 
ing is the spectacle of triumphant 
revenge than that of insipid virtue! ” 

Lord Macaulay was next invited to 
give his views on the letters of Mr. 
Algernon Ashton, and with his usual 
gusto complied. “ At the first blush,” 
he observed, “ I own that I was 
flabbergasted by what I considered to 
be the monotonous futility of these 
amazing documents. But a second 
reading has brought homo to me the 
beauty of thoir lapidary style, the 
subtleness of their humour, the nobility 
of their philosophy. Happy oditors, 
to whom your modern Cieoro addresses 
their priceless gems of epistolary 
magnasininity!" 

Addison’s acclamation of Mr. Filson 
Young as the essayist par excellence of 
the twentieth century is no loss con¬ 
vincing in its enthusiastic sincerity. 
" To read 1 The Things that Matter,’ ” 
he says, "in a modest sheet that creeps 
into the light of day a little before 
noon and never leaves it again, is not 
merely a liberal but an enoyolbp®dio 
education. At first, I own it with 


contrition, I thought those essayettes 
were tho most unmitigated bilge. But 
I know better now. Nothing more 
poignant or soul-shaking in its grasp 
of the eternal verities has ever been 
said than Mr. Filson Young’s wonder¬ 
ful comment on the Channol: ‘The 
Channel is very narrow, but all the 
traffic of tho world goes across it.’ 
That verily is well said. I have 
only to add that my old and not too 
pecunious friend, Sir Richard Steele, 
says ditto to these remarks.” 

Hannibal’s tribute to Lord Haldane 
is marked by tho generosity which was 
ono of the most characteristic traits 
of the famous Carthaginian. "I be¬ 
gan,” he observes, “ with a rooted pre¬ 
judice against him as a lawyer and a 
philosopher. But when I learned that 
he had declined to mount any other 
steed but an elephant—that noble 
beast to whoso assistance I owe many 
of my greatest victories—my views 
underwent a complete change, and I 
now welcome him as the’’greatest 
strategist, organiser and man-scout 
since myself.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFF.CE . * 

» (By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) read this book. They wiUbea9graWul{orit as: I;^<0?; 

I think that Miss Ora L. Silbrhbad ought to have -;- 

the vote. I say this without prejudice to tho question of I have written one opinion of Mr. Gilbert C Annan's. 
Women’s Suffrage in general, and not because her latest Little Brother (Heinemann), but have tom it up because" 
novel, Success, has anything to do with tho subject, for- it I did not consider that my praises were sufficiently explicit, 
hasn't; nor again, becauso it is published by Constable. The I comparod it with Tristram Shandy, not unfavourably, arid; 
fact is, It deals mainly with engineering, and the authoress remarkod that Mr. Cannan was obviously under the in- 
discourses so learnedly cn the technical details of this very fluence, but no mere imitator, of the great Stebne. There 
unfeminino science that she leaves a more man aghast, may be those to whom my Uncle Toby and Mr. Shandy arie 
Yes, I think she should certainly havo tho franchise under not the perfect thing, and, so that all may be fully informed, 
a special Act. Success is tho story of Michael Annarly, the pupil must bo judged without further reference to the 
a genius who had invented, amongst other things, an aerial master. lie writes the history of Stephen Lawrie, an 
torpedo, and was dismissed by his firm nominally because individual from the beginning of things at war with himself 
he liad made overtures for the sale of certain other plans and tho rest of humanity; his mental and sentimental 
to foreign companies, but really,----, experiences of the world — 


becauso his own employers 
believed that they had sucked 
his brains and could dispenso 
with him. lie went after this 
to live with his cousin, Nan 
Barminster, and her father, who 
kept a second-hand furniture 
shop in Soho ; and in creating 
Nan Barminster the writer 
has performed that very diffi¬ 
cult feat of evolving a heroine 
not only pluin but insigni¬ 
ficant in appearance and yot 
thoroughly attractive and in¬ 
teresting. There are other good 
characters in tho book, and 
considering how small a space 
is given to them, the members 
of the Annarly family in par¬ 
ticular stand out with a wonder¬ 
ful distinctness. I don’t exactly 
know why Miss Siluerrad 
called her story Success when 
she wrote it, for it was only 
by means of a chance legacy 
that Michael was at last en¬ 
abled to regain his reputation, 




m 




Cambridge, more particularly, 
and the orthodox undergraduate, 
London and the soi-disant elect. 
At tho back of it all there is 
something very like romance; 
in tho foreground constant 
caprice and artful jests; and 
spread about it is philosophy, 
original but not artificial, 
satirical rnaybo, but only once 
or twice degenerating into a 
personal resentment against 
life. I don’t know which is 
more diverting, his observation 
or his deduction; ho has the 
intellectual woman, the eccon- 
tric and tho poseur to perfec¬ 
tion, and his analysis of a 
“scene" is positively deadly. 
Head it, and you will never 
again stoop to hypocrisy or 
resort to efl'oct in your deport¬ 
ment in crises. Lastly, the 
reader must not be put off the 
book because I say that it is 


that Michael was at last en- I-_gjgBgBW" 1 ^ undeniably clever. I do not 

abled to regain his reputation, lluimehuiUer . “No, I don’t think this would do. I mean what he means, for 
but I hope that the title will nocni- ir there's a room in the house large enough to there is not a suspicion of 

justify itself as a piece 0 f SWIN0 a cat in ! priggishness in the whole; it is 

nronheev A , J at <*'*)• Parkins, step across to Miss hrillianco of wrikirur 

propnecy. Sinoleton’s-numrer twenty-five-and borrow a cat; 1 u , s ? ? nac oru „ 00 arising 

“ any average kind will do." which never calls attention to 

I am grateful to Major-- 7 itself and must prove a welcome 

Gahbier-Parry for having written, and to Messrs. Smith, stimulant, almost, ifl might say so, intoxioant, to every 
Elder & Co. for having published, Murphy: A Message mind but that of tho stick-in-the-mud. 

to Dog-Lovers. I include myself, without dofinite elassifi- i.... 1 .= s 

cation, among “ the good, the great, and the insignificant" The Jour nalis tic Touch. 

in "that vast host in the human family that loves dogs, ’ "A coal mine is a vast mniificoticm of dark passages hundreds of 

and to whom tho book is inscribed by its gallant thousands of feet beneath the surface.” 

and gentlo-mindod author. I assure him that in one In the same bright spirit of exaggeration we could say that. 

case at least his message has gone straight home. Jn this was a dark passage in an article by one of the 

truth this is a most delightful book. It is the Bimple 11 hundreds of thousands of Hands ’’ above the surface— 

history of an Irish torrier, a beautiful and supremely namely Mr. Charles E. of The Daily Mail. 

intelligent animal who devoted to the service and joy of his - 

master an unsurpassable genius for love and friendship. ■ Tact. ' ;■ ... 

His span of life was of five years only, but great natures Scene: The street in front of Messrs. Robinson & Crusoe's 
cannot be measured in torms of time, and Murphy could plate glass window. There is a sudden crash as- Percy: 
have been no better had he been a centenarian. In these saunters by, and he turns round hastily, and see'sto 
pages Murphy's master pays a coble and touching tribute horror that the lady with the hammer ts anacqtiaiidahc^. 
to his dead, companion. Sympathy, tender insight and of his. J 

restraint mark every line of it. Nothing is here*: for Penly (twmis, but dlmys'thi, 
mawkishness, and in Major Gambibr-Parbv’s kind and SlissJonest ., Er~g^,BU*U 4 g : ,' 
generous and affectionate hogk there is not,a mawkish 0---a-*-policemanoranythj.»g? : ‘ • 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“South Pole Dash” 
was the heading given by The Evening 
Standard to its account of Captain 
Amundsen’s achievement. We fancy 
that “ Dash ” will prove to be a euphem¬ 
istic version of Captain Scott's remark 
on hearing the nows. 

Dr. Cook, by the way, is said to bo 
considering whether ho shall.-— 
have reached the South Polo j 
before Captain Amundsen. | 


Dr. Amundsen lias named 
the South Polo plateau after' 
Kino IIaakon VII., in evident 
ignorance of the fact that it; 
had already been named after! 
King Edward VII.— a faetj 
which wo should have thought! 
any local guide-book would 
have mentioned. Still, in any 
event it is only a mistake of. 
one word, and a purely family! 
affair. ... ... 

Whether the South Polo 
district will ever attract colon¬ 
ists in any numbers remains 
to lio seen, but we would very 
much like to sec Votes for 
. Women and other attractions 
hold out as an inducement. 

Dr. Dove has been elected 
a Vico-Presidcnt of the Reich¬ 
stag. The peace party are 
of the opinion that Mr. 
Churchill cannot have been 
awaro of this fact when fram¬ 
ing liis Navy estimates. 

“Is it Peace or War?” 
asked The Pall Mall Gazette 
at one stage of the coal crisis. 
The answer to the conundrum 
was, of course, “ Yes.” 1 


When it became known that, 
owing to the restriction of tbo 

train service rendered neces- 

sary by the strike, the Mosely v. Liver¬ 
pool football match could not take 
place, it was realised locally that the 
strike would have to bo ended. 

"V 

Legal luminaries have beon endeav¬ 
ouring to decide what are sardines. 
The problem is a difficult one. During 
the restricted train service many crea¬ 
tures have been packed like them who 

yet stoutly deny that they are sardines. 

* !> 

Speaking pf the.groat men of Ayr at 
a House of Commons dinner to Lord 
JPbntland, Mr. Asquith said the names 
of Mr. Eugene Wason, Lord PbNtland, 


and Robert Borns would go down to | 
history. Why drag in Bohebt Burns? 

Printers really cannot lie too careful. 
One of them described a famous tenor, 
the other day, as “ the well-known 
sinner.” Fortunately this singer was 
a foreigner, but if he had been one of 
our own countrymen tho mistake would 
probably havo attracted attention and 
tod to a libel action. 


Leaders of American Society, The 
Daily Telegraph tells us, are protesting 
against the extravagance of diamond- 
studded shoes. But surely it is better 
to b3 brilliant at tho wrong end than at 
; neither end ? , t 

! * 

i More commercial candour. Extract 
(from tho advertisement of a certain 
! music-hall:—“ Interesting and other 
i topical events on the Bioscope.’' 



“LA SOUUCK.” 

Wmi Ahii.ouiEs to Ixiunx 

Many curious things have from time 
to time been sent by post. The limit, 
wo should say, must havo beon reached 
during the Suffragette scare, when 
policemen were posted at many post- 
offices. 

"V 

A publisher announced in The Times, 
tho other day, in regard to a certain 
new poem, that he would repurchase 
“at their face value” twelve months 
after publication, if desired to do so, 
all copies subscribed for. Fancy if 
this had been done when Tennyson’s 
“Dream of Fair Women" appeared! 
Think of their “ face value." 


Tt is rumoured that tho Suf- 
jrageltes now contomplate 
I embarking upon an ingenious 
‘ method of raising funds for 
; the causo. They are, it is said, 

1 about to form a company for 
the manufacture and supply of 
plat e glass. 

I *, * 

I Tiro productions, now on 
view, of the painters calling 
themselves the Futurists, are 
| said to ho pictorial represen¬ 
tations of “ states of mind.” 

| Unfortunately, tho majority 
; of these artists seem to have 
| been out jf that article when 
' painting their pictures. 

* 

By-tho-by, we hear that 
there is no love lost between 
the Post-Impressionists and 
the Futurists. The former 
openly accuse tho latter of 
i coolly sneaking their idea that 
a picture to he really good 
, must be thoroughly bad. 

! Tho report that a portion 
of the Panama Canal is built 
over a volcano lias caused 
' some disquietude. But surely 
| the clever American engineers 
| will bo ablo so to arrange it 
that, in the evont of an explo¬ 
sion, tho water in the Canal 
will automatically extinguish 
tho lire ? 


“ Yonxis SwsuK (ID years nf age) 

-aunts to lie received as l'AVIMi 

isi'Esr with good lamily." 

Ml it iii " .Sitm/e /itnul Daily Echo." 

This for some reason comes under the 
heading "Daily Produce,” instead of 
" Vegetable Produce.” 

“Tho constable now preferred a further 
charge against the two gins of stealing a carv¬ 
ing knife, a fork and two ornamental judges 
which lie found on the top uf a wardrobe in the 
bedroom in the hotel."— Jhillin Ermietj Jtuil, 

We always search tho top of our ward¬ 
robe for judges before going to bed. 

_ _ __ * 

Good Brassy Lies. * 

“Dio Links havo been greatly improved and 
roplaned.”— Abr.rdarai Giilf Cliii Circnlne. 
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, THE CONVERT. 

I fount) myself in the sumo drawing¬ 
room with Colin the other day, so 
I offered her one of my favourite 
sandwiches. (I hadn't seen hoi' for 
soino timo, ancl thoro were plenty in 
the plate.) 

" If you are coming to talk to me,” 
she said, “ I think 1 had I letter wai n 
you that I am a Militant Suffragist.” 

“ Then you won’t want a sandwich,” 
1 said gladly, and I withdrew the plate. 

“I suppose,” said Celia, ‘‘that what 
I really want is a vote.” 

‘‘Have mine; 1 can inner do any¬ 
thing with it. The other man keeps 
slipping in hy about threo thousand.” 

“ But it isn't only that. 1 want to 
see the wholo position of women altered. 
1 want to see —" 

I looked round for her mother. 

“ Tell mo," I said gently; “ w hen did 
this como over you ? " 

" In the last few weeks,” said Celia. 
"And I don’t wonder." 

f settled down with the sandwiches 
to listen. 

Celia first noted symptoms of it at a 
'•luncheon parly at the beginning of the 
i month. She had asked the young man 
on her right if sho could have somo of 
his salt, and as he passod it to her lie 
covered up any embarrassment she 
might lie feeling by saying genially, - 

“ Well, and bow long is this coal 
strike going to last ? ” 

“ I don’t know," said Celia truthfully. 

‘‘I suppose you're ready for tbo 
siege'.’ The billiard-room and all the 
spare bedrooms well stocked ? " 

Celia saw that this was meant 
humorously, and she laughed. 

“ I expoct wo shall be all right,” sho 
said. 

“ You 'll have lo give a coal party 
later on, and imito all \our friends. 

‘Tire, 9-12.'" 

“ What a lovely idea ! ” said Celia, 
smiling from sheer habit. "Mind you 
come." She got her face straight again 
with a jerk and turned to the solemn 
old gentleman on her other side. 

Ho was ready for her. 

“This is a terrible disaster for the 
country, this coal strike,” he said. 

“Isn't it?”said Celia; andfeeliug that 
that was inadequate, added, "Torriblo!" 

" I don’t know what's happening to 
the country." 

Celia crumbled her bread, and having 
reviewed a succession of possible replies 
each more fatuous than the last, 
decided to remain silent. 

“ Everything will be at a standstill 
directly," her companion went on. 
“ Already trade is leaving the country. 
The Navy—-" 


“ I suppose so," said Celia gloomily- 

“ Once stop the supplies of coal, you 
see, and you drain tbo lifo-blood of the 
country." 

“ Of course,” said Celia, and looked 
very serious. 

After lunch an extremely brisk little 
man took her in hand. 

" Have you been studying this coal 
striko question a), all ? " he began. 

“ I read the papers,” said Celia. 

“Ah, but you don’t get it there. 
They don't tell you—they don’t tell 
you. Now T know a man who is 
actually tu it, and he says- and ho 
knows this for a fuel -that from the 
moment when tbo first mm downod 
tools -from the very moment when be 
downed tools ...” 

Celia edged away from him nervously. 
Her face had assumed an expression of 
wild interest which she was eortain 
couldn't last much longer. 

" Now, take coal at the pit's mouth," 
ho went on—“at the pit's mouth"— 
lie shook a forefinger at her at the 
pit’s month—and 1 know this for a fact 
— the royalties, the royalties are-” 

“ Tt ‘s awful,” said Celia. “ 1 blow." 

Celia went homo feeling a little dis¬ 
turbed. There was something in her 
mind, a dim senso of foreboding, which 
kept casting its shadow' across her plea¬ 
santest thoughts; “Just as you fool," 
sho said, “ when you know you’ve got 
to go to tlio dentist.” But they had a 
big dinner-party that evening, and 
Celia, full of tho joy of life, was not 
going lo lot an) thing stand in the way 
of her enjoyment of it. 

Her man began on the stairs. 

"Well,” he said, “what about the 
coal strike? When are you going to 
start your coal parties ? * b’iro, 10—2.’ 
They say that, that’s going to ho the 
now rage.” J lo smiled reassuringly at 
her. Ho was giving tho impression 
that lie could have been very, very seri¬ 
ous ovev this terrible business, but that 
for her suko lie was wearing the mask. 
In tho presence of W'omett a man must 
nmko light of danger. 

Celia understood then what was 
troubling her; and as, half-way through 
dinner, tho man on her other side turned 
to talk to her, sho shot an urgent ques¬ 
tion at him. At any cost she must 
know the worst. 

“ Ifow long will the strike last ?” she 
said earnestly. 

“That’s just what I was going to 
ask you,” he said. “I fear it may be 
months.” 

Celia sighod deeply. 

v w ■51- f .f 

T took tho last sandwioh and put 
down the plate. 

“ And that," said Celia, “ was threo 
weeks ago." 


“ It has been the same evor since ? ” 

I asked, beginning on a new plate. 

“ Every day. I’m tired of it. I 
shrink from every new man I meet. I 
wait nervously for the word ‘ coal,’ fool¬ 
ing that I shall scream when it comes. 
Oh, I want a vote or something. 1 
don’t know what 1 want, but I hate 
men! Why should they think that 
everything they say to us is funny or 
clover or important? Why should 
they talk to us as if we were children ? 
Why should thoy tako it for granted 
that it’s our duty to listen always?” 

I rose with dignity. Dash it all, who 
bad been doing tho listening for the 
last half-hour ? 

“ Y'ou are run down," I said. “ What 
you want, is a tonic." 

Quite between ourselves, though, T i 
really think - ■ 

But no. Wo men must stick to¬ 
gether. A. A. M. 


THE SPUING TROUT. 

Now' that w'intry clouds lmvo lifted 
To tho joy of waiting herds, i 

And tho March-scene has been shifted 
Mid an orchestra of birds, | 

You may see me through the rushes 
Lying “ doggo " hy the brink, 

Popping up to scare the thrushes 
Which are coming down to drink. 

Though iL’s not for me to boiv-l, 1 ’i i 
Like no other fish 1 know, 

For I find the yearly close-time 
Most unconscionably slow, 

While my brethren hold it treason 
For tho which T ought to die, 

Just because I greot tho Soasou 
With a twinkle in my cyo. 

Though my parents hint of foemcn 
And the tricks that they devise ~ 

How thoy tickle your abdomen. 

How they tempt you with their flies; 
Though the sadness of tho platter 
Dims the gladness of tho pool, 

Do the perils really matter 
If T’m froo to play the fool ? 

Should T soo the portly Vicar 
Silhouetted on tho stream, 

Oh! my scales teg in to flicker 
And my eyes begin to gloam, 

For he 'll track my morry gambols. 
Never dreaming that lie’s mine 
Till 1 've lured him to tho brambles, 

Till I 'vo heard him foul his line. 

But when summer brings an outlet 
To tho raptures of tho bum, 

And the fancy of the troutlet 
Takes a sentimental turn, • 

Though thecast should ne'er deceive me, 
Though the splash should damp my 
seal, 

Love may land me, love may leave me 
In the Vicar's daughter's creel! ] 
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Cub 1 1 / (ulinar supper it i the, public bur ha* brat vn-luhj pvvhjuged hi/ a diwuusum on th‘. portsihi/itp of the ('tut/ SI I'll i: prevent tug the 
l.iucuhtuhin Jlatulimp). “Wiiv, dearie, you are i.ooki’m: iiui! Vox's hie matter with yeu, dari.im:? 'Aw: ykii kei.i, nowx 
w'ii.e you've 1IEEN STAMIINO out 'ere?" 


“GAMBOL.” 

I stood among the rapturous konnollod pack. 
Rejecting love from many a slobbering jaw, 
Caressing many a twisting mottled back 
And gripping hero and there a friendly paw. 

But yet a well-known white-apd-liver stem 
I sought in vain amid the dappled scramble. 

A sudden apprehension made me turn 
And say, “ Where's Gambol ? " 

Gambol—a nailer on a failing scent, 

Leading by fifty yards across the plough! 
Gambol, who erst would riot and repent, 

Who loved to instigate a kennel row 1 
Who’d often profit by “ a private view " 

“ Huie-ing to him ” incarnadined from cover, 

And when a “ half-cooked" have sat squatting, who 
Through roots would shove her! 

I turned with mute inquiry in my oyes, 

Dire rumours of distemper made mo dumb, 

The kennel huntsman, chary of replies, 

Behind his shoulder jerked a homy thumb. 

Suoh silence, though familiar, boded ill; 

With doubts and fears increasing every minute, 

I paused before a doorway—all was still 
As death within it. 


Gambol was stretched upon a trass of hav, 

But not the ruthless hound that I had known. 
That snarling terrorist of many a fray 
Now at my feet lay low, but not alone, 

Then rose to greet me—slowly shaking freo 
Four sleek round shapes that piped a puling twitter 
And fawned, half shamed, half proud for me to see 
Her brand-now litter. 


TJIE PATRIOT. 

He used to be so bright, so gay, and is now so pensive. 
Ilia oyes—those largo luminous convex eyes-have new 
depths of melancholy in them and only with an effort 
light up in tho presence of things of interest, such as a 
passing cat or a piece of roast chicken, llis tail, once 
carried so proudly, like a plumo in a victorious knight's 
helmet, now droops forlorn, and is oven sometimes 
allowed to touch the ground. Ho does not koep himself so 
spotless as ho used, nor is his sleep so sound. 

Such is tho unhappy condition of our Pekinese, one of 
the choicest specimens of that breed of spaniels which was 
brought to perfoction by tho noble solicitude of the divine 
Empress Tzu list. , 

And what is the roason of his dejection ? Unrequited 
love? Distempor? Not a bit of it; he has heard about 
thp Chinese Republic. 











PUNCH, Oil THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mabch 20, 1912, 


_ I approach shot hail impaled itself firmly I "My dear chap,” I said, “I can’t 

* m *‘ J BIjUBBDI IJjI'j. jon a hairpin point, and ho lmd to putt putt with this bfuebottlo here. Think 

It will always bo ono of my saddest i out with the hairpin sticking in the! of the cruelty of it. I’m a humane 


reflections that, but for the interference! ball.” 


And, tesides, I don't know how 


of a biliomated bluebottle, in a coma- j “ How many putts did ho take ” J > much strength to allow for a bluebottle, 
toso condition, 1 must liavo won the!asked. j L shall try threatening its life first.” 

Brahmapootra Vahz (or Volin, or even j " 1 ’in not sure, but ho did the hole 1 “ 1 warn you,” the Major said, “ that 
Vawz, as our Scotch Secretary calls; in seventeen.” r shall be obliged to claim the hole if 

it.) The Brahmapootra Trophy (let j “Well, if you won’t lot mo touch i you touch that bluebottle.” 
us say) is of best H.P. silver, stands; this fly with a little hit of stick, you 'll i " Look hero,” I said, "if a crow sat 
2 ft. 9 in. and is heavily illustrated have to wait till it go’.s away,” J !on my hall and would not go away, 
with what silversmiths call “ golfing announced. j would you make me play the ball with 

scenes.” It would ho on mv.-- - ... the crow on it ? ” 


scenes. it would no on my - 

sideboard now but for that 
bluebottle. 

It interfered on the sixteenth jjppt 
green, when 1 was one up, in 
the sotni-linal, against Major 
Taibut, who lind-iiever been in 
a semi - final before, and was _ . 
feeling bis position very keenly yj~. 

—all the more so as lie bad nm 
played tho odd from tlie-edgo of Wif 
the green and was not nearly !m 
(dead, whereas l bad a twelve- 
foot putt for the hole. While /A 
I was looking at my putt from \( 9 
the wrong end, because Biuio vIB 
always does that, and also i'l™ 

because I was funking it badly, p; 

tbo bluebottle settled oil my ball, ! I 
exactly where I ouglit to hit it. \.i 
I gave it time to find out that I i‘ 
a Magenta Dot Minor is not V 
edible; but it seemed to bo 
stupefied. 

Major Tarbut twiddled his 

putter and looked at mo im- - 

patiently. y 

"There's a big bluebottle on ,! 
iny ball, Major. 1 supposo 1 i 
can remove it ? ” 

"Certainly not,” tho Major j &e 
said sharply. “ You know as 
well as 1 do that you can't touch ~ 
your ball while it is in play.” J 

"I don't want to touch my 
ball,” 1 said mildly. “ But if 
tho brute won't fly away, I 'm 
surely entitled to touch it, am 

[ . fiiUtHi )- 

I “ No,” tbo Major answered, 

! willi decision. “ The bluebottle becomes 


... 






m 


f ■* 


fitmi’i- ■!" 'I ."* 1 lie'-. ’■ Now, vur mu: him ihu ii.v.nii.' 

S'l \in. ’ 

Slm - h /. “Wm.u! Wiiv. 1 iiux'r mvxu ,\v kmitih.y !—m 
/Hi ii m)—'hit I'*!’ mh.i v ■/ ii a i.k\iitii." ii Tin: n.imiif" 


“You can't ask mo to wait more!"I’d far rather 


would you make mo play the ball with 
, the crow on it ? ” 

[ "Certainly. You must play 
the ball as it lies, or give up tbo 
hole.” 

* 1 “ And if a cow lay down on 

■ it ” 

I "That would depend on.the 
1 ago of tbo cow," the Major said 
. 1 cautiously. “ You might bo 
W/j, | allowed to romovo a three-year- 
! old, but you could not touch a 
young cow, because you are 
prohibited by tho rules from 
removing anything that is 
,. growing.” 

“Well, there’s nothing like 
- , understanding one’s position 
' ; clearly,” I said. “ Anyhow, the 
, fly lias gone away now.” 

Hgt i " Play tbo like,” said tbo 
• i Major, failing to conceal his 
; disappointment. 

\ Unconsciously I must liavo 
>■*. i allowed for the bluebottle, for 1 
1 van the ball five feet beyond the 

— ; hole, missed the return putt, 
*C" and the Major won tho liolo. 

lie won tho 17tli, because 1 was 
still thinking about the blue- 
, , bottl", and lie halved the 18th 
because 1 was thinking wliat a 
[L- . fool 1 bad been to let tho Major 
djii 1 win tbo 17tb, through thinking 
•id ! about tbo bluebottle. And that 
i 1 is bow J lost tho Brahmapootra 
, i Vase. 

:n«. rii«. rji| 10 H i( j ov was magnanimous 
. , in tho hour of victory. 

;) — ! “ I bate having any disagree- 

— - nicnl. about tho rules,” lie said. 


match than 


part of tho ball for tho limn being. If than a reasonable time,” the Major raise anything that might bo called a 
you touch it, you constructively touch; said. “In fact, waiting for a blue-J quibble.” 

the ball, and J must claim the hole." bottle to go away is constructively! “ J<i n/i pense }m," I murmured 

“ Hot, my dear chap!” I said. “This equal to sheltering during a modal j dreamily, 
beastly fly is au agency outside the! round. In that case you will ho dis- "You see,” said tho Major, as if 
match, liko a spectator and I wish to! qualified, even if you win.” ' arguing with biuisclf, “ 1 had tbo other 

! goodness it wouldn’t watch my play | “It would bo cheaper to touch the! semi-finalists to consider. It wouldn't 
j quite so closely.” j fly and only lose the hole, wouldn’t have been fair to them to let you remove 

“ Is a hair-pin an agency outside the, it ? ” 1 asked. I that fly.” 

match ? ” tbo Major asked coldly. 1 “ Look here," said tbo Major testily,; “ I wouldn't liavo told them anything 

“ Of course it is,” 1 said. " But woj “ if 1 were at all a stickler for rules, I! about it,’’ I said. 


; are not talking about hairpins. This would claim the liolo now, You’vo| “ It isn’t the telling. It’s the fact of 

! is uoutime for sentimental reverie.” asked my advice about how to play, so; it having happened,” the Major said 
j "I must remind you,” the Major you've lost this hole already. But I’ll j solemnly. “ If I had allowed you to 
said," that Tommy Andrews or Bobby waive that point if you ’ll putt now | break that rule you might have won. 
j Robb once found at Prestwick that his without any more fuss." i And I know either Uaynor or Loftus- 
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Irons would far rather play me in the 
Pinal than yon.’’ 

« Not at all," I said. " You 're too 
modest about vour chances. I ’ll back 
you to argue either of them out of the 
game. With your 13 strokes and a 
blue-bottle or two you ought to win 
hands down." 

PARENTHETICALLY (BY JOVE). 

Most of us aro old enough to remem¬ 
ber the story of the sporting reporter, 
unavoidably turned on to the fashionablo 
wedding, who appended to his other¬ 
wise admirable account of the ceremony 
a list of the fascinating bride’s rejected 
suitors, under tho familiar hoading, 
•‘Also Ran." No doubt a similar exi¬ 
gency impelled the handing ovor of the 
recent levee at Buckingham Palaoe to 
a Parliamentary sub-editor of The 
Times, who punctuated the description 
of eacli lady’s costumo # by putting in 
the names of her dressmaker and 
milliner, as they do the constituencies of 
the Parliamentary debaters. Tho effect 
of this parenthetical mixture of “ art is 
art ” and “ pizness is pizness ’’ was so 
ploasing that we understand the idea 
is to he continued and extended. Thus 
the Thunderer breaks tho shackles of 
that venerable superstition of Printing 
House Square, which regarded any 
allusion to feminine apparel as an 
irrelevant indelicacy, and shows us tho 
Spirit of tho Ago in neat commercial 
blinkers. Wc suggest tho following as 
a helpful guide for future reference 
when describing fashionable functions 
in tho daily press:— 

" There was a large and distinguished 
j assemblage last night at Lady Twocdlo- 
! dam’s soiree. Guests were received at 
j tho head of tho stairs (Tottenham & 
Co.) by the jovial host (Chateau Lafay- 
! otto 1884 and Ditnm’s Extra Dry Old 
Port) and by tho handsomo groy-liaired 
hostess (Wigson), who, standing grace¬ 
fully among the beautiful palms (Tho 
Phiteesy Boot Diipdt, Stubb’s Corn 
Killer, and The Floral Decoration Com¬ 
pany), and chatting agreeably to each 
newcomev (Hangnail's Questions, and 
“The Times" Meteorological Report) 
made everyono at once feel quite at 
home (Wilson’s Depository and Brown’s 
Daylight Removals). Among thoso 
present weretheCountessofTorponhow, 
smiling with evident charm (Nodont 
and the.Amorican Tooth Trust) at the 
elderly but still svelte and slender Lady 
Ble9smgton (Blondish’s Institute), and 
talking (Stentor’s Megaphones) to the 
Dowager Duchess of Appledorf (Adder’s 
Bar, Trumpets) about the political out¬ 
look .(Ola Moore's Almanack) and 
gardeniaf prospects (Dick’s Seed Cata¬ 
logue). Major-General Slapton, V.C., 



OUR VILLAGE. 

Bather (nhn lmsjin.1 fiuuktd lathering). “I’u. ii.uk to itr. j.eavim; you ku\v mu a mw 

MINUTES 1 rmuiUT TO l-EEil THE I'HU'KENS." 


D.S.O. (Jones’s Rapid Army Coaching) 
was a conspicuous figure (Burge’s Grip 
Dumbbells) iu tho ballroom, where he 
was to bo scon (The Owl Convex Lens 
Company), bronzed (Fling Whisky, 
extra old and vattod) and erect (Jcnkin-: 
son’s Whalebone Waistbclts), with his j 
beautiful daughter Mona (Madame' 
Massage and tho Eureka Toilet 
Company). ! 

The Earl of Gerstow’s brilliant and' 
accomplished daughter Elvira (Miss 
Knapp, L.R.A.M., Tho Burrlisp College 
of Languages, and Hickman’s School 
of Shorthand and Typing) was one of 
the Bridgo players (Cavendish & Com¬ 
pany, and Mac Isaac's Noto of-IIand 
LoauBureau); but the Countess, her 
mother, who wore hor celebrated raven 
tresses in tho new spiral curb (Dipp's 
Indolible Hair Dye and Bind’s Curlers) 
preferred Hunt-the-slipper. Young 
Lord Sleaford (Eton, Oxford and the 
London School of Economics) was in 
particularly arresting conversational 


form (“ The Times ” Enc>jclop<cilia Brit • 
arnica, in monthly instalments, and 
the Carburetted Vino Tinto Company), 
and kept the distinguished company in 
roars of laughtor by his witty and 
agreeable sallies (Punch).'' 

There can ho no doubt that this 
at present novel treatment of Court 
and fashion nows lends piquancy and 
charm to an otherwise bald and un¬ 
convincing narrative. It is certain to 
become quite a feature of the up-to- 
date journalism of tho sweet By-aud- 
Buy. _________ 

“ThoL'hancelloroftlie Km-Iiciiwt, in iv.qtoii.ie , 
t t repeated rails for a speech, said ho could never 
have eorried through the duties of his ollioc with¬ 
out the sympathy and unfailing health of his 
great political rhief. " — Ulasgow Net is. 

The Chancellor: And how aro you 
to day, Sir ? 

The Premier: Thank you, I tuu in 
unfailing health. 

The Chancellor: Good! Then I can 
go on with my Insurance Bill. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Hints for the representation of our everyday joys and 
sorrows in the Greek form.) . 

IV.—TUB BAZAAHIAXa 
I’ehhons op the Play. 

A Member of Parliament; his Wife; an Opposition 
Candidate; a Messenger; Chorus of Stall-holders and, 
Buyers of both sexes. 

Scene— A large hall arranged for the purpose of a Bazaar. 
Memiikr of Parliament. 

When first I asked my countrymen to make me an M.P. 
Pull many were the groat affairs that they discussed with me. 
Tariff Reform, the Pension Act, the Publican, tho Peer, 

Our Navy’s wretched weakness auil tho proper strength of 
beer, 

On those and many other things they over-taxed my strength 
With lists of cunning questions framed at formidable length. 
To Cricket Clnlis and Football Clubs they forced me to 
subscribe 

(Which is a clumsy spelling of the obsolescent “ bribe ”); 
They spoke their mind on corn and coal and candidates 
and cars, 

Rut never said a single word do indicate Bazaars. 

Yet now, where once l lived at ease, I shudder and suspire; 
My days are spent in purchasing tho things I least desire. 

1 smile and pay, and pay and smile, and still T must prepare 
To open every now Bazaar and make my pockets bare. 

The Wipe. 

But i, an M.P.'s wife, an M.l’.’s daughter, 

Take to Bazaaring as a duck to water. 

Curbing my thrift, 1 join in every radio, 

And rido extravagance upon the snaflle. 

Last week I bought a coverlet of green, 

A kitchen dresser and a boudoir screen, 

A picturo of my husband done in full sizo, 

A 10-lb. plum cake and a bag of bull’s-eyes; 

A liook on Duels and tho force of honour-laws, 

Two ties—one new, and ono of Mr. Bonar Law’s, 
And (of such implements the prince and pith) 

A hunting-crop onco cracked by P. E. Smith. 

Half Chorus op Stall-holders. 

Lo, now the stalls are dressed with wares for the selling, 
and all is prepared. And behold tho crowd is trooping in, 
ardent for the purchase. Whence have ye come, ye inucli- 
dosiring ones, and with what spoil shall ye return, deceived 
and boasting of bargains ? For to us last night as wo slopt 
there came a dream, yea, to all of us alike it came and 
Hera stood beside us bidding us duplicate the cost of all 
things. And to us pondering tho word of tho goddess is a 
wise word. 

Half Chorus of Buyers. 

For us now the hour of tho sacrifice approacheth; yet 
are we not afraid, having enough of gold and silver in our 
purses. Make ready your stalls, ye that are to sell, yea, 
make them ready, for a wild desire of many tilings usolcss 
is come upon us, and our hands hardly withhold themsolves 
from tho purchase. But, lo, tho many-voted, tho beloved, 
is drawing nigh, ho who is all things to most men, but tho 
envy of tho few pursueth him. Lot us all, having shouted 
loudly, be still and listen to his words of opening. 

M.P. 0 Mr. Mayor, and ye thrice worthy folk, 

• My duty is to say that this Bazaar 
Is, or, when I have finished will he, open— 
Opposition Candidate (stepping forward and interrupting): 
Stay, for my story has to be revealed I 


M.P. Story, forsooth! Thou pratest foolish things. 

O.C. Folly is meant for fools; no fool am I. 

Chorus. Shall we not tear the interrupter down, 

Who keeps us idle and defers the spoil? 

M.P. Nay, let him speak, sineo such a course is bo^t. 

O.C. Friends, I disclose a dreadful tale of crime. 

This man so honoured and so oft acclaimed 
Did with fell purpose in his early youth 
Maliciously destroy a cricket-bat! 

\A general cry of horror arises. 
Yea, with a elasp-knifo ho defaced the bat, 
Wreaking his rage upon the willow wood. 

Then, piling crime on crime,’tho bat he took 
And thrust it on a burning rubbish-heap. 

Nothing emerged savo ashes. I have said. 

Chorus. Weo is us, woe, woo! Dreadful things wo are forced 
to hear. Surely the gods were far when this 
crime was completed. But now they will punish, 
yet we know not how their vengeance will fall. 
M.P. ’Tis true that at the early age of eight— 

Who knows what tilings at such an age betide ?-- 
’Tis true my father struck mo with a hat. 

That was his favomito form of punishment, 

A good old mail, hut thoughtless in his wrath. 

1 hoing punished know not what 1 did, 

And when my father went I took tho hat 
And cut and burnt it, in a blazing fire. 

| Cm'* of Huger from the multi hula. 
1 had forgotten it, hut now 1 go, 

Since there is no forgiveness for such sin. 

[lie goes out. 

Chorus. 

What refuge is left to such a producer of iniquity ? Yea, 
where shall such a man hido his wickedness ? For the 
pleasant haunts of men cannot endure him, and the very 
caves inhabited by night-wanderers will reject him. Surely 
this will bo a lesson to the young, for a crime once com¬ 
mitted cannot bo effaced, and punishment with heavy 
weight crushes those that have exalted themselves aliove 
their fellows, 

Messenger ( rushing in). From the river-side 1 come, bearer 
of dreadful tidings. 

Chorus. Speak on, for of terrors it seemeth there is to-day 
a superfluity. 

Messenger. I beheld him that was our Member striding 
swiftly river-ward, and holding converso with 
himself. 

Chorus. Doubtless he spake words of ill-omen, having 
been convicted of crime. 

Messenger. That I know not, hut what I saw I will relate. 
Chorus. Yea, to relato is best for those who have been 
witnesses. 

Messenger. Thither as he strode, the Biver-god, risiug 
fioni the waters, seized him and dragged him 
down. ( Sensation .) 

Cuonus. 

Now is the doom prepared of old accomplished. 
Wondrous Indeed are the ways of the gods whom naught 
escapelh. But for him,.since bis scat is now vacant, lot 
there be oblivion. R. C. L, 

Turning eagerly to our Newbury Weekly News in order 
to learn what Leckhampstead has been doing, we are dis¬ 
appointed to read only the following:— 

"The Kecext Cuscekt.- -Omission was unfortunately mode, in the 
report of the recent concert, of his kindness in laying on the’oloctrio 
light, a boon which was specially pleasing and appi-eciated by the largo 
audience." 

It seems almost more of a pity to omit bis name.- 
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SPRING AND THE MAN. 
Young man,I have news to depress you; 

For years you have sat on your shelf, 
But now is the timo when, I guess, you 
Will find that there falls t 9 yourself, 
However improperly fitted, 

Tho role of the amorous dove 
(A rhyme which is rarely omitted 
When broaching the topic of love). 

She cannot 1 m kept at a distance 
Unless you are happily dumb; 

A fig for your powers of resistance, 
For Spring has undoubtedly come! 
And now is your timo to bo carried 
Away by a slip of the tongue, 

And find you aro hooked to bo married. 
(Young men aro so painfully young.) 

Ah, when it was snowing and raining, 
You practised tho arts of restraint, 
Nay, dreamt of for ever maintaining 
Your methods of tactics and feint. 
And “ Never," you said, “ will I do it! ” 
But this a thing which occurs; 

The truth is, if only you know it, 

That all of the doing is hers. 


Your laugh, it is boastful and airy, 

You venture a sceptical “ Pooh! ” 
You say that you’re worldly and wary, 
Such things cannot happen to you. 
The safoty in which you are basking 
Is, putting it vulgarly, rot.. 

My boy, she is yours for the asking, 
Nay, whether you ask her or not. 

A smile and a couple of kisses 
Will squash you for over. But there! 
So much I forgive you. Yet this is 
Tho worst of the sordid affair:— 
Where shame might be fairly expected, 
You (such is the poison of Spring) 
Will strut as a man who’s effected 
A very remarkable thing! 

THE SEPARATION. 

It scorns only the other day that ho 
and I first became acquainted with 
each other. ITo was so bright, so 
polished, and presented so linn a front 
to my gaze, that i took to him at onco. 
He has long been my bosom friend. 
Many a happy social evening have I 
spent with him. We have appoared 


together at dinners, dances and the 
thousand natural crushes that flesh 
is heir to. Ho has, of eourso, occa¬ 
sionally met with reverses; ho has, 
in fact, been so badly crushed himself 
when fulfilling his public engagements 
that 1 have fell sorry for him. 

But no one can say that be has not 
led a clean and spotless life, and I for 
ono have never liked "to take him 
off” for any slight blemish that 
may have appeared in him now and 
then; the best of us have our faults, 
hut tho only bad fault I ever found in 
him was that at times, perhaps, he 
was a trifle too stiff. 

And now his day is done. I noticed 
a short time hack that he was looking 
worn and thin. I felt that it was not 
fair to compel him to undergo the 
rigours of another Loudon season. I 
made him stay at homo. Alas! he 
looks like a rag. I think, in fact, I 
shall use him as such. ‘ 

Boquiescat in pieces! I decline to* 
wear him any longer; in fact, I must 
buy myself a now dress shirt. 





















THE PEACEFUL END. 

(Or thoughts on being very nearly run over by a four-wheeler.) 
That was a shave, a very narrow shave; 

Yet, if I should ho doomed to die by tumbling 
Amidst tho Babylonian traffic's wave, 

I would the honour might ho thine, thou rumbling 
Antique affair, 

Thou venerable cart, thou curio rare! 

Think of tho pathos. 11)12 a.d. 

Tho air with petrol over growing fouler, 

Obi it Eknest Smith (we’ll say that’s me), 

Through misadventure with a mouldering growler, 
Biffod in his bloom,— 

Yes, I should like those words upon my tomb. 

With flying coat-tails from the taxi's bleat 
All day we scamper madly; motor-buses 
Sniffle at every corner of tho streot 
With dreadful snorts, like hippopotami isos, 

And landaulettes 

Start from their ambusbos like Suffragettes. 

And nono knows when an air-ship from the blue 
May smash us into unexpected jelly, 

But thou—thou almost gentler to the view 
Than ox carts in a bioscope of Delhi, 

And far less swift, 

- Under thy calm assault from life to drift 

That were full well. How tranquil was thy stood 1 
A wagon-load of apes would not make him shy; 


IIollow his ribs wero, be was brokeu-kneed, 

And very maudlin was the son of NiMsm 
Who drove at mo 

i Not (as things count in these days) furiously. 

! Yet, drowsy as be was, I think a gleam 
\ Lit in his optics as lie saw mo double 
> Buck to tho saving flag-stones: oil and sloam 

Have soared his heart and bowed bis head with 
! trouble. 

Yot even thus 1 

lie keops strange pride in bis Bucephalus. 

And when lie nearly got mo, I can swear 
He said, “ This life of ours ain’t oxtra juicy, 

The taxicabman collars every fare 
And all tbe joko of accidents; but, Bucie, 

Cheer up, old son, 

Wo 'll smite some party yet before we ’vo done.” 

And so, I soy, I bad beon well content, 

If Fate bad willed just thon to hoist my number, 
Not by a rude uproarious taxi’s dent 
To perish, hut to pass to poppied slumbor, 

Gonteelly slain 

Under thy lingering wheels, Yiotoriau wain! 

Evoe. 

“His art poems, imitating not ouly ‘Andrea del Sarto' and 'Fra 
liipjK) hippi,’liut about forty others."—SoitfAperf Viniltr, ■ 

Uniform with "Fra hippo hiripi“Kipper passes" and 
“Babbit bon Earn,” • ,y. ; - 
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essence of parliament. 

(Extracted from the Diary of Tory, M.T.) 

House of Commons, Monday, March 
11.—Ulster suddenly smitten with lit 
of deep depression. More marked as 
following upon burst of high spirits. 
Last week Pursuer, questioned on 
subject, announced that Welsh Dis¬ 
establishment Bill would be introduced 
before Easter, Home Rule Bill rele¬ 
gated to the dark beyond. 

Ha! Ha! Ulster saw it all. After 
long wrestling with Irish Nationalists 
who want everything, and influential 
section of Ministerialists who draw a 
lino at lixed points (notably at control 
of Customs), tho Minister, all forlorn, 
had in despair abandoned self -appointed 
task. Introduction of Homo ltulo Bill 
indefinitely postponed. • 

And here to-day is the Premier, in 
! matter-of-fact tone and manner suitable 
; to reference to (las or Water Bill, 
announcing that lie will submit his* 
Homo Rule scheme immediately on 
resumption of brief adjournment for 
Easier. 

“There has been no change of plan 



I to lie bad for the asking, Shetland and 
'"j Orkney will, like the gentleman who 
| had a sample of fine cognac served to 
him in a liqueur glass, "take some of 
, that in a moog." To-night Cathoabt 
, extorted promise from Secretary to 
Treasury that a Lecturer should bo 
forthcoming at earlier daio. 

| Then there's Charlie Berhsfobd. 

■ Something brought unwonted tear 
j bo stony Saxon eyes in tribute inci¬ 
dentally paid to native talent of hi§ 
countrymen. 

Talking about varied form of rifle 
trajectory, lie said: “In Ireland thoy 
! are very good at throwing a stone to 
] hit a man on the point of his nose or 
| to break a lamp; but," added Charlie, 
1 | drawing himself proudly up to full 
, lioigbt, “ that was all done with the eye." 

No trajectory needed for your true- 
born irishman when, half a brick in 
hand, ho desires to blunt, the point of 


j a neighbour's tiose. 


announcing that lie will submit Jus- . ' In course of speech Charlie dropped 

Homo Rule scheme immediately on „ Tm , ....... T „.......... .... , , into charming reminiscence. Person- 

resumption of brief adjournment for 11 ' '.'V, W Lilli l. #u , 10 sail| )m hwl considerable 
Easier. A sin.,*;. experience with the rifle since, fifty- 

“ There has been no change of plan 1 K mi ' ' l,|ls ' ll,Ns '-' three years ago, ho joined the Service, 
by the Covovnment in regard to this faro pleasant now and then to come Beginning with a sling and a stono and 
matter," bo quietly added. "The date upon evidences of true patriotism, practising on all the lamps in bis own 
1 havo mentioned is a dato always There’s Cathcaht Wason, for example, and adjoining parishes, he next took to 
contemplated and intended by the for whom the Islands of Orkney and the how and arrow*. Thence passed on 
Government since tho opening of the Shetland, still spared the fate of to tho old muzzle-loading rifle, the 
session." Palmyra, are centre of universe. Alert Snider, the Martini-Henry, the Leo- 

“ Imperturbable as ever,” said Sauk, to see they do not miss fair allotment! Motford, the Lcc-Enfield and the 
" Remindsime of time when 1 lived in of anything going. Brother Euukne j Magazine rifle. Here and there d 
the Quarlier Latin of Paris, and how, says he believes that if tho mainland 'iiroim dc bodes ho dropped specimens 


crossing the Place 
du Trone, whore 
stood the statue of 
Philip Augustus, 
we used to sing in 
chorus: 

Car il est <ti jmm, 
on Iiieri'O; 

Pour lutre Host jma 
aimisuiit. 

Nothing upsots 
equanimity of our 
Stonewall As¬ 
quith.” 

Business done .— 
Vote on account 
Civil Service esti¬ 
mates submitted. 
Administration of 
Local Government 


/JM 


> <>■ .y 
J}: i' 





ALL DONE WITH THE EYE"; on, TRAJECTORY BE BLOW ED! 


10 dropped specimens 
of “TheThings that 
Matter” more than 
usually worthy of 
italics. For example; 

Nothing icillbctter 
secure jmee than a 
good automatic rifle. 

Every officer on 
full }H.ty ought to 
keep Itis mouth shut 
and his pen dry. 

What's the use of 
rapidity in rfle- 
firing if yon don’t 
hit your man !■ 

First Lord is 
considering desira¬ 
bility, in interest of 
the Service, of hav¬ 
ing these axioms 


Board attacked by Charley It. “.Slum:, it'«just a way tho toys have in Oiivlnud-hy the loiglil by Nliature !" printed in largo 
Labour Members, type, framed, glazed, 

who never forgive old pal John Burns , were favoured by visitation of small- and hung in every ward-room of His 
for his plumed hat, his Court dross, pox Cathcart would insist that Orkney Majesty’s ships, 

his rank as Cabinet Minister, and his and Shetland should have their full Business dune. —Having voted army 

£5,000 a year. John, ever ready for share of the plague. pay exceeding by a trifle seven million 

a tusslo, hits hack straight from Failing that, there are those Ex- sterling, the pleased House got itself 
shoulder. Incidentally commends him- positors of the Insurance Act of whom counted out at 9.20. * 

self to kindly consideration of House wo hear so much, going about tho Thursday.— During one of the drear 

as "a, practical,simple, energetic man." country delivering free lectures. If quarters of an hour of tho sitting, 

Tuesday .—Amid clash of party war- there’s anything which costs nothing Prince Arthur, with characteristically 
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“BROTHER EUGENE.” 

(Tlia Rt. lion. Ei’uexk Wands.) 

casual air, strolled in, seatin'; himself 
on almost empty Front Bench, just as 
if lie had been there every day since 
the 25th October, when last seen on 
the promises.; 

Chamber nearly empty. But both 
sides heartily joined in cheer of wel¬ 
come. Did not stay long, and no 
wonder. Something sepulchral in dul- 
licss of IIouso just now. 

Business done .—Army Votes passed 
Report stage. 

Friday .—Man and boy, as the old 
saying runs, I have known the IIouso 
of Commons for forty years.. Always 
struck by its quick sympathy with 
anything deserving. Is particularly 
tender towards young Members more 
or less timidly feoling their way along 
Whilst regardless of hereditary rank, 
caring naught whether one is a Duke’s 
son or a cook’s son, it has slight ten¬ 
dency to preference for tho former. 
That is, if he be equal in ability to a 
competing commoner. 

In Nehemiah’s narrative of the re¬ 
building of tho walls of Jerusalem 
there flashes across tho dun mass of 
detail illuminating spark that momen¬ 
tarily lights up tho scone. Describ¬ 
ing how the Fish (late was builded, 
recording the names of those who 
laid tho beams thereof, tho doors 
thereof, the locks thereof and the bars 
thereof, the Prophet adds, “But their 
nobles put not their necks to the work.” 

We of this generation havo heard 
unconscious echo of this cry of the 
Democracy. "They toil not, neithor, 
do they spin." 

When in the Commons exception to 
alleged rule is. attempted it recoivos 
prompt, Kindly encouragement. Thus 
XUL1.I3ABD1NE, heir to a dukedom 
beyond the Twoed, has, more especially 
this session, commanded attention by 


activity at Question Hour. Enlightened 
curiosity of late centred upon action 
of Treasury in engaging lecturers to 
oxplain intricacies of Insurance Act. 
When opportunity presented itself, 
Trr.i.mAitmKB joined in chorus of 
denunciation of the Act from Opposi¬ 
tion Boiches. Occurs to him that 
perhaps if ho wore acquainted with its 
provisions and their bearings he might 
lie in a position to exercise oven move 
intelligent criticism. Why should he 
neglect provided opportunity ? 

Accordingly, asks Secretary to 
the Treasury “whether in order that 
the public ” — noto modesty of 
this way of putting .- ; docs not 
obtrude his own personality; it’s tho 
public ho’s thinking of—“may take 
full advantage of the kotures that are 
delivered by the experts under the 
National Insurance Commissioners for 
Scotland, ho will cause tho dates, time, 
place and names of the lecturers for the 
ensuing week to bo published every 
Saturday in the press.” 

Mastkrman, Ready as usual, secs 
point and courteously concedes it. 



Mastkkman Reads’—fob mautyiidox at 
Qi’khtion Time. 

“ It would not," lio said, “ be possible 
to make tho ordered arrangement sug¬ 
gested. .But when the lecturers visit 
West Perthshire tho noble lord shall 
have private information of the details 
he particularises, and so be able to 
attend the lectures" 

Blush of pleasure mantled ToiAibar- 
dike’s ingenuous countenance, whilst 
murmur of approval ran round 
crowded benches. 


Business done.—The Housing of the 
Working Classes Bill, brought for¬ 
ward by Opposition and branded by 
Wedgwood as " the first-fruits of Tory 
Democracy," read a second time, and 
referred—against the advice of the 
practical, simple, energetic one—to a 
Standing Committee. Bare and re¬ 
freshing victory for first-fruits. 


THE LONG ARM OF COINCI¬ 
DENCE. 

Dear Mr. Punch—I feel it is only 
fair to myself to tell you how much 
more surprising my coincidences are 
than The Daily Mail lady’s, who is only 
interested in sovens, because in my 
case there are two remarkablo things; 
everything is first, and last, teo. I am 
the first and last child of a first and 
last child who was also (probably) a 
first and last child, for i believe in 
heredity, but cannot traeo my grand¬ 
father. I was born for the first and 
last time on tiie first day of the last 
month in 1889, a year whose first and 
last numbers are the first and last 
nurnbors there can lie. (After 9 you 
havo to begin again, don’t you ?) The 
first and last lotters of the alphabet 
come in both my first and last names 
—Zara Mackenzie -and are the first 
and last letters of my first name, and 
tho first letter is the first and last letter 
of my middle name--Ada. I live in 
Baselby (pronounced Burelby), and tho 
first and last letters of its name are 
also the first (but one) and last (but 
one) of the alphabet, in tho first bouse 
(of any importance), in tho last street 
(of any size) which Mother let me 
change from Beau Site to Zaza Lodge. 
In my own snuggery, which is the first 
room on your right us you enter tho 
hall and the last on your left as you 
leave it, everything fits into the coinci¬ 
dence. I have pasted up a cunning 
frieze of assos and zebras, and insisted 
on an rtTminsler carpet. (X is so near 
Z and so uncommon, I let it count.) 
I left school (my first and last) wheu I 
first put up my hair, and brushing it 
is the first and last thing I do every 
day. My first and last uncle (on my 
mother’s side) came to soo us, and he 
helped too, for he said it was the first 
ami last time he’d over do it, and that 
a brewer's houso was tho first place 
you’d expect to find decent beor in 
and tho last place where you would. 

Of course I could make a hugo list 
of things I've done for the first ami; 
last time; for instance— ,. ' 

Had my twenty-first birthday. 

Got a present from my god-parent*. 

Eaten e&viare. 

, Gone roller-si ,' ing. - 
.. Been to Fanny's First Play. 







A hEATI'IIK OK TUG KOimil.'OMI Ml Till l: I) ANNT \l, HlUl'IJSli LlKE AND Hk.NI.I fi E\lllUllln\ W II.I. in; A HaiIIKI.OK.s’ PaRADInK, 
WHERE YUI VI .REN WII.l. HE IA 1)0111' VARIOl S HUK-KIIOI.I) IHTIKH. Ik THE WOMEN l.VSTERi.TOUS ARE -.1 I-KU'IEMEY AITKACTHE, As 
AYE A HE yiTl'K Hl)ltK THEY WII.l, HE, 1HK Hai'UELOKn' PARADISE OIIOIIT 'lo HE EXi’KEIIlMM.Y 1'III‘D I All. 


| Head The Last Days of Pompeii. 
i (He’s one of my favourito authors.) 

Of course 1 am a first- and last- 
nighter at all the really nice musical 
comedies, and my favourite places of 
amusemeut are the Academy and the 
Zoo. Jt niakos life awfully, exciting 
doing everything, like going to The 
Miracle for the first and last time. 
1 wish I had continued the sequence 
by marrying for the first and last time 
the first and last man I over loved; but 
actors with Z in their names are very 
rare. I always make coineidonce the 
first and last subject of my conversa¬ 
tion, and my list of people I’vo met 
for the first and last time is growing 
splendidly long. 

Now I hope 1 ’vo proved from first 
to last that my coincidences are tre¬ 
mendously interesting. 

One who has admired you fhom 
the first; osn who wir.r. 

ADMIRE YOU TO TUB LAST. 

P.S.—I forgot to say that quite my 
favourite serious book is Mr. II. 0. 
Wells’s First and Last Things. 


THE BABY GOAT. 

Four alders guard a bridge of planks 
And waveless waters filmed with 
brown, 

A rugged lawn’s uneven banks 
Slope gently down, 

And there, still dialing at the chain 
That girds his slim pathetic throal, 

They’ve picketed our friend again -- 
The baby goat. 

Treading alone the watered vale, 

Betsey and 1, beside the. marsh, 

Often we lingor lo bewail 
His durance harsh; 

What plaints allure my baby’s fed, 
What tethered struggles claim her 
sighs, 

What shrill protestant whinnies gieet 
Her long good-byes. 

Once we repassed tho lonoly ground 
Below the alders where he feeds 

And spied his stunted horns girt round 
With flow’ring weeds; 

Two merry wenches and a child 
Caressed his grey ill-fitting coat, 


And, lolling in the sedge, beguiled 
The baby goat. 

Now, for long days com pun ionless, 

Ilis soft blunt noso, his agate eyes, 
Jlis raised remonstrant brows express 
The sad surprise 

Wherewith the desolate green waste 
O’orloiuls his heart who, at the edge 
Of stagnant waters, kneels to taste 
The thankless sedge. 

Iiis mother is his ehiefest lack, 

Who in some heathy upland place, 
Tidied his sturdy socks of black 
And licked his face; 
lie turns to sea us saunter by 
Tho level highway hand-in-hand - 
[ think the baby goat knows why 
Wo understand, 


"To )n:;]-cu i\i‘S uho do mil possessscales the 
follow in-* may he of i:*i: 1 penny piece and one 
tlire penny piece together weigh jo/. ; 1 florin 
with one sixpenny piece Joz. ; 8 pennies neigh 
lu/. ; 12 pennies weigh }lh.”— Jkiil/i Xrir\ 

The coins should be poisod carefully in 
tho left hand, and the butter or treacle 
in the right. 
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THE NEW SPIRIT. 

What we juy see this yeah at Buih.isgtoh House if Futviiism fekvaii.s. 


The Hanging Cu.\mmi:i:. 


•Vie Ifelui Ihrl.omer, R.A. 


PoETBAir OF MlSS till.DIIKlMEIt. 

J. Suiycul, H.J. 


The Futurists, in their own - 

words, “ create a sort of emotive 
ambience," they reproduce on 
canvas “ no longer a lixeil mo¬ 
ment in universal dynamism, 
hut the dynamic sensation 
itself." 

What these old fogeys have 
failod to observe is that there is 
no reason why a work of art 
itself whilst being contemplated, 
nor the spectator who is gazing 
at it, should remain static. 

Speed before all things, say 
the Subjunctivists, but let us 
not represent “the dynamic 
foisation," “the emotive am¬ 
bience” on the mere canvas 
alcne. 

In accordance with this 
theory the temerarious visitor 
who enters the doors of their 

exhibition will be gagged, bound _ 

and blindfolded and carried 
roughly to the first Star 
Chamber. . - 

There he will be placed on a kind of 
Switchback railway, and, the handker¬ 
chief being removed; froai his eyes, will 


‘ The rwl orb sinks, tin- Inilcr's day is done.” 


It. Ii: Troiler, fi.A. 

In the Second Chamber bo 

■ will ho fettered to the floor and 
a pistol placed at his head, 
whilst the canvases by an in¬ 
genious arrangement of chain- 
pulleys arc hurled round and 
round, up and down and from 

■ side to side with astonishing 
violence and velocity. 

In the Third Chamber the 
pictures will ho placed in tho 
centre of tho room, and two 
enormous malefactors, seizing 
the visitor hy tho waist, will 
hurl him bodily through thefrout 
of the canvas, to he caught by 
their accomplices at tho back, 
i All that remains will he sent 
here in a cab. Meanwhile it is 
instructive to note that jig-saw 
puzzles still hold their own in 

■ tho provinces. 


The Young Squikk’h Weddixo. j “Al tbc Pole itself wo were on a 

Jly II. II. La Tkamjue, A.R.A. vast, iiMiarently level area, with a 

---—--— slight sfopo awav southward." 

be. permitted to gaze at the paintings Gi/rf. Ammulec*in"TheIkiity C'AroutcV' 

whilst travelling round the walls of the Ho must have got to the North Pole by 
room at a rate of forty miles an hour, mistake. 
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MUSIC. j 

Mr. Punch has great pleasure in 
making room for the following profes¬ 
sional notices of eminent musicians. 
But, as the subjoined announcements 
will sufficiently indicate, the privilege 
can ho extended only to artists of 
established position and widely re¬ 
nowned accomplishments, 

■Mb. Vosper ,1 owi.es (Basso), at 
“liberty for Oratorios, Opera, At Homes, 
Bazaars, Cantillations, City Dinners, 
Raffles, etc. Fees moderate. 

Mr. Yosper Jowles is a sane and 
reliable basso. The range of his voice 
is colossal, extending from the low 
B flat (below the bridge) to tho high A 
(above tlie St. Leger nut). His reper¬ 
tory consists of German hieder, French 
Chansons, Italian ('anemic and English 
songs, ballads and chanties. 

Mr, Vosper .lowles was horn in 
Vancouver, but has studied in France, 
Germany and Italy, us tho following 
synopsis will explain 
■ M. Boithochy (GOO lessons), Voice 
production. 

M. Cesar Bum (150 lessons), Lars n- 

gology. 

Signor S^iarciom: (.>00 lessons), Jlel 
canto. 

Signor Amuuo 1 ’ioi.h (200 lessons), 
the shake. 

1 Professor Maiktk Bi.vss (100 les¬ 
sons), breathing. 

Hon. Chaiu.es Bausons, F.R.S. 
(correspondence lessons), Hydroplane 
j song. 

Sir James Crichton-Browne (150 
lessons), Diet and dress. 

Professor Qcasino (G months), Gym¬ 
nastics and weight-lifting. 

Sir II. If. Howorth (:j weeks), the 
othics of controversy. 

ProfessorB epi'o i>k Tm ki itt, Capil¬ 
lary attraction. 

Professor Hokusai, Jujitsu. 

Mr. Vosper Jowles is (i leet in height, 
and his chest measurement, lully ex¬ 
panded, is 45 inches. 

: Some Press Opinions. 

. The vocalist of the evening was Mr. 
Vosper Jowles, a thorough bass of the 
first water. Mr. Jowles is fortunate in 
possessing a voice of remarkably rare 
quality, and he is a reliable expert in 
all branches.— Stali/hndge Sentinel. 

Mr. Vospor Jowles is tho happy 
possessor of a voice of altogether ex¬ 
ceptional timbre, which lie employs 
With the requisite verve and gusto, 
flis songs were “The Diver” (iu 
bostunISe), which he gave with a volume 
i>f tone that was quite encyclopaedic; 
“My Love is a Borstal Girl” (Amy 
jFludyer Boole), and “ O Chubbier than 


the Bunnv ” (Dora Bibby), of which he 
gave a magnificent rendition.—TVesic™- 
sitper-Mare Couiant. 

Mr. Jowles, who made his debut last 
night, achieved an immediate and 
electrifying success. Iu an Italian 
buffo song ho displayed a humour that 
was racy of the Eternal City and 
evoked enthusiastic plaudits from tho 
audience, amongst whom we noticod 
Lady Baggo and Miss Dorothy Bagge, 
Sir Joshua Dodder, and the Rev. Dr. 
Mallaby Slopes. —Choirbent Herald. 

Air. Vosper Jowles has a bass voice 
of extraordinary power and ponetrulion. 
This is a typo which is all the more 
pleasing because it is only met with 
once in a hundred times. . . . We went 
borne with his tones ringing in our 
ears.— Dnntcm (Ircen Sentinel. 

Nasmyth Tones, Pianist. Only sur¬ 
viving favourite pupil of Rubinstein. 

Some Press Opinions. 

Mr. Nasmyth Tonks's playing is a 
boon to all who are hard of hearing.— 
The Anrist. 

The profile of Mr. Nasmyth '’’onks 
strongly recalls that of Lis/.t. . . . His 
pianistry has a stentorian glamour bluet 
is quito unique. —Cvckjield Sentinel. 

Mr. Tonks’s playing of Chopin’s great 
Polotiaiso in A flat is tho richest in 
dynamic contrasts that we liavo ever 
heaid. He is the Jack Johnson of the 
keyboard.— Sidcup Journal. 

A clterelurc equal to tlmt of Pader¬ 
ewski in the zenith of his hirsute 
efflorescence. — TIa inircsser's (lazette. 

His butterfly tie is far linger than 
Sir Henry Wood’s, . . . The best 
dressod pianist sinco Thalukro.— 
Tailor anil Cutter. 

Nasmyth Tonka, tho great AU-Brilish 
Pianist. Sole agents, Concert direction 
Nathaniel Elfenhein. 

SIMPLE ALL AT SEA. 

The child lay half asleep- the flames 
flickered and kept tho shadows dancing 
on the wall, lie had liecn ill, and the 
days seemed interminable. 

Suddenly, out of the twilight a 
shadowy castle appeared, and from it 
stepped a tiny grey man no higgor 
than your hand. 

“Boy,"said ho, “my name is Simple, 
and 1 have come to find out why you 
are so weary. You seem to have kind 
rich parents, a doctor to make you well, 
and a warm bed to lio in—what more, 
then, do you want? ” 

“ I don’t want any more,” said the 
boy. “ I am ofnly tired." 

And as he spoke his mouth drooped 
at the corners as if he were about to 


"I should like to make you less 
tired,” said Simple. “Look what I, 
can give yon to play with;” and he 
went into the castle, and returned witlv 
a small tin soldier, arms stiff and 
musket shouldered. 

“What a ridiculous porson!” said 1 
tho boy. “ He has no colour loft on, 
his uniform and he cannot evon move 
his amis. Why, 1 have a complete 
regimont of Life Guards in my toy 
cupboard, another of Grenadiers, be¬ 
sides about throo hundred odd soldiers 
of Infantry regiments.” . , 

“ Porhaps then,” said Simple, rather 
sadly, “ you would like to see a little 
tinder box I have hero, from which you 
can make real sparks. Think of 
that! ” 

But when the hoy saw tho tinder 
box, he only sneered and said, “I 
don’t think much of that dirty 
old thing. Why, ! have a dry ceil 
battery from which I can work an 
electric motor, and my sister’s doll’s 
house has got electric light, besides an 
electric lift! ” 

“May 1 show you my boat, then?" 
said Simple. “ I have made it of roal 
newspaper, with a wooden mast, and a 
little painted flag at the top. It floats, 
too" 

“Thank you for nothing," said the 
boj. "I’vo got a super-Dreadnought 
move than two foot long, driven by 
electricity -besides two model sub¬ 
marines ; and Father has promised me 
a toy firc-ongine big enough to ride on 
for my next birthday, if 1 promise to 
take my medicine without crying.” 

" 1 can think of nothing, then, to 
amuse jou,” said Simple. “ Yes, wait! 
There is still Miss Tinsel llozo, whom 
you havo never seen - the most beauti¬ 
ful dancer iu the whole world." 

He oponed the door of tho castle, and 
out tripped the daintiest lady imagin- i 
able, dressed in pink gauze with a rose 
in her'golden hair. 

"Pooh!" said the hoy, “That! Why, j 
that is only a silly paper doll! We 
have dolls eallod Kids, with composi- j 
tion faces, glass eyes with real eyelashes, 
who speak and walk. Atul then we 
have tho Greedy Gobblers, who open 
their mouths and oat—real food! 
Greedy Chuggy, and Festivo Froggy, 
and Bunkawaladon't you know 
them ? ” 

“ I fear not, my little friend," said 
Simple. “ But you soom happier now 
than when I came, so I shall leave 
you. Good-bye! ” 

And as lie slowly vanished, his 
mouth drooped at the comers as 
though be would cry; but tho boy 
never noticed. He was smiling at the 
thought, of the ridiculous toys that 
Simple had thought amusing. 





Hailes* (til the ronehiiiui) of a Suliinhnj.-.iiiihl ri'im■ ol' hri-t'i?). “Oil, uvai:, C'iidm'.i ! I ii'ii'K Anr uux'i mimi ; it'» IKS 
UIM'TKM I’A NT TIVKIAK; iSl'MlAV MollMSU IN' FACT ! " 

Cnlnurl (,i drift MMiiriun). ‘’Not reai.i.a ! JIk.ai:, hk\ i: ! Sun a- a matux c>f fact I wan uiaiaiy urr.isi. 'rur, ia-t tbs 

5IIMTKN.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

Were it not that Mr. (1. W. K. Russell is one of those 
distinguished folk indulged by prescriptive literal) right in 
i the dangerous habit of gathering into a volume every now 
1 and again his scattered obiter script a, I should bring in a 
| verdict of “ wilful bookmaking without extenuating circum¬ 
stance ” in the caso of his After-Thoughts (Grant Richards) : 
nay, should add a rider that tho circumstances aggra¬ 
vated the guilt in that he has boon disingenuous enough to 
make occasional pretenco of applying the name of chapter 
to the quite discrete members of his pleasant, unblushing 
miscellany of essays, appreciations, reviews, obituaries, 
j'n'sak (jitois, reminiscontial occasional articles and arti- 
clettos, in a manner that wouldn’t deceive oven the elect. 
It isn't nocessary to say that on this so slender thread of a 
title— After-Thoughts— are strung some goodly pearl*. 
G. \V. E. R. has known and written about most of the 
know-worthy people for many decades; you have glimpses 
of the writer’s large-souled enthusiasms and fugitive por¬ 
traits of his friends and heroes and teachers. There is a 
notably fine tribute to Frederick Denison Maurice ; and 
of more modem studies there's a jolly sketch of one Toumy, 
squire, good fellow and deservedly M.P., extending over 
three (or four) “chapters" more or less, and a pleasant 
letter quoted from his morning budget : “ Sib,—W o are the 
Brass Band of Frogmarch and we played when you was 


elected but a little girl sate down on tho drumhead and 
stovo it in. May wo ask )ou to give us another? ’’ 1 see 
a further volume, One Look Buck, announced (shortly) by 
the same author, and in spirit I have a vision of him bend¬ 
ing inexorably over tho trunk labelled Paulo-Post Impres¬ 
sions, and making no end of this kind of a book and a 
littlo too much of an excellent thing. 

I suspect The Woman llunter (Stanley Paul) of being 
Iaao books. 1 fancy that Miss Arabella Kkkkaly, finding 
that the story of Kerissa and the Her. Alan Hartlund only 
panned out at a hundied-and-thirly printed pages, in¬ 
troduced Clarence Bellairs with tho laudablo intention of 
giving tho public—in quantity, at any rate- their four-nnd- 
si.xpenee worth. Of tho two sections the first is the bolter. 

I can swallow Hart la ml, the ascetic East-end vicar, who 
ends bis eccentric career in a Trappist monastery. 1 
do not say I do it easily, but I do it. Friend Clarence, 
however, hold, had, strong, sardonic, passionate Clarence, 
straight from the three-volume novels where the Mag¬ 
nificent Ugly Men como from, will not pass. Still, Kerim 
likes him. Of course, in a way he had a sort of claim 
upon her. She cannot help remembering that in a previous 
existence lie had walled her up in an underground chamber 
and left her to starve to death. It is these littlo trifling* 
acts of personal attention which win a woman's heart. 
Clarence remembers the incident too, and has the decency 
to be somewhat disturbed. (" Anathema! Anathema!". he 











































































222 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHA RIVARI. 20 ; 1012 . 


muttered, in a broken whisper. “Nor reste nor peace I must add a very honest pr^etj^r my ffraiitudeto.tbe 
have I. 0 liearto of me! 0 hearte of me! ") But be collector received a rude Buffet oh pages 238-7. Hew we 
gets over it, and the marriage takes plaoe. Whether it are given some verses written by a child, which were born- 
will be a happy one, who can say ? Probably, before the and ought to have remained—in the nursery. The inclusion 
honeymoon is over, Clarence will have thought out some of these verses is in itself a mistake, but the situation 
other ingenious practical joke. He is that sort of man. becomes positively absurd when one turns over the page 
But I wish Nerissa luck. She is a nice girl. And, if and finds Henley’s lines 
Clarence's homicidal tendencies do get tho bettev of him *■ it matters not how strait tho gate, 

and lie does put an end to her chequered existence, I rather H«»w charged with punishment the scroll, 

fancy ? thafc her last words will ho. “ Death, where is-thy 1 

° ’ — —.- I am inclined to think that Henley must have had budding 

The Quest of Glory (Methuen) seems to mo to l>e a poets in his mind when he wrote these linos. 

beautiful, and quite lmuntingly sad, story. I am wondering - - - 

whether Miss Maiuome Bowen regretted tho fate of her Whatever may be the unhappinesses of Ireland as a whole, 


hero as much as 1 did. 1 - 
fancy so, or she could hardly 
write about it in just the way 
she dons—a kind of dignified 
tenderness that never de¬ 
generates into sentimentality. 
The result is a lino sense 
of distinction, without which | 
this lalo of tho young Mar¬ 
tinis de Vaurenargnes, and his 
early death in Paris, broken, 
poor, and disfigured, would 
be almost intolerably painful. 

It is tho Paris of 1740, 
whither Luc has come to seek 
that glory denied to him on 
tho tented field. 1 shall not 
tell you more of how ho lares, 
or how so much promise and 
beauty came by so hard a 
martyrdom. That you must 
read for yourself, and if the 
printed page can command 
your tears, prepare to shed 
them in the process. Thorn j 
is fortunately no noed to j 
praise Miss Bowen’s mastery' 
of the historical novel. Her i 
style has just the colour I 
and movement which such a 


• - -.- —— there would seein to be some 

r— 1 j districts whoso entire popu- 

• - • —I lation is so devoted to conver¬ 

sational humour on the subject 
of horseflesh that no reforms 
would bo of any interest to 
them unless they provided 
stiffer fences and more hunting 
mornings in a year. In her 
knowledge of those things 
Dobothka Conyers shows 
herself a quite formidable rival 
to the joint authors of The 
Experiences of an Irish 11. M. 
and the successors of that 
wonderful work. The Arrival 
of Antony (Hutchinson) is ■ 
tho story of a young man 
brought up in Germany, who, 
having never climbed upon 
tho back of a horso before, 
comos to Bally Ennis to live 
with hissupposod uncles, Tim 
and Tom, purveyors of ’hacks 
to tho surrounding country- 
sido, llis adventures provide 
some very amusing reading, 
and I need hardly say that ho 
- finds romance (in the person 

I’AIUN Ills UKUKXTl.Y ADOPTED A LAW AilAIXST THE TIIROW1XU of Kathleen MOOTS) Oil lllO 


work requires, with some away or imi-eii is tub ktbkktx. Wars a niwii.au law is huntingfield. What else would 
added touch of sincerity that nNFou«as» ,!f hoNuos tub above will be the i'kobable a fbhov doing? With 

. ., , J appeabasck or a City ibaveli.sk os ms kbit ns home a kit, it _ , . __ , 6 , ... 


, .. , _ I Ari EAl.AXI E Or A LIU JLKAVfiLl.Bi: ON II1N Ilf.IVKs HUME AriEKI , , T - , , 

redeems it from mere L BUsy „ AY SPKST cuiErr.Y os Moroii-'m-sns and tiiam-cahs. I j) hook so racy I am loath to 

"tushery" and swashbuck- L ...—-- - — find fault, but honosty compels 

ling. Many famous personagoshave their part in the intrigue me to stato that the authoress does not negotiate the 
—Louis the Well-Beloved, the Due de llichclicu, and M. de difficulties of English syntax with the same ease that she 
Voltaire, this last a finely-studied portrait. For one thing displays over timber, and tirat her plot, which depends upon 
I was a littlo sorry. Why, I wonder, should the heroes of the substitution of ono baby for another, is a trifle antique, 
historical novels invariably meet the contemporary king Also there is that little error, already noticed by Mr:Punch, 
and mistake him for somebody else? The habit is so about Marcus Aurelius jumping into the chasm. But in 
universal that though both Luc and Louis carried it off extenuation of this let me plead that Antony Doyle (who 
gracefully and with as much originality as possible, I was really Antony Moore and a cousin of Kathleen's) was 
thought the incident unworthy both of them and of the far too nice and modest a young man to be compared to a 
lady who has written such a clever and otherwise uncon- conceited bounder like Melius (or Mettius) Curtins. 
ventional story. , n ■ ' 

1 ‘ He me and clicked hia heela together, milking a profound bow. 

Without shame I confess that the first tiling I look for 'This is FrSulciu Mar, that I have it the honour to nfeaU' ho 
in such a collection as The White Wallet (Fisher Unwin) demanded pompously in excellent English. Daily Mail fmillet 
is the index. Let me say at once that Lady Glenconnes One can quite understand his being pompous. 

has i been at pains to direct her readers -clearly, ami that -;- 

those who dabble in her book will be hard to pleasen they “A coal dealer has captured a wake over a jatd long in »railway 
do not find prose and poetry to their liking. Moreover, track at Biahopa Stortford nittim."—Evening Tfiws. * \ : . 

somethings have been rescued from oblivion which were Weiwere wondering ho^s thebe coal dauers vfrere ea^floying 
erykg for somebody to save them. To my thanks, hqwever, their time just now; *'• * *** 







CHARIVAWAr 

Ths lesson of the Coal StrikeYou 
can fuel all tlio poople some of the 
lime, and some of the poople all the 
lime, but it is impossible to fuel all the 
peoplo all the time. 

* # * 

Dr. Rudolwi Diesel declares that 
there is enough oil in the world to 
supply all requirements. A small boy 
who is dosed every morning with cod- 
liver oil confirms this, and would like 
to seo it more evenly distributed. 

It is really scarcely fair to say that 
most people have failed to think of tbo 

interests of the na-- 

lion during tho 
Coal Strike. Every 
nerve was strained, 
and hclpcamo from 
all quarters, to pre¬ 
vent the Grand Na¬ 
tional being aban¬ 
doned. ... 


The Suffragettes’ 
taunt that tho Gov¬ 
ernment only dares 
lay hands on wo¬ 
men lias now been 
answered. A Mann 
lots been arrested. 


meht the other day ,at Ililhville, Vir¬ 
ginia, U S A., his colleagues killed the 
| judge, the public prosecutor, and the 
sheriff, and wounded nine jurors, the 
' clerk of the court, and throe spectators. 
It is supposed that they were dissatis- 
: lied with the verdict. 

| '! 

Ono of the new regulations drafted 
by tbo French Boxing Federation, at 
the request of the Prefect of Polico, is 
to tho effect that no boxers under ‘21 
years of age are to be allowed to enter 
! the ring without the written consent of 
'their parents. It is now pointed out 
' that orphans will find themselves in an 
unfair predicament, and it is proposed 



The officials who 
are unrolling names 
for tbo City of Lon¬ 
don Polico Reserve I 
hope to raise live Hj| 
eompanicsof almn-1 
dred men each from j 
tho newspaper oili- 

£££«£* . L ° N ? 0N w N|GHT - 

should ha v e *‘4 ;/<« *y««.) 

thought this policy_ ww. urn Cm. 

rather risky. Will there not be some' that in their case the consult of their 
danger, if tho men should be called out,; nurse shall he a sufficient substitute, 
that a natural desire to make news might 

lead them to incite a little fighting? “ While a hydropianist stays in the 
% ;i water he is not within tho jurisdiction 

" The Opposition Housing Bill,” says, of the Homo Office,” Mr. Ellis Gwe- 
The Observer, “ is a practical olfort to ! kith informed a deputation which 
remedy defects in existing housing came to London to protest to the 
legislation.” But surely the Upper Homo Oflioe against hydroplaning on 
Chamber still houses the Opposition ? Lake Windermere; “ you will have to 

look to the Board of Trade.” How the 
Mr. Allan, the Englishman who! deputation could have made such a stu- 
was arrested in Germany last month pid mistake passes our comprehension, 
as a spy, has, wo aro informed, boon L * 

released, the authorities having been Instead of being sold by auction with 
unable to, prove anything against him. j the other animals recently appearing 
One would have thought it possiblo to j in The Miracle, the smallest donkey 
obtain liis birth certilicalo, and thus was purchased by a lady, who intends 
prove him to be an Englishman. to let it romp at will in the fields. 

Upon learning its good fortune ,the 
Upqn the leader of a gang of bandits little beast is said to have remarked, 
being sentenced to a term of imprison- “ Miracles will never cease! ” 


i A now cure for baldness is announced, 

. A Budapest professor has discovered a 
S means of fixing, by means of small 
■ hooks of gold wire,any number of haiA 
! in tho scalp. This opons up the possi- 
! bility of landscape-gardening on one’s 
head, for variogatod colours could of 
courso be used, and beds and winding 
.paths and other pretty fancies could 
easily bo arranged. 

“ Tbo outlook for the Newfoundland 
seal fishery is unfavourable," says The 
Daily Mail. “Tbo whole licet has 
missed the main seal herd.” Wo are 
able to amplify this statement. Ac¬ 
cording to our information the main 
-seal herd experi¬ 
enced the greatest 
[difficulty in not re¬ 
vealing its hiding- 
placo by roaring 
with laughtorwhen 
tho fleet had sailed 
by. ,_ f 

Firemen in San 
Francisco have 
been ordered to do 
a twelve-mile walk 
!oucc a woek to 
check a tendency 
I to corpulence. Tho 
; effect of fat on a 
lire is well known, 
jand the regulation 
seems a wiso one. 



citod to me,” she r 
‘ Hjinn to tho Sun, 
pity it could not he 1 
German language.” 
anxiety of the Germ; 
in the sun, it oer 
rather regrettable. 


Mile. Jeanne 
Piiovost has been 
chatting to a re¬ 
presentative of l.c 
Journal about her 
mooting with the 
Kaiser at the 
French Embassy in 
Berlin. “ He re- 
■cpoits, “Rostand’s 
,' and said what a 
translated into the 
1 In view of tho 
ans to have a place 
rtainly does seem 


“ Wanted, Boer (Jnolcr-old hut sound for 
garden also one day's an vices; good jooli'8- 
sional rat-.'atchcr." 

.1<lrt. hi " Ucrrfuol Toil'*." 

Q. Where is the old but sound rat¬ 
catcher? 

.!, Ho is cooling beer in the garden. 

From a public-school entrance ex¬ 
amination : — 

| TnnwliUe : —Am-vous mango la pannne 
jonthVe!—Non, j’on ai dmnwi la moitio ti Jean. 

I Aiuuivr [by Tomiiiii, who hits a mull brother , 
; at home ).—Have yon oaten all tlio apple t—No, 
i 1 liavo given tho core to John. 
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THE LONDON MUSEUM. 

That ll.o collection of articles illus¬ 
trating the history of London, just 
opened so successfully at Kensington 
1‘alace, is representative and of fasci¬ 
nating interest every one agrees; but 
Mr. Punch would fail in his duty to the 
public if he refrained from pointing 
out that there are some very serious 
omissions. What arc we to* say of 
tlio curator of what purports to be a 
comprehensive London museum who 
offers for view not one of tho essentially 
Londonian curiosities in the following 
list ?— 

The first II droppod by the first 
Cockney. 

A Roman dog muzzle found in the 
Thames at Barking. 

A mastodon’s tooth, much decayed, 
dug up in Long Acre. 

Facsimile of cheque for £50, being 
the ordinary tip to a lunch waiter at 
the Automobile Club. 

Thomas Stow's umbrella. 

Jig-saw puzzle made by Grinling 
Gibbons. 

A case containing Dick Whitting¬ 
ton's cat, stuffed. 


A silver tankard made of .‘1,000 three¬ 
penny hits saved hv not going up the 
Monument 3,000 times. 

Gold button toru from tho uniform 
of a Coldstream Guardsman when 
engaged in dispersing mob of the groat 
unwashod in Cold Bath Fields. 

A sorie3 of placards bearing facotious 
or opprobrious legends, as used in tho 
Stock Exehango to affix to members' 
hacks. 

Sir Ghiustoi’iieu When's pocket 
camora. 

An old print of Guy Fawkes laying 
the foundation stone of Guy's Hospital. 

Magog's skull, when a hoy. 

Album of Confessions belonging to 
Edwabd the Confkssok. 

A gold paving-slono from Thread- 
noodle Street. 

Spocimen of blotting-paper for pub¬ 
lic use from any London post-offico, 
1912. 

A ohainod pencil with practical-joke 
lead, from the same placo. 

A slice of raulton preserved in spirits 
offered to the Head Beefeater of the 
Tower by the Merry Monarch, but re¬ 
fused. 

Fossilised new-laid Roman egg dis¬ 


covered during excavations in the 
Poultry, 

A match used in setting the Thames 
on fire. 

A Fleet Street post touched by Dr. 
Johnson, with his thumb-mark still on 
it. 

Collection of knockers wrenched 
from doors in Piccadilly by Lord Win- 
teuton. 

First fountain pen bought by Mr. 
T. P. O'Connoh in his invasion of 
London in the " seventies." 

A pair of opera-glasses as used at 
ShmvSpeaue's theatre on Banksido. 

Collection (very rare) of truthful 
placards of evening newspapers (1912). 

A minute (hut sufficient) fragment of 
Loudon Slows found in a piece of sultana 
cake in a tea-shop in Cannon Street. 

Brush used by Charles James Fox. 

A series of bottles containing samplos 
of London fog of all tho best vintages, 
from the first downward. 

Skeleton of last passenger asphyxi¬ 
ated at Portland Road Station on the 
old Underground, 

One of Sir Squire BANCGCftr’s tall 
hats. 

Beau Bell’s trouser-press. 
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AM IMI inn HAVA-c lunch/' ho muttered,as he sploshed off 

AN INLAND VOYAGE. to the tee. 

Thomas took a day off last Monday 11 Anything yon want for lunch you 
in order to play golf with me. For can have, my dear Thomas. I promise 
that day the Admiralty had to get you that you shall not be stinted. The 
along without Thomas. I tremble to next green is below sea level altogether, 
think what would have happoned if I’m afraid. The iirst in the water 
war had broken out on Monday. Could wins.” 

a Thomasless Admiralty havo copod Honours, it turned out, wore divided, 
with it? I trow not. Even as it was, I lost the hole, and Thomas lost his 
battleships grounded, crews mutinied, ball. The third tee having disappeared 
and several awkward questions in the we moved ou to the fourth. 

House of Commons had to bo post- “There’s rather a nasty place along 
poned till Tuesday. here,” I said. “ The secretary was 

Something—some premonition of sucked in the oilier day, and only 
this, no doubt—scorned to lie weighing rescued by the hair.” 
on him all day. Thomas drovo a good ono. I topped 

“ Rotten weather,” ho growled, as he mino badly, and it settled down in tho 
camo up the steps of the club. mud fifty yards off. “ Excuso mo,” I 

“ 1 'm very sorry,” I said. “1 keep shouted as 1 ran quickly after it, and 1 
on complaining to the secretary about got my niblick on to it just as it was 
it. lie docs his liest.” disappearing. It was a very closo 

“ What's that ? ” thing. 

11 lie taps the barometer overy “ Well,” said Thomas, as he reached 
morning, and says it will eloar up in his ball, “ that's not what 1 call a 
tho afternoon. Shall wo go out now, brassy lio." 

or shall we give it a chance to stop ? ” “ It's what wc call a corkscrew lie 

Thomas looked at the rain and down here,” 1 explained. “If you 
decided to let it stop. I made him as haven't got a corkscrew, you \I hotter 
comfortable as I could. I gave him a dig round it with something, and then 
drink, a cigaretto, and Mistakes with when the position is thoroughly under- 

the Mashie. On the table at his olbow mined- Oh, good shot! ” 

i had in reserve Faulty Play with the Thomas hud got out of the fairway 
Hi assy and a West Middlesex Direc- in one, but he still seemed unhappy. _ 
tory, For myself I wandered about rest- " My oyc,” he said, bending down in 

lessly, pausing now and again to read agony; “ I’ve got about half Middlesex 
enviously a notice which said that C.D. in it." 

Topping's handicap was reduced from Ho walked round in circles saying 
24 to 22. Lucky man! strange nautical things, and my sug- 

At about half-past eloven tho rain gestions that ho should (1) rub the other 
slopped for a moment, and wo hurried eye and (2) blow his nose suddenly wero 
out. received ungenerously. 

“ Tho course is a little wet,” I said “Anything you d like mo to do with 
apologetically, as we stood oil the first my ears?” lie asked bitterly. “If 
tee, “ but with your naval experience you'd come and lako some mud out 

you won’t mind that, By-the-way, I for me, instoad of talking rot-” 

ought to warn you that this isn’t all I approached with my handkerchief 
casual water. Some of it is river.” and examined tho eyo carefully. 

“How do you know which is which?” “ See anything?” asked Thomas. 

“ You ’ll soon find out. The river is “ My dear Thomas, it's Jitll of turf, 
so much deeper. Go on—your drivo." Wo mustn’t forget to replace this if 
Thomas won tho iirst holo very we can get it out. What the socrotarv 

easily. Wo both took four to the greon, would say- Thoro! How’s that ? ” 

Thomas in addition having live splashes “ Worse than over.” 
of mud on his face while I only had “ Try not to think about it. Kcop 
three. Unforlunatoly tho immediate the other eyo on tho hall as much us 
neighbourhood of the hole was under possible. This is my hole, by the way. 
water. Thomas, the bounder, had a Your hall is lost.” 
small heavy ball which ho managed to “ How do you know ? ” 
sink in nine. My own, being lighter, “ f saw it losing itself. It went into 
refused to go into tho tin at all, and the bad place I told you about. It's 
floated above tho hole in the most ex- gone to join tho secretary, Oh, no, 
asperating way. wo got him out, of course; I keep 

"I expect there’s a rule about it," I forgetting. Anyhow, it's my hole.” 
said, “if we only knew, which gives “I think I shall turn mvtrousers up 
me the match. Ilowovor, until wo find again," said Thomas, bonding down to 
that out„I suppose you must call your- do so. “ Is there a. local rule about it ?" 
self one up/f “No; it is left entirely to the dis- 

“ I shall want somo dry socks for cretion and good taste of the members. 


Naturally a little extra licence is 
allowed on a very muddy day. Of 

course, if- Oh, I see. You meant 

a local rule about losing your ball in 
the mud ? No, I don’t know of one. 
Be a sportsman, Thomas, and don’t 
bogrudge me the holo.” 

The game proceeded, and we reached 
tho twelfth tee without' any furthor 
contretemps ; save that I accidentally 
lost the sixth, ninth and tenth holes, 
and that Thomas lost his mashie at the 
eighth. Ho had carolcssly laid it down 
for a moment while ho got out of a 
holo with his niblick, and when he 
turned round for it tho thing was gone. 

At the twelfth tee it was raining 
harder than ever. We pounded along 
with our coat-collars up and reached 
the green absolutely wet through. 

“ How about it ? ” said Thomas. 

My holo, 1 think; and that makes 
us all square.” 

“ I mean how about the rain ? And 
it’s just ono o'clock.” 

“ Just as you like. Well, I suppose 
it is rather wet. All right, let's have 
lunch.” 

Wo had lunch. Thomas had it in 
tho only dry things ho had brought 
with him—un ulster and a pair of 
Vardon cuffs, and sat as near the 
fire as possible. It was still raining in 
torronts alter lunch, and Thomas, who 
is not what 1 call keen about golf, pre¬ 
ferred to vomain before tho fire. Per¬ 
haps lie was right. I raked up an 
old copy of Stumers with. the. Niblick 
for hint, and road hits of the Tele¬ 
phone Birectory out aloud. 

After tea his proper clothes were dry 
enough in places to put on, and as it 
was btill raining hard, and bo Roomed 
disinclined to como out again, ] 
ordered a eab for us both. 

“It’s roally rotten luck," said 
Thomas, as we prepared to leave, 
“ that on the one day when I take a 
holiday, it should ho so boaslly.” 

“Beastly,Thomas?” I said in amaze¬ 
ment. " The one. day ? I’m afraid you 
don’t play inland golf much ? ” 

“I hardly ever play round London.” 

“ I thought not. Then let mo tell 
you that to-day's was tho best day’s 
golf I \o had for threo weeks.” 

" Golly! ” said Thomas. A. A. M. 

Leaving it to Chance. 

“ Tlie homo will leave the Oumigh for Ainlree 
at tlic ciwl of tho present week. He Inis not 
been tried, hat is expected to ran forward.” 

(Jlatejow Ilrrnltl. 

' Good-bye to our half-crown if he runs 
, backward. 


"The AnojJieliitit Mosquito. Fur me in 
schools."— Pioneer. 

“ Buck up with the mosquito, Smith; 
I’ve got it next.” 








RACIAL ENTHUSIASM. 

As a youth at some election permanently strains his throat, 
Cheering in and out of season, though he hasn't got a rote; 
As a cockerel shrieks insanely, poised on elongated legs, 
•Just because some hens have managed to produce an egg 
, (oreggs); 

As a crocodile rejoices—no; perhaps I’d better slay, 
Though 1 could, I ought to mention, warble on like this all 
. day— 

As, to cut it short, these creatures do tho various things 
we’ve said, 

Once a year vicarious ardour nearly drives mo off my head. 

When we hail (with luck) tho sober, tentative approach of 
; ’ Spring, 

Then the Boat Race, once per annum, stirs mo up like 
Uny thing. 

Never have I seen the Isis, never paced the banks of Cam, 
Neither helped to mould the genius that undoubtedly I am; 

..Neither 'Varsity has schooled me; mine, as you perhaps 
h.;\ might guess, 

AVas the Board School education, eulogised by G. 13. S.; 

Yet the fervent Undergraduate, bawling madly at his crow, 
Cannot compass that excitement I, a rank outsider, do. 

And I'm Oxford. . I have never fouod the smallest reason 


a Veit pie that 2, when younger, used to wear an Oxford 


Still, I ’m Oxford. I shall bellow, raising most appalling 
dins, 

When, upon tl o 30th instant (Saturday) my fancy \yms— 

As they won last year, remember. Oh, my heart leaps up 
in me 

When 1 recollect my rapture o’er that famous victory! 

How through all the night that followed wild excitement 
kept me warm, 

And next day tho Sunday—when they brought the 
Census form, 

Where it ordered (inter alia) one’s “ profession ” to he shown, 
Thrilled with genuine pride, I boldly ontcrod Oxford as 
my own. _ 

“Capt. Aylmer anti li. Drury Davies heat D, Shallow and A. Shallow: 
4—fi, B—3, 7— 5. This proved an excellent match, all four players 
sticking to it bard. W. Shallow easily won the first' set and Kerr 3—0 
in the second, Aylmer and Davies then gave in and won the remaining 
games.’’- English mm. 

In spite of the varieties of Shallows this is too deep for us. 
From a business letter:— 

“With reference to yonr esteemed enquiry, for price of talking otie 

pair of-corsets, we beg to iitfoiin you that same will ho 15/#, and 

will take about 16 days to get round." , v> 

For a stoutish lady, evidently. 

"Cristsbel Fankhurst has not yet been racked."— Egyptim OasiUe. 
You bee, the Government is not so brutal as some wqmen 
qcqlce out. ' .. . i 


















BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 

Park Lane. 
Dearest Daphne,—W e ’re just ba 
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pe Flftneure, on the whole, rested. with Sadie slighting)}, *.LVfn*a^'tU's$de : 
®* Clytie Vandollarbilt and Sadie Mocan- at half -it rnilhofiff:" •“ 


from Belleplage, a dpar little place on wh/jle stock of jewolled shoes with her. your shoes than on mine, remember 1" 
the cdte d'azur, which, so far, we've It’s quite an art to learn to walk in People are going in a groat deal for* 
been able to keep free from tourists and' shoes with a big diamond set in the physical culture, to prepare themselves 
outsiders and all sucli horrors. tip of each heel,but Clytie has certainly for a very strenuous season. A stealthy 

Josiah would go with mo, and would got hold of the diamond-walk very cat-like grace is to bo the correct thing 
stay all the time, in spite of all my well. They have little portable strong- this spring and summer, and most 
remonstrances. I really think 1 ’m a rooms, in which they keep the shoes of the now physical oxercisos try to 


most unusual person to endure- 

all that I have to so wonder- j 
fully! Almost I pleaded with 1 
litin not to , make me so cruelly ' / 

conspicuous. 1 (minted out to, 
him that I was the only woman ( 
at Belleplage with her husband, / 

, and that ho was the only man /> 
I with his wife,--but all in vain. - 
1 said it wasn’t nice to he so 
much remarked upon and talked . 
about—but it was no use. « 

Oh, and another thing! lie |§ 
was simply most awful about ^ 
the scenery and the views and — 
absurd stedgy things of that ”7 
kind. I’ve pretty well given 
him up in despair by this time, 
but i made, one more effort and 
told him people don't talk about! 
the bluo sky and the blue seaj 
and the mountains and the' - 

palm-groves at these places—j 7 
they don’t oven look at them.: 

They look at and talk about i 
each other, and the tir mix 
pigeons, and the frocks and ,, 
bats on the Promenade des 
FlAneurs. 

Talking of pigeon-shooting, 

Beryl Clarges ami 1 both took 
part in it—the only women ad- j 
mitted to do so. Beryl did; — 
more execution than I did, but I 
my rig was much move cni/ant j — 
—tall grey kid boots, a short 
dual skirt of pigeon-grey cloth, 
with a darling little coat to 
match, la-aided witli coloured 
silk braid in a design of 
wounded pigeons, and a Tyro¬ 
lese hat and feather. 
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STAR TORN AT THE “COTXODEHM." 
Tub peuson who did nut nek "Tub J1ikaci.e.” 


- produce it. 

Tho othor day I happened in 
upon l’opsy, Lady Ramsgate, 
not in calling hours, having 
something I wanted to say to 
our dear old juvenile-antique. 

1 went unannounced into the j 
big drawing-room. It was 
cleared for action, and there 
was l’opsy’s maid drawing a 
paper “ mouse ” over tho floor 
l>y a long string, and there was 
poor old Popsy on all-fours, 
springing uiid crouching and 
pouncing without any trans¬ 
formation or any make-up or 
any breath to greet mo with! 

“ Laugh away, you wretch,” 
she said, when she could speak; 

" 1 don’t care! I ’in getting on 
splendidly, aren't I, Su/amie” 

“ Mail o«//” agreed the olisc- 
' quious maid. “ Miladi joue la 
cliatte a merrcille.'’ 
j Another who is intent on get-, 
ting hold of the correct feline 
grace is the Bullyon-Bounder- 
mere woman. She is going in 
for it so thoroughly that, I hoar,' 
she's givon up sleeping in a 
bed, and curls up in a big basket 
every night! 

Babs St. Austin is another of 
the physical exercise people. 
Not long ago, she told me with 
tears that her neck was getting 
short and jier heart was break¬ 
ing! Her form of exercise is to 
run round a big room, with acid 
dfops suspended, at intervals, 
by line threads a good deal 

- higher than her head. Babs, 


Josiah said lie was “ sorry to see me I they 're not wearing, and these little i her neck stretched to its utmost, jumps 
killing the pretty harmless creatures.” strong-rooms, if touched by a hand j for these acid drops as she runs, and 
1 said I was sorry too—not becauso I not familiar with their mechanism, tiro tries to take them into her mouth. I 
was killing them, but becauso I wasn't I off a revolver at each corner. Isn’t : saw her yesterday, and she was much 
Apropos of which I must tell you a that lovely ? There was a good doal of perkier—says her neck is already a 
perfectly sweet thing tho Comte do; rivalry between Clytie V. and Sadie M,, I quarter of an inch longer. She's de- 
Chateauvieux, the crack shot there,said j and ono day they were vying about j lighted with the treatment. Its only j 
to me. I was grizzling at my ill luck their shoos. Clytie’s, that day, were of! drawback is the danger of being choked j 
with the birds, and he bowed and said: white sm'-de—nt least sho said they j by one of the aeiil drops. If she, 
“ Vous arcs mi tir infallible sur les 1 were white suede, hut ono could see escapes this danger, she hopes to have’ 
homines, madaine, si non sur les ! nothing hut pearls and diamonds., as long a neck as any of us by the time 
pigeons! ” Isn't he a darling man ? j Sadie's were of pale green silk, with 1 the season begins in earnest. 

Josiah calls him a ‘‘grimacing little diamond-lace bows and an enormous[ Only small parties are being given 
ape.” If only he had a little of the | emerald on the toe of oaeli shoe. Clytie just now, of course, and of these the 
Count's manner himself! isaid here wore worth a quarter of almost popular are ‘‘Strike” parties. 

The honours of the Promenade des j million dollars. "That all? remarked ] Just as dancing is beginning we all 
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stap, ; ia4: rouse. to danse unlewwe 
may <to 'iny step we like., The, band ; 
leaves Oil playing—there ’a arbitration 
conciliation—arid altogether it ’s 
quite good fun; and finally we all 
sjtart off, doing whatever kind of dance 
we please. The " Minimum," first 
danced at these “ Strike ” parties, is 
tiow catching on everywhere. 

One of the most-talkod-of woddings, 
when Lent is over, will be that of 
Dickie Sandys, the Ramsgates’ girl, to 
the great scientist, Sir Henry Blinker- 
ton, the man, you know, who discovered 
that water wasn't water, or some fright¬ 
ful thing of that kind. 

Dickie’s first engagement, you re¬ 
member, to Billy Foljambe was broken 
off, and people said her grandmother, 
Popsy, Lady Ramsgato, was to blamo 
— and, indeed, Popsy was engaged to 
Billy afterwards for a time. Since 
then Dickie's becomo a problem- 
daughter for the old people. She took 
to spelling Woman with a ln'g \V and 
man with a small m ; had digs of her 
own, and went in for that popular 
latter-day performance, living her own 
life, in the course of which she’s 
sometimes been out with the Militants! 
A Woman with a b'g W being an 
almost impossible tiling for oven the 
cleverest mother to get off her hands, 
Lady Ramsgate is simply immensely 
relieved at the prospect of the wedding. 
Bat, dearest, doesn't it Seem horribly 
sad that a girl who began her career 
with such success as Dickie, should 
end by marrying a scientific man, and 
one who owes everything to his talents 
and nothing at all to family? (They 
say Sir Henry began life quite at the 
bottom of the ladder. Indeed, that he 
\yas one of those fearful boys one gets 
so sick of, who walk from somewhere 
with bare feet.) Of course it won't bo 
an “ Obey ” wedding; and I hear that 
quite a novel note will be introduced 
by, the bridesmaids, carrying dainty 
little velvet and gilt hammers* which 
they will hold above the bride's head to 
form an arch as she goes out. Instead 
of flowers, broken glass will be strewn 
before her. 

Talking of weddings, quite different 
arrangements are made for an " Obey ” 
and a ‘‘Won’t obey" marriage as to 
gowns, decoration of the church, and 
tlie music played. Olga tells me that 
for an “ Obey " wedding she designs 
quiet gracious submissive gowns, while 
for a “ Won’t obey " one she introduces 
a note qt defiance into the sleeve, and 
the hang of the train means “ I acknow¬ 
ledge no master! ” She was naturally 
qniteaffligie at the Hepburn-Dallamont 
mtn-riage fiasco just before Lent. It 
was to have been 'a “Won't obey" 
Wedding of the most marked de- 







Si if 

Eon. Treasurer [at the end of the game). “ N< 


scription, Jane Hepburn being simply 
enormously advanced, while Jimmy 
Dallamont is ono of the qniet ones 
who wants nothing but peace with 
honour 1 Well, my dear, Olga sur¬ 
passed herself in the bride’s and her 
maids’ ‘‘Won’t obey" gowns; the 
ohurch was all done in mauve green 
and white, and the organist (Miss 
Jdhes, Mus.Doc.) played them in with 
her famous “ Woman's March to 
Freedom.” And then, my Daphne, 
after all, thi bride positively and 
actually promised to “love, honour 
and OBEX 1" An audible smile went 
through the packed church, and Miss 
Jones, Mus.Doc., left the organ-loft in 
a fury and refused to play another 
note! The explanation whispered 
about afterwards was that, the evening 
before the wedding, Jimmy told Jane 


she was welcome to leave out " obey," 
but in that case he woul 1 leave out 
“ with all my worldly goods I thee 
endow ’’—and this amounts to some -, 
thing in Jimmy’s case. These quiet 
ones often have a bit up their sleeve, 
haven’t they ? Ever tnine, 

_Blanche. 

Under the heading "Successful 
Urmston Protest" wo road in The 
Manchester Evening News 

"The complaints lodged yesterday with the 
officials of the company were so numerous and 
so well grounded that they could not lie ignored, 
and this morning the hundreds of Urmston 
icople who were yesterday,left behind hy the 
7.58 train to Manchester were accommodated on 
an additional train leaving at 8.55.' 
Twenty-five hours soon go when you 
have all the automatic machines !o 
play with. 












Ihntlltlcn Until (Inr.iriylfc furhvr). “Cunti.v —Mu. lIoi’Klxs—1 'I.KAsk- -do i:i:mksiiif.i:-:t’n Llixr." 


THE LYING PROPHET. . 

[Suggested by a study of the Marti uundior 
of a famous [ liodieu'.] 

Man*, I ween, the strike hit hard, 

But none were hurt so much us lie, 
The soothsayer! the mystic bard, 

Bodcr <5t destiny, 

Who built a little tower ou trust, 

A gassy fabric breathed from coal. 
And watched it eruitihle to the dust,' 
Biudshaw, the poor old soul. 

Stop. As he idly penned tho word, 
Little ho dreamed how more than 
true • , 

His statement was. The engines heard, 
Stop. And thoy did stop too. 

“ Saturday!) only." IIow serene. 

With what wise calm ho used that 
phraso, 

And now there is no 9.15, 

Sundays or Saturdays. 

And here's a page of strifo and din 
(It must have been tho old man's pet),, 
Where, drunk with joy, he squeezes in 
The whole dashed alphabet, 

To mark bis footnotes. Aftornoou 
Or morning now there is no snip; 
Where fcrd the times of yestermoon ? 
Whew i« the Hanwell slip ? 


Arid so with all tho wiles he planned 
Large output of laborious brains, 
The asterisks, the little band 
That points to Other Trains. 

Vain little hand 1 Enough, enough; 

I will not see page 94; 

Pathetic fragment of a cuff,. 

Thou canst not aid me moro. 

Wo saunter to the station now 
And seek the casual guard, and say, 
I want to go to Sluff-on-Slough, 

Could you do that to-day ? 

And if the guard is good and kind 
He tells the man in front to putY, 
And, keeping our request in mind, 

He sets us down at Bluff. 

But fallen is the pride of those 
Who knew their Bkadbhaw, Perth 
toTring, 

And jubilant are Bradshaw's foes, 
Who blessed the blooming thing. 

And he himself—a poor wan ghost— 
I see him on some anoient loop, 
The trickiest piece he loved the most, 
His own dumbfounded dupe; 

Waiting alone, but ah 1 for what? 

As the dull leaden hours roll by, 

“ I hear her—nq, 1 hear her not, 

• Forsaken— Bbadshaw—I1" 


At Basingstoke I see him, too, 

Sitting on some deserted seat, 

Or Blisworth Junction, watching 
through* 

Connections fail to meet, 

Or where the 6.5 should hare ^topped 
To set down from beyond Low Moor, 
He hath been marked, a3 twilight 
dropped, 

By some lato roystering boor, 

Or underneath some silent arch 
Still lingering for tho spark to fall, 

In this<tempestuous moou of March 
Tho wildest soul of all. 

_ Evoe. 

“The top jiidurc slums Mr. Asquith. On 
bis immediate left are tod Moiley aud Mr. 
Lloyd George, and on li's right canbo seen Sir 
Kdward Grey with Lord Moi ley and Karl Beau¬ 
champ. Inset is Lord Morloy hastening to join 
tho Bclslmzzio feast."— The Throne. 

He certainly got there. 

From a letter in The Daily Mail 

“ It is for them to cut short this weakness >• 
towards the Miners' Federation, with, its scr- ■ 
pent's head braising tlie heel of tho community, jy 
And why is tho latter under its heel j 1 " • .ft" 

Anyone who lias stoodon it serpettt'k 
head from a position beneath its. hfel 
'cMt'MMlprthi* &‘ ; t' 











































































THE FINAL ARBITER. 

The Spectre op Famine. "IF*IW CAN’T SETTLE THIS, I WILL.' 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ESSENCE _]OF 
parliament. 

(Extract*!! rnoM 
TOK.Dim OK 
Toot, M.P.) 

Bouse' of Com¬ 
mons, Monday, 

March 18.—In 
what ia up to now 
comparatively brief 
career Winston 
has suffered a 
marked sea change. 

IIo entered politi- 
, cal life within the 
family fold. For 
| sake of his father 
ho was welcomed 
from both camps. 

Had ho remained 
under Conservative 
flag he might to¬ 
day have come to 
lie regarded as the 
risiog-hope>of stern 
unbending Tory¬ 
ism. True son of 
his father he could A 
not bo got to run , lses> 
long in harness 
! single or double. 

Prince Annum, 



‘•THE FHHITINC TKMKRAIRE" BKOEtiHT OUT AiiAIN • 

A memory of Tckskk, wh'cli would seem to indirato Hint even •• Yn-lh'nHhuivjhti" I av< 


li.M.i'm i.', with elnnuetei'istie patriotism and di-rejjar.l of all petty emotions, 
back into tlio lighting line.) 


forceful phrases, 
lie expounds his 
scheme of Navy 
Reform and Main¬ 
tenance, gentlemen 
opposite are sur¬ 
prised into a cheer. 
Encouraging effect 
slightly chilled by 
ominous silence 
on Ministerial 
Honchos below 
Gangway where sit 
the Lalwur Party. 
Also, faithful breast 
Of CiIARLUSBeIIKS- 
Four) disturbed by 
what he regards 
as unnecessary 
challenge to neigh¬ 
bouring Power. 

“Why drag in 
Germany?" he 
asks, reminiscent 
ofWmsTLEHaneut 
\ , El,ASQI.’Ei5. 

Winston doesn’t 
mind if his words 
are distasteful to a 
section of his own 
Party. The most 
amiable of men 


not fully recognising possilulities that Winston finds himself object of un- can't please everybody. As for Charlie 
have since blazed in tho political qualified applause from Benches oppo- B., when presently, in course of his 
firmament, was perhaps a little short- site. As in lucid speech, built uu with speech, he made frequent reference to 


firmament, was perhaps a little short- site. As in lucid speech, built up v 
tempered with the assertivo young 
man. Some of the rank and file wore 1 
positively rude. However it came about, ; 

Winston, smarting under crowning * 
insult when the Ministerialists of tho 
day greeted his rising by walking out 
of tho nouso, one day strolled over to 
opposite comp and there remains. 

When, after brief interval, his old 
friends and companions dear found him 
seated on Treasury Bench they deter¬ 
mined to make it hot for him. Dis¬ 
position took Parliamentary form of 
pelting him with supplementary 
questions and greeting passages o{ his 
speeches with derisive noises. Winston 
went his way apparently regardless. 

He may havo felt the arrow points; 
he never flinched. Sympathised with in 
the matter of annoyance at Question 
time, he protested that he rather liked 
it; found it useful practice in art of 
readiness o'f fence. 

His indifference being disappointing, 
and little got out of him In tho way of 
self-committal, the practice gradually 
fell off; it has now ceased. Nevertheless 
there remains, as in analogous cases, 
notably that of Don Josfi, a spirit of 
vexation among former comrades, the ,/ Vi/T" 

sharper when tinged with regret at loss 

of SO brilliant a recruit. ‘ ‘ bouquets and v roatlia! Roally, 

Jo-day, with Maid—- move- ESS®, t JSBSJ 
ment, peculiar to House, the Wanton hcH" 


As in lucid speech, built up with speech, he mode frequent reference to 

Germany, Winston raised his eyebrows, 
shrugged his shoulders and murmured, 
“Et tu, Charlie?” 

His plan of Naval defence summed 
up in memorable sentence. “ We 
must," he said, “always be ready to 
meet at our average moment anything 
that any possible enemy might hurl 
against us at his selected moment.” 

Business done.—First Lord submits 
Naval Estimates for the year. Received j 
with plaudits by Opposition; listened 
to in ominous silence below Gangway 
ou Ministerial side. 

Tuesday.— House presented crowded 
appearance seen only onco or twice in 
a session. Noble Lords rushed in and 
fought for seats as it they were mere 
pittites at door of His Majesty’s 
| Theatre. Foreign Ministers crowded 
; their allotted bench. Tier on tier rose 
j linos of “Strangers” beaming with! 
satisfaction at their good luck. Every i 
soat on floor of House appropriated, 
late comers found uneasy resting-place 
ou Gangway Steps. A group stood by 
the Bar. Doublo rows of Members 
0 filled both side galleries, 

Expectation raised high by promise 
" of introduction of Bill dealing with 

Coal Strike. Great opportunity for 


R r lly i most ambitious orator. Occasion a National 
Surging I! Um JriK crisis; splendid audience within sound 

* be!!'' of voice, and all the world listening at 








■ ■. •!#<INCit^ 08 ;.;$Hr LONDON CHARIVARI. A 



THE RAWER AXI) THE 111TTERl'LY—AN UNEQUAL CONTEST. 

Mr. McCai.M’M Shut, in “doin'” wriipit and vitlioiit a vestige of humour, is ontirely 
obfuscated by the light and'aiiy playfulness of the Colonial Secretary (Mr. Ln.l' Hak(;ovHT). 

the door. - Asquith, as usual, con- sentitig to listening Senate an attitude 
cerned exclusively with business in not exactly graceful.' At opening of 
’ hand. His task was to justify action speech to day, leaning elbows on the 
of Ministers during past fortnight; to brass-bound box, he clutclied.the other 
lament failure of mediatory procedure; rim with both hands. Not being birds, 
to oxpouud consequent legislative pro- a;. 3ir Boyle Roche remarked in another 
posals, and to recommend them to connection, as long as they were kopt 
! approval. Spoke for fifty minutes: in this position they couldn’t be in 
; something beyond bis average length, trouser pockets. Force of habit not over- 
| Skipped exordium, dispensed with come in course of a few weeks. Pretty 
| peroration. Did not angle for cheers, to seo how when Bonner was intent on 
Certainly caught none. Lack of pursuing his argument, the hands, un- 
animatiou on part of speaker, absence consciously unloosed, strayed back to¬ 
ot enthusiasm among audience, acted wards their nest. Occasionally they 
and reacted with result decidedly dull, found it. Hut Bonner was resolute. 

Bonner Law promptly following Straightway hauled them forth and 
was, on rising, greeted with a cheer laid them out on box again, 
from loyal followers, repeated when Perhaps this little distraction ac¬ 
he expressed doubt of Ministerial counted for amazing maladroitness of 
measure. Silonco fell when, from speech. So many unnecessary things 
time to lime, lie hedged, protesting were said hogging Leader of Oppo- 
absenee of desire to snatch Party ad- sitiox more hopelessly than his hi6torio 
vantage out of National predicament. "Certainly.” Or was it duo to absence 
In ono respect the speecii a marvel of steadying notes ? However it be, 
whoso freshness never palls. Premier Labour Members, quick to see oppor- 
had carefully prepared his address, tunity, by frequent interposition of 
bringing voluminous notes, to which questions, led Bonner into pitfalls 
he constantly referred. Bonner made which ono with briefer Parliamentary 
no notes during its delivery nor did experience and lesser gifts of speech 
be carry with him to table a scrap might easily have avoided, 
of paper. Low down on Front Opposition 

Has-almost succeeded in mastering Bench, a quarter affected by Parlia- 
a little mannerism to which, at out- mentary Alonarchs retired from busi- 
set of bis Leadership, a friendly pen ness, sat Prince Arthur intently 
called attention. Unencumbered by listening. Would give more than two- 
manuscript, he did not quite know pence, for his thoughts about.-speech of 
what to do with his hands. So he successor in .Leadership. J 

put them in his trousers' pocket, pre- Busineti -Coal Mines Bill, 


ettbotyipg jfiinie&te ti «j 1 

■fraught 1 b.;;WM 

without division.' .yw^'’.y ..1 

Friday. ‘.ftl 

woman, which makes chuntlesa' 
thousands mourn, illustrated pfresllft 
Good luck at ballot-box attending, that 
pmx chcealier Ago-Gardner, •• 
was early in Session set apart., for 
Second Rending of the measure colled 
the Conciliation Bill because it does 
not fully meet the views of any section : 
of Woman’s Suffrage Party.’ Every¬ 
thing was prepared, including sboaf of 
spoeches. Even when urgency of Coal 
Strike made ’ necessary • immediate 
legislative action Premier loft un¬ 
touched the Rights 'of Woman to to¬ 
day's silting. , in ordor to keep the 
pledge it was proposed that Coal Mines 
Bill should be rushed through so that 
it might leave the Commons last night. 

Arrangement embodied in Premier's 
Resolution dealing with business of-the 
week. Enter Leader of Opposition 
with demand for day’s interval between 
Introduction and Second Reading. 

“ What,’*' ho scornfully "asked, “ has 
the House of Commons to do with 
oithcr promoters or opponents of Con¬ 
ciliation Bill?” ■' - 

Premier struggled for some time 
against pressure thus brought to bear 
upon him. Personally desirous of 



CutmcHiu. . 

(Wissrox flnds Wm»lf totywit of 
appUmbotu Benches opposite.}. 







Suffragette. ‘‘I dicky anyone to xmii a held ok eniucayoik in wiidti *ti:n mj not un hue mum: cox.niiei:\riu.N than women !'' 
Voice from Crated. “What about the bally ballet <" 


having question submitted to House looked ut him ono could not but admire | So it was written on the charge-sheet, 
at earliest possible moment. Every the man. Standing there in the:in all the narrowness of conventional 
day that passes minimises effect of splendour of his muscular prime, his' phrasing! How pitifully inadequate 
Suffragette outrage, more effective than mighty veined hands clasped in a! we felt the phraso to l>o! What life- 
ordered speech in spoiling chances of quiescent pose, his great strength ] forces yet unsounded lie behind each 
any measure giving votes to women, balanced in an attitude of dogged in-jcommon act! The woman perhaps 
Senso of House however with Honshu, difference, ho forced upon the most had betrayed him by a sympathy too 
Woman’s opportunity meanly filched casual observer a profound train of j restricted for the needs of this massive, 
with promise of restoration by-and-by. reflection—reflections on the grandeur .primal, treo-like being. And was no 
BminesH done.— Coal Mines Bill of intellect subdued to sinew, of mind: voico to bo raised now to plead indul- 
dealt with in Committee. merged in mass. ! genee for those vagaries which are 

c —.- This man, with llio far-off look in'surely Nature's ' .vn? .... As the 

COURT SITTING. his vitieons eyes, cast upon me that judge passod sen.euco ami William 

[An essay in Bill-Sikeolovy, after the emotional unspeakable glamour of the criminal, Hikes puckered his mouth at the 
method of The Daily Omphie.\ classes. 1 felt that lie was a Power, a relentless verdict, I sat motionless 

A hush fell on the assembled com- Prime Cause, llis presence in the!under the spell of a masterful por- 

pany. A man who was eating an crowded room made other men appear sonality. Throe months with hard 

orange lot it fall noisily to the floor, small. The personality of magistrate labour.Outside the court could 

Through the door's at tho further end and clerk faded before this sen of be beard tho i .milled roll of vehicles, 
of the cotut entered a stalwart figure, untamod Nature. I mused, as I felt the swish and rumble of taxi-cabs. 

Tho air at once became eleotric. For that all around me must be musing, Newsboys were shouting their final 

it was William Sikes, labourer,charged upon what this creature might have scores. And William Hikes passed 
with violence towards the woman he been. The soul is the plaything of its slowly, with confident step, through 
had made his wife. ,He was between environment. And yet what petty those dark swinging doors—a son of, 
two warders, advancing, amid a tense man-made charge was this brought toil going forth undaunted to his 
silence, tow aids the dock. As one against him? “Beating his wife.” labour. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

" Milestones." 

The three Acts of Milestones are 
dated 1860,1885 and 1912. Of these 
throe periods I can only claim to know 
the last intimately. I do not regret it; 
for this play by Mr. Arnold Bennett 
and Mr. Edward Knoblauch leaves 
me quite contested to belong to the 
twentieth century. Superior as 1 think 
the clothes, the hairdressing, the fur¬ 
nishing, and other outward arts of 
. 1912 to those of 1885 or 1860, my 
evening at tho Royalty convinced me 
that the present day showed a still 
greater superiority in tho matter of 
playwriting. Could anything so goM 
as Milestones have come out of 1885 
or 1860? Whether it could or not, it 
cortoinly didn't. 

Of course, a dramatist writing in 1912 
of evonts which happened in 1860 can: 
get considerable advantage from his' 
later kuowledgo. When John lllicad 
and Samuel Sibley, partners in au iron 
works, quarrel over John’s vision of a 
future in which iron ships take the 
place of wooden, tho scone is tho moro 
offoctivo from the fact that the audience 
knows what tho future holds. But this 
knowledge must ho used with care. It 
would not he fair to hold up to mock- 
ory overy hit of old Toryism which has 
gono wrong. The 1906 remarks of the 
most progressive of us about aeroplanes 
could be laughed at in a 1916 farce. 
In this respect tho authors show a 
proper restraint; they do not work for 
tho cheap laugh. The lesson that they 
aro out to teach is not that times 
change, but that human nature remains 
much the same through it all. 

Ono might almost call Milestone : 
another “ lesson for fathers." it shows 
two families growing from youth to 
old age; but the dominating figure 
throughout is John liliead. I think 
the middle-aged and old would do 
well to study tho development of 
Tthcad ; it would help them to realise 
that inasmuch as thoy aro at odds 
with the youth of to-day they are at 
odds with their own youth of yours ago, 

The acting was masterly all through. 
Tho players were put to an unusually 
difficult test; they hud to represent 
two, or in uomo cases three different 
people who were yet the sarao porson. 
Mr. Dennis Eadie and Miss HaidEe 
Wright in particular gave remarkable 
performances. Miss Evelyn Weeden 
only appeared in two Aots. She was 
the image of a Du Mauhieh girl in 1885, 
and quite the modern mother in 1912. 
In both scenes she acted finely. But, 
indeed, all the acting was good; 1912 
has nothing to learn from any other 
year about that. 


My heartiest thanks to the authors 
for writing and to Messrs. Vedrenne 
and Eadie for producing this play. 

A now curtain-raiser at the Hay- 
market gave wiser people than myself 
an excuse for seeing Bttnly Pulls the 
Strings for the 300th time. I look the 
opportunity of seeing it for the first 
timo. if there is anybody else in 
London or the provinces as careless 
of true art and humour as I had 
shown myself to be up to last Tues¬ 
day', then let him take warning front 
this. I fear I have noglected liunty 
too long to have any right to praise 
her now, but I should be very sorry not 





Jilin The.i.l (//,.• "Tine fellows, fill 

nr,tiling like vlnit 1 wus at tlu-ir aga." 

The Three John Hlw'iJs ... Mr. lluxsis F.uhk. 

to have dropped my mite into the over¬ 
flowing plain which Wecluvi holds for 
her. So let me just say that she and 
her friends gave mo the happiest 
evening 1 have over spent in a theatre. 

M. 

THE SWUNG Pl'ItYEYuR. 

Yor may not have observed it, hut 
Spring has not come this year. I ig¬ 
nore your boastings about your gardens. 
1 maintain that a glance at your daily 
paper will show you that spring is not 
boro. Aro the robins building in pillar¬ 
boxes? Arc tho hop-shoots growing 
at tho lato of six inches per day? 
Where is the tree-pipit ? And tho reed- 
bunting ? You surely have missed tho 
reed-bunting! What has become of 
the barred umber moth ? Is the tooth- 
wort in flower ? Has the mole-cricket 
churred ? 

You must admit that you don't know. 
Why? Because the coal-strike has 
crowded me out. There is no room for 
the purveyor of -spring. Eor years I 
have heralded to you the coming of the 
cheerful season. You must have read 


hundreds of my bright little pars about 
the reed-bunting as you whirled through 
the Tube to business. How often have 
you read in March, "Walking in my 
garden this evening I was delighted to 
hear tho cheerful churring of the molo- 
cricket—surest sign of the advent of 
Spring." You shared my uncertainty 
as to whether the mole-cricket were 
bird, beast or insect, but you must 
admit that little par gave you a whiff' 
of the country and made you think 
about buying a new straw hat. 

And now tho editors send back the 
tree-pipit, the barred umber moth, and 
oven the reed-bunting (this is the 
unkin Jest out of all, for the reed-bunt¬ 
ing has paid my rates for yoars), and 
demand something topical. I am re¬ 
duced to this lamentable stylo of nature 
note:— 

The Strike in the Country. 

Residents in the Feu districts view 
tho prospect of a coal shortage with 
comparative calm. Acres of dry reeds 
—the choice resorts of tho rood-bunt¬ 
ing - are being cut, and, after being 
stacked for a time, make au excellent 
household fuel. 

One is uncertain whether to attri¬ 
bute to the prevalent labour unrest tho 
fact, vouched for by more than ono 
naturalist, that the neck of tho wry¬ 
neck is wryer than ever this season. 

Now varieties of fuel are in great 
request, and more than one naturalist 
has suggested that tho oil-beetle (Cam- 
lms), so common in country lanes at 
this season, might lie used for heating 
purposes. Provided that a sufficient 
quantity could be obtained there is no 
doubt that tho oil in this variety of 
bcctlo would possess excellent burning 
qualities. 

The growth of the hop-shoots in my 
garden--ono increased 5'432 inches 
yesterday—reminds ono that refuse 
hops treated with 3 per cent, of their 
weight iu petroleum make a very hot 
fuel, suitable for bakers' ovens. 

Tho churring of the mole-cricket as 
it burrows in tho ground—surest sign 
of the advent of spring -makes one 
hope that wo shall soon hear the cheer¬ 
ful song of the minor as ho proceeds to 
his underground burrowing. [Perhaps 
a little far-fotched, but the mole-cricket 
has been a faithful friend to me for so 
long, and I will not desert him in his 
hour of trial.] The destruction of a 
huge number of old pollard trees for 
fuel in the country districts makes one 
doubt whether the tree-pipits will And 
sufficient building accommodation. It 
would indeed be one of the saddest 
results of the industrial unrest if it re¬ 
sulted in tbe destruction of this most 
interesting species. 
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.Vywi'/.MiWil {who lam Iwn tlixi'Hdsiiitt v'ith Iwly the qtti'.sliou «l tnvinii id ilic liiiiltimj-Jnii’}. .NOW Sl’I'I'u-lNO YOU WEIIE ALONE Willi 
llfil'Mis, WOUI.II YOU ‘TAKE os' A I’l.ACE I.IKB THAT?" 

huh /. “Well—I woui.u -w there was another woman there." 


[And profitable species. Anyono can 
write about a thrush, but it takes an 
authority to do justico to the tree-pipit.] 

The removal of the smoke-cloud 
which usually hangs over the Northern 
industrial districts has had a curious 
effect on insect life. Several naturalists 
roport that the barred umber moth in 
those localities is distinctly lighter in 
colour this year. 

And the tooth-wort-■> 

But 1 could not drag the tooth-wort 
in. And that is the real motivo of this 
article - -to reassure the anxious public. 
The tooth-wort is flowering or laying 
its eggs or digging its burrow precisely 
as usual. _ 

From "Books Received" in The Law 
Tines: — 

"Adam on Woman amlCViin-," 

Woll, he ought to know, 

, A “ well-known member of the House 
of Commons ” writes to The Standard: 

“ The walrus in (filbert's famous 1 Bub Ballad' 
is said to have ‘deeply sympathised' with the 
oysters.” 

We deeply sympathise with the M.P. 
who has never heard of Lbwis OiBrtoi.fi. 


T1IE GARDENER'S CAT. 

Thk gardener’s cat’s called Miguonotte, 
She liatcs the cold, sho hates tho wet, 
She sits among the hothouse flowers 
And sloeps for hours and hours and 
hours. 

She dreams she is a tiger fierce 
With great majestic claws that pierce, 
She sits by tho hol-water pipes 
And dreams about a coat of stripes; 

And in her slumbers she will go 
And stalk the sullen buffalo, 

And when lie roars across the brako 
She does not wink, she does not wake. 

It must be perfectly immense 
To dream with such magnificence, 

And pass the most inclement day 
In this indeed stupendous way. 

She dreams of India's sunny climo, 

And only wakes at dinner-time, 

And even then she does not stir 
But waits till milk is brought to her. 

How nice to be the gardener’s cat, 

She troubles not for mouse or rat, 

But, when it's coming down in streams, 
She sits among the flowers and dreams. 


The gardener's cat would be tho thing, 
llcr dreams are so encouraging; 

She dreams that sho's a tiger, yet 
Sho's just a cat called Mignonettel 

* *• a 

The moral’s this, my little man— 
Sleep 'neath life's hailstones when you 
cau, 

And, if you 're humble in estate, 

Dream splendidly, at any rate! 


A Dutch nurseryman has been get¬ 
ting £23 a bulb for a new gladiolus, 
lie now spells it Glad Eyo. 

- j 

"Mr. Edward Y. Wilberu is at Shcpheaid'a 
ii fter a tw u months trip to the Soudan and Upper 
Egypt. Ho aces a great improvement in Egypt 
since his last visit in lflOl, finds hotels bettor 
here than on the Riviera in Europe and as good 
as l’alrn Beach, Florida. Finds climate here 
better, and the tourists and travellers one meets 
are more intelligent brighter, greater students, 
than any Winter resort elsewhere. Hepredicts 
a great future for Egypt under Lord Kitchener 
and 11.11. the Khedive. He sails for England 
March 18th by the S. S. Arabia." 

Eyyptian Morning Kan. 

It is a fateful week for England. .We 
hope he will not be disappointed with 
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nun anniriMn.rtrcire Among tfae more modest philosophic observers of life of 

„ J? ,7° c , , ° FFK 7‘ , , to-day none has for foibles a quicker eye than Captain 

(By Mr. 1 uneh s Staff of Learned Clerks.) Uabby Graham or a moro ingratiating and tolerant way of 

It is the genial calm cf Mr. W. E. Norris that has recording them. As a general rulo ho sets forth his dis- 
niade mo his Constant Header, lie refuses to got excited, coveries in verso (Thalia and tho Army having over been on 
Ilo devises situations winch would mako tho Brothers terms), but his new book, which is a very mine of social 
Mru.vir.LE leap about screaming with joy; and, instead of saliro, is in prose The Be.rfcrl Gentleman (Arnold), with 
holding them and hammering them into tho reador, dis- pictures by Mr. Lewis Baumeii. Tn this work most of tho 
misses them in a few easy sentences and goes on quietly humours of male life in leisured circles are touched off, 
with his story. The effect of this restraint is delightfully with here and there a truism that is none the loss forcible 
soothing. After some of tho hooks 1 have boon reading for having occurred independently to the reader, although 
lately, Paul’s Paragon (Constable) fell upon my senses he had not the wit to set it down; as thus, “ Tho social 
like summer dew. All tho materials are tlioro fora inelo- etiquette of sea-bathing demands that the first person to 
drama, A supposedly dead father returns to life and is enter the vasty deep shall take a quite disproportionately 

wiped out hy an earthquake ; a husband discovers the hero optimistic view of tho temperature of the water.” 

in nis wife's company in thoroughly compromisingcircum- - 

stances; tho heroine, engaged to another, suddenly finds Their cigarettes were poised in their shapely hands, their 
that she loves Hie hero; a ---- -glances were ominous and 


swindler,alter seventeen years, j 
moots his dupe, and is un¬ 
masked. Yet not once is Mr. 
Nonius thrown out of his 
easy stride, lln declines to, 
bocomo cheap. 1 have hardly ; 
over read a review of any of 
Mr. Nourish hooks in which' 
tho adjective “polished" did, 
not occur, and 1 cannot keep 
it out of this one. Pant's 
Paragon is polished. Tho i 
characters are built up wit li an ' 
effortless skill that makes 
them living men and women. 
There are no crudities. His 
hero has faults, and the nearest 
approach to a villain, the 
hero’s father, has virtues. And 
so with all the other charac¬ 
ters. They act naturally and 
they talk naturally. Even 
about the earthquake there! 
is a well-bred air, as if it had 
been at a public school. 

In taking a “select" coach-; 
ing establishment near Geneva 1 



- glances wero ominous and 
j their gestures sinister, their 
fingers twitched convulsively, 
[and now and then they 
murdered each other; for the 
j most part, however, their 
! faces wore inscrutable expres¬ 
sions. So much for tho men 
| in An ten of tliii Alps 
(Methuen). The Jodies wero 
only two in number, hut 
! what they lacked in quantity 
| they made up in quality, for 
; they were overpowcringly 
j beautiful, and ready, upon an 
I instant's notice, to lovo with 
i a burning passion that should 
! never falter. The splendid 
] Cali met was, T admit, a little 
credulous towards the end, 
and allowed herself to ho 
put off hor climax of love by 
such an unautlientiealed re¬ 
port of Richard St. Auhjn’s 
past as hor lifelong associa¬ 
tion with liars and assassins 
should have taught hor either 
to disbelieve or to overlook. 
But no doubt her nerves 




a*a « wvnsw wami- , lO UlSUeUGYB OV L-O OVCViOOK. 

ing establishment near Geneva 1 Hiot.RAPHiCAIi BY-WAYS. B u t n0 t | ou ] jt j lcr ncrves 

for the scene of her story, ! c °‘-~ ™ trick bm n» had bocn s i, akeu by the 

Miss Alexandra Watson has.———-- —... - breathless and dastardly iu- 

— as far as I know — struck new ground. Denham’s (Smith, j cidcnls of tho previous three hundred pagos. Certainly 
Elder) is, at any rate, a variation of tho ordinary school'mine were, and yet it was impossible to pause for a 
story, and, instead of seeing tho hero piling up conturios moment and calm oneself. I do not quarrel with Mr. 
and kicking an incredible number of goals, we actually find W. Victor Cook for the manner of his story. My com- 
liirn thinking moro about his caroor than about athletics, plaint is that, having done with tho schemes and plots 
Ronald Lewis was under a cloud when ho went to Den- and hairbreadth escapes of the young and irresistible 
ham’s, for Denham himself was the snobbiest of snobs, and Englishman abroad, I find the life I have to live at home 
Ronald was admittod on reduced terms, flow tho boro so complex, hy contrast, and yet so lukewarm, so devoid of 
battled against his troubles and ultimately conquered them elemental passions, and, all tho present crises notwith- 
is told with a clear perception of both tho joy and the standing, so monotonous. 

pathos of boyhood. In fact, I would praise this tale with- — —. . ■ . - 

out reserve if I could beliovc in tho master, Mr. Price, who „ r . 

exercised such an extraordinary influence over his pupils; ... , . „ 

but Mr. Price is more than I can swallow without protest. Ml “~ Thc — 1 ***** touk Bulletin. 

a i h f y tt a P S in , from cat |?" 100 Wo would have gone there for them if the little town bud 
grapes he said drily, “I wont improve tho occasion. n «f been sn full 

Gluttony brings its own punishment. ... It’s strange D ' —- 

that somo people invariably interpret freedom as a per- 11 Owner only wiling to buy heavy twin for sidecar. No offers,” 
mission to make beasts of themselves." What this bov „ Met. in “Motor Cyele.” 


illy wanted was not trite maxims but something like If the gentleman will tell us his ago, we will look out for 
Ptesence of ginger. one for him. • 


one for 1 
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CHARIVARIA. 

It is interesting to note what will 
cause a sensation to-day, by reason of 
its novelty; in this country. A Labour 
Member caused one in tbe House of 
Commons last week by stating that 
one’s citizenship ought to be higher 
than one's trade-unionship, and with 
him it would be. 

* 

Mr. Kino, who has been writing in 
The Express on the Labour Mombors, 
will, if ho is not careful, get himself 
disliked. Take tho following passage: 
—“This twentieth century—off the 
stage—is rather b urred as to types. 


Some artists have a pretty conceit of 
themselves. We liave received an 
invitation from ono of them requesting 
the pleasure of showing us his pictures 
from 2.30 to 6. Wo might be able to 
hold out for 10 minutes, but for three 

hours and a half- 

.*. «•» 

'I* 

By the way, if tho strike proceeds, 
good times for artists aro prophesied. 
As fuel gets scarcer there is little 
doubt that painters in oils, at any rate, 
will ho ablo to dispose of their works 
at last. ... ,, 

A certain amount of sympathy, but 
not too much, is being expressed for 


Some burglars who entered an Ilford 
house last week consumed many bottles 
of beer they found there, and in conse¬ 
quence overlooked a box containing 
cash and jewellery. Temperance advo¬ 
cates, wo hear, intend to make capital 
out. of this by bringing the facts to 
the notico of burglars throughout tho 
country. _. * 

What a fall was there, my country¬ 
men ! “ Harry Lawrence, an ox-soldier, 
whoso movements in Devonport Dock¬ 
yard aroused suspicion, was charged at* 
Devonport yesterday with espionage, 
but no evidence on this accusation was 
offered, and ko ho was just sentenced 


feai i - m mm* 


lx VIEW OF TUB lllMLOi'ATiOX OF TUB TRAIN SERVICES AXI) CONSEQUENT 1>1S VIT01NTMENT OF MANY WOI’T.I) TIB RACE-fJOERS IT IS 

proposed ro rux a Shiino Handicap from Trafamjar Square io Liidiiatb Circus ox Kistkr Monday, provided sufficient 

FOUR-W11EEI.F.RS CAPABI.K OF ACCOMPI.1SHIXO THE DISTANCE CAX BE FOUND TO ENTER. 


For instance, many modem burglars 
whom I havo seen might have been 
taken for Sunday School superinten¬ 
dents rather than burglars; and this is 
true of tho Houso of Commons.” 

, Sergeant Kir, lick, of tho Surrey 
County Constabulary, has, in less than 
twelve months, been responsible for 
136 motorists being fined for exceed¬ 
ing the speed limit at Swan. Corner, 
Leatherbead; and the Sergeant's 
chances of having his memory im¬ 
mortalised by the erection ol a statue 
at the Royal Automobile Club are 
growing worse every day. 

s|« 4 

The Evening News claims to have 
discovered the tiniest dog in London. 
Its weighs 111). 8^07,8. But what wo 
would' like to knew is. this: Does it 
‘blfobr does it’sting? 


ono of the Ai.r.r.x gang of American 
bandits, who was so unfortunate as to 
fall into a vat of boiling whiskey at 
his illicit distillery’, suffering injuries 
which greatly facilitated his capture 
by the police. * 

It was thoughtless of The Daily 
Chronicle to entitle a reviow of a re¬ 
cently published book of travol, Islands 
of the Sun. We shall have Germany 
after them. t . * 

* 

Bookmakers have beon ordered to 
loave Bile bofore the 1st of May, It 
will be remembered that some months 
ago they were turned out of Holland. 
A dear old lady with literary leanings, 
touched by the wanderings of these 
modem Ishmaels, now offers to houso 
six of the outcasts in her cottage upon 
proof of blameless pasts. 


to fourteen days’ imprisonment for 
stealing an umbrella." 

A Bill has been introduced in the 
Legislature of Maryland to legalise 
lynching. If this is passed, it will 
undoubtedly put an end to much 
lawlessness. 

From “ Etiquette Queries " in Home 
Chat :— 

“My brother lias ten asked to play golf out¬ 
side London by a City friend, and hu wants to 
know bow lie should dress. jinmecr. A Tough 
tweed coot or Norfolk jacket uiidpants, puttees 
round his legs, thick I loots, andT a cloth cap. 
He most remember he may need an extra wrap 
for cold days.” 

Inside London, of course, the proper? 
costume is bowler hat, grey sweater, 
chest-protector and spurs—a pair, of 
puttees, on cold days, being worn 
round the neck. 
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THE FAITHFUL TRUANT. 

Tn rue are who love—I love them too— 

Tho golden borders of the tideless sea, 

The sudden glint of sapphire hluo 

Where the way winds by little hollowed coves; 
And pine-woods folded in the lee 
Of the red hills that laugh on Valcscure, 

And green of Menton's terracod olive-groins 
And all that Teuton-haunted Cldtc d’Azur. 

And there are those—my taste is theirs 
. (In moderation) who delight to mote 
From Monlo up to purer airs, 

By Agol's beetling zigzag, full of tricks ; 

Or from Castillon’s eyjio float 
To far Sospollo’s watered vale—and all 

To play tlieir homely game of pills and sticks, 
Which lacking, Paradise itself would pall. 

Some praise Provence, and so do I. 

Avignon likes me, that superb retreat 
Of Holiness in exile, high 

Over tho flood-rent bridge whose ancient floor 
Rang to tho circling tknsc's heat; 

And Arles, whose women stole her conqueror's heart, 
And Nfmes where none hut. Vandals may ignore 
Tho fierco mosquitos and the ltomnn's art. 


(livo mo tho Languedoc vincland soil, 

Russets and roans and browns and velvet gro\ s, 
Whoso mirth already counts the spoil 

Of Autumn's purple vats-you never guessed 
The earth could snide so many ways; 

And, at the road's end, as the dusk comes on, 
Sudden and stark against a fiery west 
The towers and bastioned walls of Carcassonne! 


I But best I love—or, if J don’t, 
j I ought to- London at the lirst of Spring, 

[ To-day less grimy than her wont 

Thanks toLho mine-strike. Home from those fairlands 
Which I have sought (above) to siug, 

For London still must glow this patriot soul, 

As yonder ash to which f strotch iny hands, 

Being my lust lone lump of kitchen coal. 

0. S. 


■ • • Sin- lo ]«nil (l’Avig.dii. 

On y dniisc, tons on I'cnnl ."—Old Smuj. 


A KING IN EXILE. 

It was at the tfoo that I had tho honour of meeting His 
Majesty'the King Penguin. When I first saw him, ho 
was standing, absorbod in meditation, by the margin of tho 
Sea-lions' Pool, lie hold his pinions slightly behind 
him, and his general altitude, together with his pearl-grey 
coat and somewhat protuberant white waistcoat, was, as 
I suspect ho was fully aware, quite strikingly suggestive 
of the Emperor NatoIiKon at St. Helena. 

Tho larger Sea-lion was lying on an overhanging rook, 
endeavouring by iuoessunt barks to convey to its Keeper, 
just then engaged in conversation with a follow-official, 
that tho Public (represented by mo on this occasion) would 
be highly gratified by witnessing tho agility with which it 
could catch fish. 

This behaviour evidently struck King Penguin, who 
enjoys a fixed allowance from Government of twenty-four 
fresh herrings a day, as lacking both in dignity and self- 


restraint. Ho regarded tho Sea-lion with a half-shut 
supercilious eye. • 

Presently the Keeper approached the enclosure, and the 
unseemly haste with which both Sea-lions wallowed 
through the water and flopped open-mouthed towards the 
bars still further disgusted their royal fellow-captive. It 
is true that King Penguin also made a forward movement, 
but this was merely in gracious recognition of a favourite 
retainer. He would rather have starved than sue to him 
for fish! 

Ignoring the Sea-lions’ importunities, much to King 
Penguin’s satisfaction, the Official inquired if I would like 
to bo presented to His Majesty, an offer which I of course 
accepted, though not without secret misgivings as to the 
manner of my reception. So I was taken through a gate, 
and instructed lo remain at tho end of a path until tho 
ex-Monarch was headed and turned in my direction. His 
advance was leisurely, which gavo mo time to note tho 
brilliancy of his canary-yellow gills, tho effective patch of 
salmon-rod on his under-beak, and the rich orange glow 
that flushed his throat, and faded into warm ivory-whilo on 
his imposing paunch. He tnrno.l his head from side to side 
as ho walked, with an interest in every other object but 
myself that was perhaps intended to impress me with a 
sense of my own utter insignificance. If so, I can only say 
it succeeded. His gait would be even more majestic but 
for a slight tendency on the part of the royal toes to turn 
in, from which one might infer that ho has spent a con¬ 
siderable portion of his earlier life in tho saddlo. 

As ho draw nearer, I hastened to mako way for him with 
a deference that I trust escaped servility, and soon lie stood 
before me, every inch a king, in his commanding stature of 
well over three feet. But he made no effort to put me at 
my case, and my embarrassment heenmo still more painful 
when his Custodian joined us, and, after instructing mo lo 
remove my right glove, invited mo lo lest tho softnoss of 
His Majesty’s hack. 1 did so—tentatively, because this is 
a liberty one would hardly venture upon with even a fallen 
potentate. Htill I can testify that tho royal hack is 
deliciously downy. I daresay I should have gone on strok¬ 
ing it longor had I not received an intimation from the 
ex-Monarcii’s beak—it was a long sharp beak—that bo 
desired these familiarities to cease. They ceased im¬ 
mediately, and he remained aloof and impassivo, whilo his 
attondant gavo mo a fow loading facts from tho King’s 
biography. 

I. learnt that he was a widower, liis consort having 
passed away during tho voyage from his Antarctic realm, 
a bereavement which ho is said to have felt acutely. 
But, if I may judge from his expression, 1 should say that 
Time’s consoling hand has already healed the blow, and 
that His Majosty would bo fully prepared to offor his 
pinion cn secmJes voce* to any Penguin princess who was 
at all oligiblo. Unfortunately, although there are several 
other Penguins on tho premises, they are all undersized 
plobcian birds, so infinitely beneath his notice that he has 
never yet betrayed the slightest consciousness of their 
existence. They are democratic little beggars, however, 
and do not seem to care a hang wliethor ho knows them 
dr not. 

At this stage of the interview there was a regrettable 
misunderstanding which I feared at one time would bring 
it to an untimely close. The King Penguin suddenly con¬ 
ceived the idea that he had been grossly insulted by my 
umbrella, an unassuming accessory who, I hope I need 
hardly say, is absolutely incapable of any impropriety. 
Hardly had 1 ooncluded my apologies before he showed an 
equally unreasonable annovanoe with my overcoat. It 
seems he has a confirmed dislike to any object that flaps 







PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—A war, 3,1912. 


• : ■ WM,' ' ' ■ ;; '.V" 


// 


IV 


1/ 


'i; 

i A* 

i 


■t 

mm 


>'S 


\ \\ |M„ 

'.'•■.•AmOL 

m it 

■: ?:a 
| ! ;;':f| 

,,!i!:!!I 

■■ I f|; 

iiv- 


?!;5| 


.. 

wdmf-nw* 




■ '{ill 

;i|W 




WftS'J 

:j 4 m 

£ U 


/■' ^ '■ 


4« .i'V 

i 1 #, ■* 


W%50: 


'P'Z 


! nl; 




y m 




Siillll;! 


ECLIPSED. 

Cjunckllob of thk Exchequeb. "I’M AFRAID I SHAN'T MAKE MUCH OF A HIT WITH 
THTS. IT’S SURE TO BE CUT OUT BY THE COLLIER PROBLEM PICTURE." 

'■ (The right. lion. gentleman ig under a misapprehension if lie imagines that Mr. Jems Cor.t.iKi: is to exhibit n problem pidmo this year.] 







































































































Jail. “Oi uii coin’ ti.w "avi; a nini.iin' on wrm thin ’on, (Iearuk; Oi can i'vtiti 'i n if 'l. roi.is" 


about, -t is distressing to think how these Sea-lions must 
got on his nerves I 

t was beginning to tool that I had impressed him un¬ 
favourably, and might consider myself dismissed from bis 
presence, whon all at once lie raised his beak, elongated 
ids neck, closed his eyes, and drow several deep breaths. 
This, 1 was informed, to my intense surprise and gratifica¬ 
tion, meant that, as a special mark of favour, lie was 
actually about to unbend so far as to sing to me! I fancy 
it vas a littlo tiling o! bis own, but it was his technique 
that simply olectrilied mo. His compass had so wide a 
range, comprising, as it did, the dolorous screech of the 
peacock predicting vain, the rauaous vivacity of tlio early 
village oock, and the strident roar of a steam-siren, Thero 
can bo no question that, had his lot been cast in a less 
exalted sphere, lie would have won bis spurs in 
modern Gorman Grand Opera. But Fate has willed it 
otherwise. 

At the conclusion of the melody ho not only bowed to 
mo with solemn old-world courtesy, lmt was so condescend¬ 
ing as to oblige again! After which ho bowed to me once 
more—but this time it was merely to signify that the 
audience was at an end, and I withdrew. 

I trust that I may bo pardoned it I have recorded this 
incident with a certain elation. Never liefore lias Royally 
sung to me. I do not think it at all likely that Royalty 
will evor do so again. But the experience will always 
remain firmly imprinted on my memory. 

Even the greatest, however, have their moments of pet¬ 
tiness, and I deoply regret to say that, amicably as His 
Majesty parted from myself, ho still maintained his implac¬ 
able resentment towards my unoffending umbrella! E. A. 


TO A MODERN "LADIES' MAN." 

[Discussing the “1912 ladies’ Wan,” a miter in an evening inner 
declares that he “may he clean shaven, hut lie is alaire all elso ‘manly.’ 
lie is still a 1 Ladies’ Man' because he is ready to assist her (tho modern 
girl) with her schemes."] 

Thomas, they tell mo you arc wont, to follow 
The Flowers of Female Fashion like a bco. 

Sipping their honied tattle, while you swallow 
Pint after pint of tea. 

You don’t remind me, somehow, of a dandy, 

1 like tho firmness of your shaven cheek; 

You look as if your muscles might he handy; 

Your mouth is far from weak. 

And yet the “ Ladies’ Man " was onci, I fear, a 
Person composed of gush and social gas, 

Who, from the* pictures of an oarlier ora, 

Looked like a silly ass. 

Apart from compliments he uttered gaily. 

In manly converse lie was all but dumb; 

While girls regard you, so I gather daily, 

More as a supor-ehum. 

You take an intorcsl in their golf and hockey, 

Discuss the thrilling drama of tho day, 

Or else the “ Vote; ” and if your viows arc rocky 
They like your winning way. 

1 think I know, in fact, how well you carry 
Your manly figure in their gentler life; - , 

And, Thomas, 1 am sure the girl you man y 
Will be a lucky wife. 
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iu nmuinu nc tub mums “ The things that one wears are ready my reach, aadvthe other link almost 

AN UrlmUN ur ire linlols. always at a moment’s notice to immediately joined it. The vpAtw links, 

Chabi.es looked up from his desk, combine against one, providing the of which I keep a supply, supported 
littered with papers, as Our Represent- opportunity is favourable. At the the strikers by withdrawing secretly 
ative entered his chambers. " You momont to which I refer I was dross- from the receptacle in which they live 
want, 1 take it," he said, “ a few words ing for a dinner-party, and had allowed and being nownore discoverable. I real- 
from mo upon the present dispute, to rather too short a t me for the purpose, ised then that a sectional strike was in 


Uur .Representative explained that was any conspiracy or premeditated blackleg labour, instead of settling with 
items of news were for the moment plan amongst them; indeed, I incline to the section on terms. Merely to protect 
scarce, and that individual opinions think that that link refusod to go my own interests I tied up my cuffs with 
were needed to supplement them. through its propor hole out of pure string, but one is not allowed to protect 
“ And why," asked Charles, seeking cussedness and idleness. Unwisely, I one’s own interests nowadays. That I 

ilii. .. 1 _ __I. . i. .1_nil i • i i r -i •, i i i . ' 


flattery, “ havo you selected me ? ’’ 

11 We havo come to the ond of— 
the leading men. . . If I might 
ask you to express a viow, I 
shall hope to reproduce it in 
to-morrow’s issue in a notice¬ 
able paragraph. If you could 
happon to hit on a felicitous 
phrase, expressing jn a short 
form what our readers would 
themselves liko to think, 1 shall 
put it in lioavy typo and mix it 
up with tho headlines. 

"Tho darkest hour,” began 
Charles, after a little thought, 
“is that which precedes the 
dawn.” 

“Quito; but wo have lmd 
that already.” 

“Well then, cn tho wliolo 1 • 
am of opinion that tho proba¬ 
bilities aro-” 

“If possible, kindly avoid 
prophesying. So many have 
tried it and have been shown 
to bo wrong, oven before thoy 


had time to ho forgotten.” 

“ And first," resumed Charles, 
not to ho defeated, "a little 
about myself.” 


Our Kopresenlative smiled. /'’-■» rr/.r js aw*, “It Ai.wwr i:miKsi.v 
“ Is that; inevitable ? " ,,lA ' Eu *» TI1K 1 ' LnK -" 


I tried to force it to do its work, and!should oven attempt to do so was tho 

----- — signal for a sympathetic strike, 

to the magnitude,of which the 
. present stato of national affairs 

P provides no parallel. The collar 

studs vanished, tho collar 
crumpled, tho tie refused point- 
.»'j bla^ikfmall_y ^lie ^ 

there was bloodshed. 1 assure 
you that, at times liko those and 
in these degenerate days agroe- 
| nientsandguarantccsarothrowti 
to the winds. For mark you, 

j “ And what was the net result, 
i tho effect on your immediate 

“1 had to cancel everything 
wV ^.. s ■ - ...and closo down, explaining to 

" my hostess over tho toleplioue 

•‘"'is- ' that tho gravity of tho situation 

(l hud bocoino so marked that I 

Mu. J. II. Tayloii, iviMuiiN'iiM. nx ms liiur is ms ih-i.r was unable to perform my con* 
/'Urn.7*, says, “It aiaiusp Kmihsavr* the uni.ihs -js a tracts.’’ 
iiAM-.u ox ms n.Lit. “And what deduction do you 

It was hie amove iwssaoe that mstn Ueub Wisdt, w ; s h to bo reported as drawing 

THE TAM',US Fl.AUTlST, INTO THE IIEI.II.K THAT UOI K WOULD ... n , ... « 

OOMK witb sATi'iiAi.i.Y to him. with regard to the Coal War ? 


■o' ■** 

v ‘ .vsVIVMA',.* 


Mil. J. II. TaYLoII, COJIMEN'HV. 
Ut/M*. says, “It aiaiosi' nmio 


1 HE OMI1’ IN HIS r.'i 


“My dear Iteprcsontativc,” I * r A ' ,,s 11,E amove tassahk hiat mimeh IJemh wisdt, vvish to bo reported as drawing 
Charles began. . j ,. 0MK , jUnR Nvn „.. u ,; T „ , 1IM . i with regard to tho Coal War ? 

“ Our Representative, I cor- •--- --JI asked, to bring tho matter to 

rented. showed it that I was in some way an ond. 

" Singularly enough," said Charles, dependent on it. Thorcupou the Charlosspoko slowly and importantly 

"I liavo myself just lieen through a matter at once became a griovanco. " Speaking from experience,” lie said 

crisis in my affairs which, though on Metaphorically, that link threw down “ I think that anything may happon." 

rather a largor scalo and of further- its tools and loft work; in actual fact, Time lias shown that he was right, 

reaching results, is yet comparable to it departed under the chest o’-drawers, _________ 

the present struggle in tho industrial not beeauso it liked being there, but in 


Charlos spoko slowly and importantly. 
11 Speaking from experience,” lie said, 


" f/'t tilings lie almit, ami they aro always 


-. . . .. , . ."... * take this advice and leave a spare “ i " 

quite a small way with a pair of sleeve- intonated. lor two lying about pat to tbeprmter’a 

unks—the unintelligible and never ex- " No, Sir. You must know what 1 1 ]iaU( j vex ^ 

plained grievance of one link, in fact, mean." 1 - 

Both takes a little thing to cause a “Quito,” I said; "but Representatives "A huge crowd of men gathered round tlis 
complete chaos m the clothes world, always interject. Frooeed. polire-sutwii, ami many threatoiiiiig epitaphs 

for the relations between the wearer “Instead, I swore and became violent were hurled at tho potioe," 
and thb wearee are always strained." and took steps to enforce my will. Dundee Saturday Fwt 

“You mean,” I said, "that you are Hostile and hitter feelings were at once Probably they didn't even trouble to 
getting fat? 1 ' ■ aroused. The link crept further out of detaoh thorn from their tombstones, 
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THE ENGLISH FUTURIST8, j 

(An Uyll of Spring.) 

When the Frost-King waxes fainter, 
When the fields are starred with 
flowers, 

Oli, it 's I would be a painter 
Through tho soft-lippod April hours! 

Sweet it is to strike the hollow 
Lyre with unrolenting slain; 

Where thou leadest, Muse, I follow 
(Always at your service, ma’am); 

Sweet to sing about the bushes 
Burgeoning in Regent's Park, 

Where the young bud rudely pushes j 
Through the aggravated bark; 

Still at times the old “ hey-noimies ” 
Weary and I ’in fain to be 
One of thoso confounded johnnies 
Painting No. 93. 

Clothed in samite yosler-ruorniug, 
Almost ere T grasped tho pen, 

(Tp tlioy rolled, tho sleep-god scorning, 
Shortly after half-past ten, 

Chatted briefly on tho weather, 

Gauged tho odds of equine sport, 

Tied threo ladders fast together, 

Then discovered them too short. 

Dauntless still they fetched another, 
Still inspired by duty's call, 

Brother aiding stalwart brother. 
Propped the whole against tho wall j 

(Theirs the perfect calm, tho inner 
Sense of peace); that labour dono 
Off they trooped to toy with dinner, 
And returned at half-past ono. 

Seized the brush, and thenceforth 
fervent, 

Pausing not save when thoy held 
Casual converso with a servant, 

Lived for art till fivo was knolled. 

Swoet, swift toilers! with tho catkins, 
With the blackthorn bloom thoy 
came 

(Sont by Messrs. Brown and Atkins) 
And, before the ox-oyes flame, ’ 

Ere tho dog-rose stars the hedges, 

Ere the swallow's nest is lined, 

Mrs. Johnson's window-ledges 
Will be all incarnadined. 

Just to-day I have not seen them, 

But I know their strenuous types, 
Somewhere jokes are cracked betweon 
them, 

Somewhere they are sucking pipes. 

And to-morrow, lest the eyo lack 
Promise of the tints of Juno, 

They will smear a coat of lilac 
Over yester-morn's maroon. 

I 3 it well for me with tabor, 

Pips nr liarp and clownish cap 
Thus th fool while Britons labour ? 
Coasoienoeanswera/f N0, dear chap! ' ’ j 
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POCKETS AT LAST. 

A use ror. the Favmkr Skirt. 


Would I had their stern endeavour! 

Only this 1 do not like: 

They can find no change whatever 
When their union bids them strike. 

Evou. 


“Aim,ii{; them was the Rev. AV. B. Sleight, 
President of the British Deaf and Dumb Associ¬ 
ation, who gave mo several instances of the 
cleverness of the deaf and dumb. ’ 1 was hesi¬ 
tating to crons Oxford-street at a busy time,' 
said Mr. Sleight, ‘ when a deaf and dumb man 
took me by the arm, saying, “Coin# on, I will 
take you across.”’"— western ilornimj Neva. 
But is Mr. Sleight certain that tho 
man who thus addressed hint was deaf 
and dumb? Because, if ho wg,s not, 
the story loses much of its point. 

“Loudon, Teh. 26.—Reuter's correspondent 
at New York, in reply to au inquiry, states 
that ho will s wept a nomination for the Presi¬ 
dency of the United States if it is offered him." 

Natal Mercury. 

So far, however, there has been no real 
rush for him. 


“There is a peculiarity about the lied of coal 
which is worked in I he Thornton Valley, and 
that is that geologically speaking it is below all 
the coal seams that are worked in South York¬ 
shire. in other winds the surface of the earth 
is lower than the coal in South Yorkshire." 

Jlrail/nnt Ikiily Argus. 

Miners who have been ordored moun¬ 
tain air by their doctors should be 
warned, however, that simple as this 
statement appears, there is probably a 
catch in it somewhore. 


Secret History of To-day. 

“Tclicran, March 6.—Tho Persian govern¬ 
ment is greatly disturbed by tho apparent 
incapacity of tho British government to cope 
with the disorders in England and has notified 
the government that the. Caspian Sea squadron 
will leave for Portsmouth unless tho rioting is 
stopped. The Persian fleet is under Tull steam 
ana prepared to start for England at once.” 

Daily Mc.ricai). 

Ho re Badicol Over-Statement*. * 

“Mr, T. Mackenzie, who is a Scotsman,’ ete. 

Westmiutter Gazette. 
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THE THINGS THAT MATTER. 

Ronald, surveying the world from his 
taxi—that pleasant corner of the world, 
St. James's Park—gave a sigh of hap¬ 
piness. The blue sky, the lawn of 
daffodils, tho mist of green upon the 
trees were but a promise of the better 
things which the country held for him. 
Beautiful as he thought the daffodils, 
ho found for tho moment an even greater 
beauty in the Gladstone bags at Ids 
feet. Ilis eyes wandered from one to 
■tho other, and Ids heart sang to him, 
“I’m going away -I ’m going away 
—I'm going away.” 

Tho train was advertised to go at 
2.22, and at 2.2U Ronald joined the 
Easter holiday crowd upon (lie platform. 
A porter put down his luggage and was 
thou swallowed up in a sea ol perambu¬ 
lators and flustered parents. Ronald 
novor saw him again. At 2.10, amidst 
some applause, the train came in. 

Ronald soi/.ed a lost porter. 

“ Just put these in for mo,” ho said. 
“ A first smoker.” 

“ All this lot yours, Sir? ” 

"Tho throe bags—not tho milk-cans,” 
said Ronald. 

It had been a beautiful day before, 
but when a family of sixteen wldeli 
joined Ronald in bis carriage was 
ruthlessly battled out by the guard, the 
sun seemed to shino with a warmth 
more caressing than ever. Even when 
the train moved out of tho station, and 
tho children who had been mislaid 
emerged from their hiding-places and 
were bundled in anywhere by the 
married porters, Ronald still remained 
splendidly alone . . . and the sky took 
on yet a deeper shade of blue. 

He lay back in his corner, thinking. 
For a time his mind was occupied with 
the thoughts common to most of us 
when we go awny—thoughts of all the 
things wo have forgotten to pack. 1 
don’t think you could fairly have 
called Ronald over - anxious about 
clothos. Ho recognised that it was the 
inner virtues which couulod; that a 
well-dressed exterior was nothing 
without some graces of mind or body. 
But at tho same time he did fuel 
strongly that, if you are going to 
stay at a house where you have 
never visitod before, ami if you are 
particularly anxious to make a good 
impression, it is a pity that an accident 
of packing should force you to appear 
at dinner in green knickerbockers and 
somebody else’s velvet smoking-jacket. 

Ronald couldn't help fooling that lie 
had forgotten something. It wasn't 
tho spare sponge; it wasn’t the extra 
shaving-brush; it wasn’t the second 
pair of bedroom slippers. Just for a 
moment the sun went behind a cloud 


as lie wondered if he had included the 
reserve razor-strop; but no, he distinctly 
remembered packing that. 

The reason for his vague fooling of 
unrest was this. He had been inter¬ 
rupted while gott ing ready that after¬ 
noon; and as ho left, whatever he had 
been doing in order to speak to his 
housekeeper he had said to himself, 
“If you’re not careful, you’ll forget 
about that when you come back.” And 
now ho could not remember what it was 
ho had liccn doing, nor whothor ho had 
in the end forgotten to go on with it. 
Was ho selecting his ties, or brushing 
his hair, or- 

The country was appearing field by 
field: the trains rushed through cut¬ 
tings gay with spring (lowers; blue was 
the sky between tho baby clouds . . . 
hut it all missed Ronald. What t •mild 
lie have forgotten ? 

Ho went over the days that were 
coming; he went through all the 
changes of toilet that the Hours might 
bring. He had packed this and this 
and this and this—ho was all right for 
the evening. Supposing they played 
golf? ... He was all right for golf. 
He might want to ride. ... He 
would he aide to ride, it was too 
early for lawn tennis, but . . . well, 
anyhow, he bad put in llannols. 

As ho considered all the possible 
clothos that ho might want, it really 
seemed that ho had provided for every¬ 
thing. If ho liked ho could go to church 
on Friday morning; hunt otters from 
twelvo to ono on Saturday; toboggan 
or dig for badgers on Monday, ilo had 
tho different suits nocessary for those 
who attend a water-polo meeting, who 
play chess, or who go out after moths 
with a pot of Iroaclo. And even, in 
tho last resort, lie could go to bed. 

Yes, lie was all right. He bad 
packed cre.n/thiug ; moreover, his hair 
was brushed and he had no smut 
upon his face. With a sigh of relief ho 
lowered tho window and his soul drank 
in tho beautiful afternoon. "We are 
going away—wo are going away -wo 
are going away,” sang tho train. 

At the prettiest of wayside stations 
the train stopped and Ronald got out. 
There were horses to meet him. 
“ Better than a car,” thought Ronald, 
“ oil an afternoon like this.” Tho 
luggage was collected—" Nothing loft 
out,” lie chuckled to himself, and was 
seized with an insane desire to tell tho 
coachman so; and then they drovo off 
through the fresh grocn hedgerows,' 
Ronald trying hard not to cheer. 

His host was at the door as they 
arrived. , Ronald, as happy as a child, 
jumped out and shook him warmly by 
the hand, and told him what a heavenly 
day it was; receiving with smiles of 


pleasure the news in return that it was 
almost like summer. 

"You ’re just in time for tea. Really, 
wo might have it in tho garden.” 

“ By Jovo, we might," said Ronald, 
beaming. 

llowover, they had it in the hall, 
with tho doors wide open. Ronald, 
sitting lazily with his legs stretched 
out and a cup of tea in his hands, and 
feeling already on the friendliest terms 
witli everybody, wondered again at the 
difference which the weather could 
make to one’s happinoss. 

"You know,” lie said to the girl on 
his right, “ on a day like this, nothing 
seems to matter.” 

And thon suddenly he know that 
ho was wrong; for lie had discovered 
what it was which he had told himself 
not to forget . . . what it was which 
he had indeed forgotten. 

Anil suddenly tho birds stopped 
singing and there was a bitter chill 
in the air. 

And the sun went violently out. 

lie was wearing only lialf-a-pair of 
spats. A. A. AT. 

SOCIAL AND PERSONAL. 

(la the manner of our Dmooalte. 

Dailies.) 

Among the debutantes at forthcom¬ 
ing Courts is the lion. Vinolia Colo- 
Tarr, the youngest daughter of Lord 
Soper, who is, we believe, about eighteen 
years of age. Wo moan, of course, the 
Hon. Vinolia Cole-Tarr, though Lord 
Soper is a wonderfully well-preserved 
man of his years. Both her elder sisters 
are married, tho Hon. Vorbona to Sir 
Windsor Brown, and the Hon. Sapolia 
to Mr. Gibbon Brand. Tho Hon.Vinolia 
Cole-Tarr has for tho most part been 
educated at homo, but is au adept at 
tobogganing which sho studied at 
Grindelwahl under Sir Hunky Lunn 
and otfier experts. 

Society will also give a warm vvolcome 
to the two charming daughters of Lord 
and Lady Mount-Carmol, Miss Concha 
and Miss Auriola Plantigrade. The 
quaint name, Concha, has a very old 
association with the family, as it was 
borne by the ancestress through whom. 
the Plantigrade estates came into the 
Mount-Carmol family in tho days of 
William,the Conqueror. 

•if •»* -it* 

Tho Annual Bazaar in aid of the 
funds of the Liberal Truth League was 
opened on Friday at Washington House, 
St. James’s Place, and was continued 
on Saturday. The stalls, of which 
there were a large number, were ar¬ 
ranged in the splendid private swim- 
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ming bath, which had been thought¬ 
fully depleted for the occasion by Sir 
Alfred Bruno, tho owner of Washing¬ 
ton House. Lady Bruno, who looked 
handsome in a flame-coloured dress 
embroidered with fluorescent bascules, 
presided over the Literature stall with 
her wonted bonhomie, and disposed of a 
vast numbor of her husband’s leaflets, 
“Why I cannot be a Syndicalist ” and 
“ The Economics of Truth.” 

Lady Budley, who wore a black 
volvet coal-scuttle bonnet covered with 
a priceless old lace mob cap, with a 
trellis of diamonds crossing her gold- 
broeadod skirt, worked indcfatigably 
in disposing of a gross of corduroy 
waistcoats. Lady Nutley Custard pre¬ 
sided over a vegetarian restaurant, and 
the Marchioness Pengwyn took charge 
of tho Cafe Chautant, whore sho was 
assisted by Captain (loggin, It. N., M iss 
Lctlico Haladin and tho Hon. Erie 
Tibbotts. 


THE BOAT STRIKE. 

(.1 foreboding for next year.) 

Moke Delay. 

Gloomy Tuns to the Ckisis. 

Tt is now three weeks since tho men 
"downed oars.” Is to-day to be 
another wasted day in the long history 
of the Boat Strike - the Selfish Strike 
which is fast promising to bo the Ruin 
of tho Race? 

The outlook for settlement by agree¬ 
ment is considered almost hopeless. 
Cambridge definitely refuses to con¬ 
cede the principle of the Minimum 
Weight, and Oxford insists that “5” 
and “2” should bo included in their 
boat. 

CONTEUENCES. 

Tho members of tho O.U.B.C. met 
this morning at tho Westminster Palace 
Ilotel to see if some agreement could 
not bo reached on the ‘“narrowed 
points of difference.” No statement 
was issued to tho Press. The repre¬ 
sentatives of the C.U.B.C. met at tho 
same time, and tho friendliest feeling 
prevailed. To tho man on the tow- 
path a Minimum Weight of 10 stone 
for an oarsman (on a sliding seat) does 
not seem unreasonable, and there is 
little doubt that year in year out the 
majority do as a matter of fact weigh 
more than the minimum. 

Cambridge, however, is adamant on 
the point of principle, and Oxford 
equally so on tho inclusion of “ 5 ” and 
“ 2,” and so the doadiock goes on. 

Opinions and Pbophecies. 

Mr. Guy Nickalls: “ I can give no 
hope of an early settlement. The out- 
Iook is decidedly Blue.” 


Mr. R. C. Boubne : “ Wo have won 
before and we will win again." 

Mr. S. D. Muttlkbuuy (Old Cam¬ 
bridge Bluo): “ The position is exactly 
tho samo as it was three weeks ago. 
In my opinion not a blado will touch 
tho water till Oxford gives way. If 
tho Minimum Weight were conceded 
the noxt thing would he a demand for 
a Maximum Weight." 

Tn Few Lines.’ 

On coming out of tho Westminster 
Palace Hotel this morning the cox of 
the Oxford Boat oollidod witii a lady 
in a light bluo dress. Is this an 
onion ? 

Cambridge "favours” are selling 
readily at Id. eaoh in Hammersmith 
Broadway. 


A sympathetic strike of competitors 
for Doggett’s Coat and Badge is con¬ 
templated. A ballot is to be takeu on 
Monday. 

Over foity pcoplo were counted on 
the towpath yesterday doing nothing. 
This number is likely to increase. 

The students of tho Imporial College 
of Science and Technology, South 
Kensington, liavo offered to man tho 
boats should tho strike continue. The 
offer has not been accepted. 

The present Prirao Minister was, it 
is stated, at one time a member of the 
Oxford Union, which is strongly 
supporting tho strike. 

Lateh.— Tho Oxford meif’are strip¬ 
ping preparatory to going out. Is it’ 
Peace ? 
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SHOW SUNDAY. 
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“THE LITTLE 

This was a wisdom that Solomon said 
Jn a garden of citron and roses roil, 

A word ho wove, whom lu» grey apes played, 

In the rhymo he strung for love of a maid ; 

Thus went his learning, most discerning, 

Thus lie sang of his old designs, 

“ Take us the foxes —little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil tlio vines! ” 

(Though Solomon never since ho was horn 
Uad heard the twang of a huntsman's horn, 

Killing his foxes, so I 'll ho hound, 

Without tho help of a horso or hound, 

Still down tho ages, this his sage’s 
Word with gallantcr meaning si dues, 

When we tako foxes, little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines!) 

So when the morn hangs misty now 
Where tho grass shows never a patch of plough, 

Hark to tho cry on tho sprupo-crowiied hill, 

For Solomon's wisdom is working still; 

Hark to the singing voices flinging, 

«* White sterns waving among the pines, ■ \ 

All for the foxes—little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 


FOXES." 

The lift of a cap at tho cover side, 

A thud of hoofs in a squelchy ride, 

And the pack is racing a breast-high scont ' 
[,ike a shadow cloud o'er a windy bent 1 
Customer cunning---full of running, 

Never a moment the game declines; 

Thus are the foxes—little foxes, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 

Ho it's afternoon, and eight miles away 
'Chat heat, dead-weary and stiff with clay 
A tired mask, sot for a distant whin, 

Is turned on Death with a brigand grin! 
There by the paling, wet brush trailing, 
Still he bares them his lips’ long lines; 
So die tho foxes—little foxos, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines. 

Tliis was the wisdom that Solomon made 
In a garden of citron and almug shade, 

That a man and a horse might find them fun 
Wherever the little dog-foxes run, 

, Since .of his meaning we *ve been gleaning,' 
Since wo've altered his old designs, - 
All about foxes—little foates, 

Little dog-foxes that spoil the vines 1 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Kxtbactisd mom tub Diaiiv or Tony, M.P.) j _ • . ,' 'j. 

House of Conmions, Monday, March f ' ■ i 

25.—Second Reading of Consolidated 

Provides one of those cherished oppor- j i '' 1 

tunities for Members to talk at large I ;i:" ‘j 

sun. Would imagino tiiey were puuiped 1 '' ■ : * ' ’ j 

out upon corresponding occasion when ik A 

Address was debated. But Lor’ bless jj&f 

Session dijjging.fresh courses for rivers 

on Speaker occasionally restless^in tho ' yw ■ 

Wedgwood’s amendment, which raises \ A v 

^ (juostion ^of arrest Tom Mann and ^ 

''"j.jj^- 

would lind in morning papers the line, j j 

If ho shouts interruption he will be! . .,.„„„,.. , 

reported verbatim, the more certainly j ,' ’ ’ M ' s '‘ 10R rll Ali l.hs ,1AM ICS FOX. 

in proportion to its ollensivcucss. | . s, " lJ, ''!i ""Lit si <W1. ini|u.itain. Tom ltunc-isli littln jvnonngr '." 

Single-handed, Attornky-Cenkhai, 1 ^ R 1 ' llL ' O'ii'o ,in d |e traditions ol Lin, Hkky and Sm:i:m\\.” -Mr. Juki ah VTeihovooi'. | 

met and routed attack, parrying bind- Attohney-Oeskrai., regretting bo j whither Walter Long moved adjourn- 
geon blows with neatest rapier strokes, was not able to oblige, made baste to 1 moot of debate. 

Incidentally, his speech brought iuto turn discussion into another channel, i •• Whilst Conference is still sitting, 
strong light tho sullen wrath of Ulster Business dour .—Consolidated Fund its decision, as hir us House knows, j 
growling under sense of mortal jujury. Bill read second time. j undetermined, what is the use of dis- 

Jieferoncc made to dispatch of troops Tuesday. -- A memorable sitting,icussing tho Bill?" ho shrewdly asked, 
to keep order m Belfast. Devlin marked by swift movement of dramatic j Even as ho spoke Premier liastily 
insisted that succour had been brouglit interest. Appointed business, con- j entered from behind Speaker’s Chair, 
to the city against wishes of promoters sideration of final stages of Coal .Mines Mis coming greeted with grateful cheer 
of Homo Eulo meeting harangued by Bill. Everyone conscious of fact that, ifrom thronged House whose feelings, 
Winston. whilst formalities were gone through 1 highly pitched, might not much longer 

If wo had been allowed to deal under Speaker's oyo, the roal issue wai! hear the strain. Alack! tho Premier’s 
with the opposition,” he added, in- being fought out behind closed doors j message smothered last flash of flicker- 
stinclively, perhaps unconsciously, in room of Foreign Office. There the u’ng hope. 

turning up culls of coat-sleoves, “ tho Prime Minister and representatives of i “I can say for myself and my col- 
troops would not have boon required.” Mastors and Men were assembled in leagues,” 1m declareif in voice threaten- 
This too much for Captain Ckato. final effort to close a struggle involving ing to break in a sob, “(hat we have 
Novel’ a coat trailod on ground before hungered misery for millions of men, exhausted our powers of persuasion, 
him that is not straightway jumped women and children. argument and negotiation.” 

■Pft. ,F p I 1 ? sprang. Situation peculiar. In duo order Members looked on with generous 

Sir, said ho, 11 if tho Attorney- Coal Alines Bill was called on. But sympathy at exceptionally strong man 
vrENBRAii will provido us with tho the Premier's seat was still unoccupied, struggling with emotion. Infewgvace- 
opportumty sought for by the Hon, Tho fateful message he would convey ful sentences Bonner voiced ‘general 
Memmr he will find there is no question was unspokeu. After fitful attempts to feeling, declaring amid choers that “ no 
ot bluff about it at all.’’ cany on discussion that could lead no- one could have dono his best with 


% 
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I LAXSBllRV MISTAKES HIS MAX 

I Comrades I.ANSBL'itr, AVu.t, Tiihv.sk and Co. find their usual sli-eil-eoiuer im-lluids wholly 
ineffectual to shift the Aitokxhy Ckxer.u. from the discharge of a plain duty. (Wo trust 
his hearing will not. bo permanently affected by the amount of hellmving he has had to submit to.) 
(Mr. I.anmmkv and Sir Urns Isaacs.) 


more earnestness or with more sincere! 
wislt for the good of tlio country on 
the whole titan the l'msin Minjstkii.” i 

Thereupon the House with charac¬ 
teristic flexibility turned to husiness,! 
anil beforo it rose at oarly morn bad 
read the Mines Bill a third time and 
sent it on to tho wakeful Lords. 

Business done .—Coal Conference 
finally broken down, Mines Bill read 
a third timo by 213 votes against 48. 

Thursday .— Craig (not the gallant 
Captain,but CHABLRsCritTK'K.Moinlier 
for South Antrim) lias unearthed fresh 
iniquity on part of a banal Government. 
Appears that, a vacancy presenting it¬ 
self in ofliee of Sergeant-Instructor at 
tho Royal Hibernian Military School, 
Dublin, Colour-Sergeant II. Moore 
applied for and was appointed to the 
post, being, Charles Curtice says, “ at 
tho time a Roman Catholic." 

1’hrase soems to suggest avowedly 
temporary condition of religious con¬ 
viction. Odd on the face of it; turns 
out to be justified by result. According 
to Chabi.es Curtice's interesting nar¬ 
rative Colour-Sergeant Mooun entered 
upon his duties on 25th May, 1910. 
On the 1st November, 1911, "having 
in the meantime become a Protestant," 
ho received notice terminating his 
engagement, ‘in tho meantimo," in¬ 
definite in point of date, subtly conveys 
idea of militara 1 promptness and pre¬ 
cision in the rignt-about-faco. Probably 
C6lour-f3orgoara Moobe was brought 
over by closer study of the gentleness 


and charity of Protestantism as prac¬ 
tised in Belfast, However that be, 
Ulster wauls to know why Ibis thing 
is thus ? 

Under-Secretary ok War makes 
timid answer to effect that Sergeant- 
instructor at this school lias always 
been a Catholic, and that suitablo pro¬ 
vision was elsewhere niado for the 
convert. Charles Curtice obliged to 
accept answer for moment; hut more 
will lie heard of the matter. 

Business done .—The Suffragette 
though in prison yet speaketli. Last 
year, Bill designed to bestow suffrage 
upon women, read second time with 
overwhelming majority of 167. To-day, 
the IIouso, having meanwhile hud fresh 
and fuller experience of what happens 
when Lovely Woman stoops to politics, 
throws out the same measure by 
majority of 14. Titus are the shop 
windows in tho Strand and further 
West avonged. Decision tho more 
significant sinco in exceptionally 
crowded House division was taken 
after unloosing of Party bonds. 

Friday. .Curious how an incident 

intrinsically unimportant sometimes 
leads to gravo issues. Take for example 
tho little affair of Isaac Newton and 
tho apple. Had Isaac not happened to 
be under a certain tree at a particular 
moment when the apple was ripe to 
fall, wer might to this day, ignorant of 
bearings ol Law of Gravitation, been 
wondoring hpw we can keep our feet 
on the surface of a sphere hurrying 


through spaed at reckless speed. In 
a way it's the same with Lane-Fox j 
and those thirteen pigs, late resident, 
on the farm of Mr. Dodson of Sprot- 
borough. ■ 

It was so far back as August that 
these pigs with a weird history first 
strayoa within ken of Member for 
Barkston Ash, West Riding. When¬ 
ever, as not infrequently happens, Lane- 
Fox trots thorn out—or, to be more 

{ recise, invokes their wraiths— the < 
louse, possibly discovered in moment 
of lethargy, displays keonest interest. 
Whether from cultured art or casual 
oversight Lane-Fox is always distantly 
allusive in his reference to details in 
the career of the pigs. As Jeames's 
birth was “ wrapped in a mistry," so 
tho death of the Spratborough pigs 
—if indeed they he dead—is enveloped 
in haze. Lane- Fox's most precise 
reference is found in the phrase “re¬ 
ported to have died or been destroyed 
or buried.” Whether ho knows more 
and is desirous of sparing the IIouso 
a shook is a secret he will carry back 
! with him in brief Raster Recess to the 
1 Barkston Ash Division, West Riding. 

L.-F. never was what may bo called 
unduly sprightly in manner. Effect of 
this obscure tragedy, brooded over day 
and night, lias been to invest him with 
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monumental gravity, to endow him 
with a funereal voice, that make, 
Anbtottbeb-Gbay’b flesh creep, a 1 
practice cultivated, it will bo remem¬ 
bered, by a younger hut equally plump 
person in days that arc no more. 

Business aonc .-~Royal Assent given 
to Mines Bill. 


ELEGANTHE ARBITKI. 

The weavers of Franco havo been 
earnestly appealing to the modistes and 
iUganks of Paris to stop the rot in the 
matter of skirts. It appears that the 
continued success of the hobblo and the 
semi-hobble has so restricted tho use 
of textile material that the manu¬ 
facturers are sighing for tho old days 
and the amplitude of tho bustle. The 
dressmakers show signs of giving in, 
and other trades are taking advantage 
of this example to cany out long con¬ 
templated reforms. 

Thus, a deputation of Genoese silk¬ 
worm brooders have lost no timo in 
calling upon tho Hon. Algernon 
Chmnloy, whose revival of the cotton 
neck-tio burst liko a thunder-cloud 
upon the beaux of Bond Street a few 
weeks ago. Tho Ifon. Algernon, who 
received the deputation at his chambers, 
took up ti iirm attitude, although the 
interpreter made it quite clear that his 
fiat had paralysed one arm of the silk- 
trade and that several hundreds of the 
more highly-educated silk-worms had 
been prostrated with hoinicrania since 
receiving tho news. On the under¬ 
standing that the deputation, which 
diffused a strong flavour of garlic 
through tho apartment, should at ouco 
take its leavo, the lion. Algernon 
agreed to a compromise. Silk neck¬ 
ties arc now correct on Tuesdays and 
Saturdays, Saints’ Days excepted. 

Lady Lobelia Hogge, whoso clever 
inspiration lias made the wearing of 
brass earrings one of tho crazes of 1912, 
is, it is stated, largely responsible for 
the serious depression in tho gold pro¬ 
duction of the last month. There is 
no truth in tho report that brass tiaras 
are to be worn during tho forthcoming 
Opera season, but a prominent South 
African financier has astutely sub¬ 
mitted a sheaf of statistics and samples 
of gold quartz in various stages of 
trituration to Mr. Lloyd Geohqe for 
consideration. It has not yet been 
ascertained whether tho Chancellor 
is partial to brass, though grave doubts 
are entertained. 

The announcement, in last Thurs¬ 
days daily papers, that anchovy sand¬ 
wiches are no longer de rigueur at 
ecclesiastical tea-parties, reused trepid- 
'•rtfeii; -approaching panic among the 
anahdvy-farms on the Meditenunean 
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littoral. The popular Bishop wiio was 
supposed to have started the fashion 
has, howover, set these fears at rest in an 
interview'. “ Tho whole affair is quite 
a misunderstanding,” lie assured his 
questioner. “ A youug eurato passion¬ 
ately devoted lo anchovies came early 
to my tea-party and consumed all the 
available stock of sandwiches before 
the more noteworthy and less greedy 
guests arrived, l’lcaso reassure the 
anchovy-growers. 1 have already 
cabled to thorn my heart-felt regrets 
that anything of tho kind should have 
occurred.” The denial of tho veto lias 
been received with some mortification 
in tho bloator-pasto suburbs of Yar¬ 
mouth and among tho cucumber- 
framers of Kent. 

The manufacturers of British boot- 
uppers have joined forces witli tho 
designers of sock-clocks in a strong 
protest against the prevalence of the 
spat. “These barbaric articles, of 
wear,” runs a paragraph in one of the 
Association's pamphlets, “are a revival 


of a remote and savage fashion, and 
their insane vogue is coming near to 
ruining an industry of sterling worth 
and an art of which tho finest examples 
are comparablo only to tho superb 
decorative masterpieces of tho great 
screen-painters of China. Wo can only 
await the return of tho public mind to 
a slate of reason. Meantime we are 
glad to announce, over 20,000 persons 
liavo already signed tho • 1 renounce 
Spats’ form which will bo found 
attached.” 

From an advertisement 

“A splendid lS-liolo course at U!veisi«u. 
Shi, momitalu, and lake. 

Caddie. “ Ilolvollyn, Sir. Better have 
a brassy- you’ll never cany it with an 
iron.” 

"Al'tiT a short lialavel on the bench, Sir 
.Tamm, accompanied by the Sultan ami tlw 
crowd, visited the palaver on tho beach." 

I’alt MM'OtneUe* 

“ Where have I soon something like 
this before? ” said Sir James. 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Hints for the representation ofour everyday joys and 
sorrows in the. Greet; form.) 

V.-TIIK C'HAMiKUNGS. 

Fkrsoxk or THIS PlAV. 

Field-Marshal Sir Hector Blazonhrest, (I.C.ll.; Latin 
Blazonbrest, his Wife; limits, his butler; Keziali, his 
ancient Nurse, mother to Finns ; Keggs, a Socialist. 
Chorus of Private. Soldiers. 

Scr.N'is —A l'ort of Kn:harl;a(ion. 

, ' 8m IIkctob. 

Now is tho war iloclarotl, anil I depart, 

Tlio chief commander of our armed host, 

To do and dare, to dio, if need should bo, 

For duty and for Fngland. Oh, prepare, 

Prepare, my sword, to brue thyself in gore, 
.Lopping the limits of all our nation's foes! 

And yo, bright guerdons of my former wars, 

Yo stars ami orders sown across my chest, 

Oh, bo ye proud that yo shall soon behold 
Another foemun living from the field, 

As foomen must when Blazonbrest appears! 

And yo, my men, take note that ye shall have 
For overy victory a doubled pay ! 

Chorus. 

On the field of his choice, though he trounces and rates us, 
Wo ’ll stand by Sir II., sinco our pay he’s eulargod; 

And wherever the truculent foeman awaits us 
Our ranks' shall be formed and our volleys discharged. 
For ns, sinco there is to bo warfare, thero will como hard 
blows and scanty sustenance. Yea, wo shall have to light, 
our opinions not being asked buforchand. ifavo wo not 
rifles well-rifled and of a flat trajectory, and cartridges, and 
bayonets short but mightily sharpenod for (ho thrusting? 
Hut to the enemy also there are, it may he, rifles flatter in 
trajectory, and stronger cartridges, and bayonets longer and 
not loss pointed; wherefore it wore well to bo always superior 
in numbors and of a courage even more dauntless so that the 
gods may grant us the victory, sinco superior numbers are 
pleasing to Zeus. Such thou is our judgment, and oven if 
Ares should blind us as to both our eyes, making them 
sanguinary, wo could say naught else. But now tho 
valiunt ordaincr of victory spoaketh to his lady, before 
whom we too must quail. Lot us he silent and listen to 
their words. 

Sir Ifcetor. It is tho fated hour, and I must go. 

Lady B. l’luck up thy soul, and play a manlv part. 

Sir II, But those who flinch not on a stricken field 
By their own wives aro often overborno. 

Lady B. This is no time for talking sonsolcss things. 

Sir II. Thou speakost truly, lias my flask boon filled ? 
Lady B. Yea, and thy sandwiches are in their case, 

And all thy knitted waistcoats in tho bag, 

With comforters aud mittens not a few. 

Sir II. 'Tis well. Wc will embrace, and I will go 

Whither tho swift ship with hoc straining sails, 
Biding at anchor, waits to liear me bonce. 

But, oh doar heart, wait thou till I return 
Crowded with glory to my native shore. 

[ Hiilcr Ilium. 

Dims. Sir Iloctor, there's a person who would sny 
A fow short words to you. He waits without. 
fiir Ih Person 1 I have no time for persons now. 

LadyB. Nay, introduce him. Wo will hear his tale. 

[Binns retires and brings in Keggs. 


Cuonus. 

W'luvt is ho after, what is ho at, 

The dreadful man in tho rod cravat ? 

Ho can't bo what you may-call a pal 
Of our warrior chief, the Field-Marshal. 

There's something about him wo ’<1 like to twist, 
For ho looks like a blossoming Socialist: 

A terrible crazy faddist, for 
Ho wants to abolish wives and war. 

But now wo aro stirred with a groat dosire, 

Our minds are aflame ami our souls on firo 
To know, to know 
His secret; so, 

Quietly all givo oar, give oar, 

And learn from the man what brought him boro. 
Keggs (to Sir Hector). Comrade, I 'll cut my story very short. 
Sir If. No eonmulo I of such a man as thou. 

Keggs. Ferocious swordsman, know that thou wast horn 
On tho same day as ho that hath been Binns, 

A Butler anil a very red-faced man, 

But then a puny and a sickly babe. 
lie was the scion of the Blazonbresls, 

Whilst thou wast ofl’spiing to Koziah Binns. 

(Sensation.) 

She nursed you both, and being moved by pride 
Wished that her son (thyself) should have tho 
clianco 

Of wealth and honour, so sho interchanged 
Thyself and him. Thus Binns is Blazonbrest 
And ll.su art naught but Mr. William Binns. 

Sir Hector. Speak out, Koziah. Is this story true 
Keziali. Tnto as tho mid-day sun! Those swaddling 
clothes, 

Marked with a coat-of-anns, attest its initli. 

Oil, dreadful moment, whither shall I fly ? 

Sir Hector. Then Blazonbrest. hencoforth must live as Binns. 

Binns. And Binns must ho Sir Hector Blazonbrest. 

Sir Hector. M v stars and orders 1 resign to thoe, 

My Marshal's baton aud my uniform, 

My lands and liousos, and my wedded wife, 

And my command against my country's foos. 

Bear forth the lady; sho hath swooned away. 
Binns. Henceforth to thoo tho sorvant’s hall shall bo 
Thy place of honour, and thou shalt bo groat 
In guarding and decanting many winos. 

[They go out. 

Chorus. 

Wonderful, indeed, aro tho transformations of men. For 
now tho unbullored Butler commands us and the Marshal 
unmarshalled retireth to tho pantry. What stay is thoro 
in life, and where shall a mail find security from fate ? 
Mighty aro the gods that rulo over mankind and to submit 
in patience is tho part of a wise man. 

[ Hc-cnler Binns and Sir Hector, haring changed clothes. 
Sir Hector (now Binns). The tug is waiting at tiio pier, Sir 
Hector. 

Binns (now Sir Hector). Zounds! I must go. Eyes front 1 
Form fours! Quick march 1 
Givo me my plumed hat, and so farewoll. 

========= E - °' L * 

Our contemporary, The Taller, usually so well informed, 
seems to ho labouring under a delusion as to tho proper 
machinory for aviation. It reproduces a portrait of a lady 
with her arm resting upon a motor-car, and prints the 
following legend below:—“ Waiting to Cross the Channel 
by Air.” Motor-cars aro nover used for Cross-Channel 
flights. 
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THE VOICES OF THE 
FBOPEETS. 

(4s heard—and, alas I acted upon— 

5 every day of the year.) 

I. 

Tiik confidence of Sol Short’s trainer 
is ono of the most amusing things 1 
remember. What lie seems to forgot 
is that, since Sol Short won the 
Oxfordshire by six and a-half lengths, 
nearly six months luvo elapsed—wet 
cold months too. Another thing—he 
was 18 lbs. lighter then, and 18 lbs. is 
a tcirifio handicap oven to a strong 
horso. Of eouise, if people will lie so 
foolish as to bach good blood, lot them; 
but for my pait I shall continue to pin 
my faith to Ugly Moggmio.— Noxm. 
PARhnu in The Daily Jin c. 

ir. 

The Colonel b selection ioi the 
Middlcshuc is - 

Sly Vest. 

hi. 

Tot tlio Middkslihv my fancy is 
Two to One; with which I associate 
Ooiiiomo Ua his possible master. No! 
one cdxo will como near lnm. That is [ 
all that I am gnng to say about the 
gioat event, except that it ono horse 
comes in several lengths behind the 
penultimate that house will be Sol Short 
Loan Tun nii vm in The Stalling Gate 

iv. I 
To-day's < i:nr - 

lfaihour Hat for the Muldlcshiie. 

Old Con. 

v. 

As to tho Middlcshiic, I say again, 
as i have always said, that the horse 
that lieats Pacific will win tho race 
Pacific is as absolute a cart as you can 
hope to find in this world of disappoint¬ 
ment. I heard for a fact that there is 
£50,000 stable monoy on him; and 
Bookos, his trainor, is net in the, habit 
of making mistakes. 

Tub Prince of Touts in The Mommy 

Gallop, 

VI. 

If o'er tho Middles hire you'd win 
A packot of the best, 

Invest your bottom dollar iu 
The chances of My Vest. 

, Thb Little Bird. 


, !>• / ✓ 
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"I 'lar \oui on, vvovivn’i, in ’ui.xrnw, Bin. Wm x 11 *' 

“WllIXKMIS 'Elm 1AIIM) A I.I Ml* o’ XU C COM, AM) IS Oil WOMAN COM Ml.Mi 

a runs’ ro sm.vk u out or ’im!" 


To-day’s snip for the Middleshiro 
Dmgley Dale. 

” Captain Joe. 

vni. 

Set us arrivo at the Middlesbire 
wiener by a process of exhaustion. To 
Ngitl with, there is- the much-vaunted 
Ugly Moggimo, but in him I am, as 


thcie is Dingloy Dale, a good horse, 
but hopelessly penalised by tho handi- 
capper. Pacific, My Vest, and Corneure 
I have never fancied, nor Two-to-One; 
and Sol Short has always struck mo as 
a precarious piece of goods. No, my 
advico is to go for Itihston Pippin, 
with a little place money on Snips. 

Sentry in The Joe key's Gazette. 


&TU1* PRESS NEWS. 

Midulehhihe Handicap. 
Kesult. 


1. Sol Short. 

2. Aunt Bridget. 

3. Pacific. 


Political Note. 

The hands of Unionists aro greatly 
i strengthened by the following adver¬ 
tisement in The Irish Times :— 
“Wantul immediately, Piotexlant fin 
Cooking.'’ 

Electors, tins is what Home Bulo, dis¬ 
guised as Home Eulo, really moans. 

Fiom a letter m The Pioneer :— 

“Sir,—A hug)' liiimlKr of letters h»v« ap- 
jitarwl m tin J'tthu i e and el sew hern giving 
] suggestions- alt moia or le«s fantastic—for a 
i name for the Ki-eutly coated Piovuieo and yet 
i Clio simjiUxt solution ot all does not seem to 
have oocnru'd to am it. e, i ir, to call it the 

.NEW I‘KOVINE.O” , 

Even now we are doubtful if it would 
ever have occurred to us. 
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THE UNIVERSAL ARBITRATOR. 

The proposals of Mr. Ham, Caine 
for terminating the hostilities between 
Italy anil Turkey, though they liavo 
been courteously discussod by the 
Italian, press, liavo, as The Daily 
Telegraph informs us, failed to com¬ 
mend themselves to the authorities. 

But we have good reason to believe 
that Mr. Ham, Caine has been im- 
monsoly oncouraged by the moral 
victory of his failure to negotiate jioaeo 
—a victory demonstrated by a pro¬ 
fusion of interviews with and, above 
all, portraits of the famous Manx 
fictionist—and that bo is continuing 
his tour as Grand Pacific Plenipo¬ 
tentiary with prodigious and resound¬ 
ing results. 

Thus, on his arrival at Palermo, he 
at once despatched a peremptory sum¬ 
mons to the famous bandit ehief, 
Signor Niccolo Vkcohio, iu which 
ho propounded the following scheme 
for the voluntary winding up of brig¬ 
andage in that beautiful island. 

1. All brigands,on handing over their 
arms, to bo presented with a copy of 
The Eternal City. 

2. All brigands, on taking an oath 
not to molest, waylay or rob travellers, 
to be presented with a freo pass en¬ 
titling them to bo shown over Grceha 
Castle and grounds. 

3. If the brigands should fail to 
comply with these terms, Mr. Ham, 

j Caine is unable to guarantee that he 
j will ever visit. Sicily again. 

We regret to learn that, after a pro¬ 
tracted conference, at which Mr. Ham, 
Caine addressed the loading brigands 
in a speoeh which lasted several hours, 
his proposals were enthusiastically 
declined, and a resolution was passed 
| declaring that Mr. Rohert IIichuns, 
: tlio author of The Call of the Wood, 
j was the greatest British novelist. 

I Mr. Caine was greatly prostrated on 
hearing the decision, but by an heroic 
effort recovered his strength sufficiently 
to embark for Alexandria on the follow¬ 
ing day. 

On his arrival at the lauding-stago 
Mr. Ham, Caine at onco despatched 
a telegram to laird Kitchener, who, 
by an extraordinary oversight, had 
failed to meet him. The contents of 
the telegram havo not yet transpired, 
but it is believed that it conveyed a 
grave rebuke to the British Agent- 
General. It is ploasnnt to learn, how- 
ever, that the native population did all 
in their power to remedy this official 
negleot, and Alexandria was soon given 
r over to tam&shas, fantasias, jamborees, 
and other demonstrations of delight. 
A deputation of Young Egyptian 
Nationalists, who have long regarded 


Mr. Ham, Caine as their most fearless 
and influential representative in Eng¬ 
land, waited on tho illustrious visitor, 
who, after consultation with the leaders, 
despatched an ultimatum to Lord 
Kitchener, which may ho thus briefly 
summarised:— 

1. No now Pyramids to lie creeled 
without permission of Mr. Ham 
Caine. 

2. Cloopatra’s Needle to bo at once 
returned to Egypt. 

3. No doukey boys in future to 
recoivo pounits unless or until they 
can draw a map of tho Isle of Man 
indicating tho exact whereabouts and 
area ef Mr. IIam, Caine's estate. 

4. Jn case of bad seasons tho 
Egyptian Government to guaruulco tho 
gratuitous distribution of Mr. Ham. 
Caine’s photographs to the distressed 
follahoen. 

5. Mr. IIam, Caine to have priority 
of access to the Khedive's audionco- 
cluunher over all officials. 

Incrediule as it may appear, Lord 
Kitchener— so wo are informed— 
returned a distinctly unsympathetic 
reply, through Sir He dole Shat'k, to 
theso singularly tomperato proposals. 

Mr. IIaia. Caine, wlio was at first 
desperatoly unhinged by tho turn which 
events had taken, soon rallied, and, 
according to latest advices, hud just 
despatched a powerful cablegram to 
tho Board of Contiol in Australia, 
threatening to join tho team as umpire 
unless tho demands of Mr. Comment 
Him, were promptly conceded. 

A Canadian emigration official, writ¬ 
ing in The Daily E.rjnexa and rolemng 
to certain emigrants described as “ the 
best of tho English people - men of tho 
old yeoman stock whoso families have 
lived on the soil for centuries,” makes 
the following observation: “They're 
the sort, 1 should havo thought you 
would ho just crazy to keep in your 
country.” Wo are confident that this 
was well meant. 


“He tiptoed on, his breath siw|K-uile.l— unit 
then, with :i sensation ns though the an li ol his 
head hud titled, tie laid tukea u great leap." 

ni-mis. 

Long-jumpers have to wear a special 
cap to keep the arch of tho head down. 

The Emergency Exit 

(Or, First Aid for Playgcors). 
From a newspapor quotation in the 
programme of a Montreal Theatre: - 

‘•Theundieiiee went away literally hugging 
itself in intellectual rupture." 


‘ 1 An attractive ekgag n ment for next, week has 
been entered into at the Hirsenhead Hoppo- 
dromo, "~ljirrrpool Emtittg Echo. 

It sounds like more Russian dancers. 


A KERCHIEF. 

To me it comes—so frail and fine; 

A laundry-hand, with some divine 
lmpulso, has packod tho thing with 
mine— 

A pretty blunder, 

A dainty thing of lawn and laco 
Such as a maid from sorno strnngo plaeo 
Produces with an easy graco 
That makes men wondor. 

It bears a monogram, a J.; 

Who knows what name it might convey, 
Judith or Julia, shall we say, 

Jeannotto or Jenny ? 

We may not hope to ascertain: 

We cannot make tho mystery plain; 

It might be Joan; it wasn’t Jano, 

1 'll bet a penny. 

That were a name too hard to hoar 
By one who, 1 'm prepared to swear, 
Was trim and delicate and fair, 

A dream of beauty; 

Mctbinks slio grows before my eyes: 

1 sec hor shape, I recognise 
Her nose, a thing of slender sizo 
And very fluty. 

t see her with her kerchief grasp 
That member with a tender clasp, 
Finger ami thumb—a gentle gasp - 
And thou, how sweetly 
Out cm the air there seems to float 
So solt, so musical a note 
That it would make the blackbird's 
throat 

I fry up completely. 

Perchance sonic youth is standing near 
Who listens with enraptured ear, 

Yet trusts the cold is not severe. 

Ah, foolish lover! 

He may bo sure that she's all right; 
That with catarrh however slight 
Maids with complexions shun the light 
Till they recover. 

0 lady, lady fair and sweet, 

Deiuvmaid, whom J could wish to meet, 
I wonder if, to mako complete 
Your weekly docket, 

They sent you aught of mine a wipe 
Virile and masculine of type, 

Scented with carrying a pipe 
In my breast-pocket. 

Dear Mistress Anything but Jano, 

I should be proud if you'd retain 
The trophy; but, if you disdain 
The smell of baccy, 

Then, as I have a present lack, 

Perhaps you 'll kindly send it back 
(The J., in my case, stands for Jack, , 
Or sometimes Jacky). Dum-Dum. 


What to do in a Crisis. i 

CASK I. _! 

“Nora,is the husband of two men—there is 
nothing for it but to run away." 

“Morning 1‘od" Jlceirtr. 





ffHitf Siri\htrif [f >1 tfw'Jht/, D'JtO /i bUtriJ hint (tboul tiO.ni' '/rtiulfi'l/ clulnlj. *']ll l Hl»\V lM» \'<»l KNOW TIMA Hi il\ll 

iin; tuui,s? Dm Tiir.v'snow mu-’jiik cnui^i-.s 

Jins stunt. “Iso, KOT EVVil.V ; HI'I IT 6 AM. JMOIM', |io\'r Voir KSoW, TIMA* MiOWJL’U Mi: TilK KMl*IV l.’Ods’J >.*' 


i ’ " . ' 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

Thebh uro nine-aud-sixty ways of constructing tribal 
lays, and every single one of them is right: but to iuo 
j personally the liteiary method that appeals most is that 
j employed by Mr. W. II. Maxwell in In Colton 1IW 
j (Hutchinson), whore lie concentrates oa ono character - 
takes tho cover, as il were, off one human machine, and 
shows us tho mechanism at work. It has to bo done 
supremely well if it is to grip the reader. If it is not to 
bore, it must fuseiunto ; there is .no middle course. But 
Mr. Maxwell is such an artist that he handles the task 
without danger. The latest specimen under his microscope 
is tho oxact antithesis of the hero of The Best Cure. Lenny 
Caleraft is a drifter, a stroller along the easiest way. Even 
bis devoted attendance on his invalid father docs not bear 
inspection. It may have been slavery, but it was un¬ 
commonly luxurious slavery; and, though Mr. Maxwell 
with infinite skill avoids giving his casting-vote ono 
way or the other, tho reader is left with the impression 
that, if filial devotion had not boon supplemented by a large 
allowance, snug quarters, and the worshipping admiration 
of all Westohurch, Lenny might have been far less firmly 
attached to the side of that bath-chair. And yet, super¬ 
ficially, he is such a good fellow, the sort of man who might 
well seem almost ideal to a not too close friend. His sins 
are entirely negative. He has good, oven nobio, intentions, 
but his soul is too flabby for tho effort of carrying them out. 
In fact, Mr. MaxwelL has put enough of the ordinary, well- 
meaning man into him to make almost any reader start 
guiltily and begin thoroughly to overhaul his character, lest 


perchance ho himself may find that “ within the packing of 
cotton-wool all tho host of the man has perished, and only 
the husk of a man remains." 

Mr. Mo» lev Roman s claims, it would appear, to ho the 
inventor of tho telephone romance, and two of tho stories in 
The Man Who Stroked Cats (Nash) are concerned with this 
rather pusillanimous t) pe of love-making. Both occurred, 

I take it, before tho Government became responsible for 
tho tclephono service, otherwise (if I am to trust my Daily 
Mail ) tho various affinities introduced would still be 
yearning for each other's numbers. Tho first is a pleasant 
enough liltlo idyll, if a trifle over sentimentalised, about 
a gill who consoles herself for a long and possibly fatal 
illness by talking to a young man whom she only knows by 
sight. The second is a soil of burlesque on the possibilities 
of the idea, and represents the author himself as playing 
tho old part of Cyrano on behalf of a bashful young 
cricketer. Myself, I think that Mr. Eoueiits's real forte is 
tho dolinoation of the flapper, several samples of which 
interesting genus (now, I am told, rapidly disappearing) 
figure in those pages with marked success. There is also 
a rather original Cockney house-breaker in the first story; 
but in tho last, which is entitled “A Grama in Venice,’’the 
writer has, I think, slightly over-reached himself; at any 
rate, ho entirely fails to convoy to mo that sense of a 
poworful emotional situation which he presumably intended 
to produce. By the way, to avoid all confusion, I ought 
to say that tho title of this book has no reference at all to 
any gentleman who may in past years have set the time to» 
the Non-collegiato Eight or Torpid at tire University of 
Oxford. 

• .. . • i v . 
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I jun.oot sure that Mr. B. H* Ghettos hasn't made, in monplace for a bfffiay tipi leads to the h«a$ ofgi$i#yft1 
Ahmyne of Mainfort (Grant Richards) the single mistake romance. At Saint Jean 6e Jferseletrto which hSnesttirave^t 
of a little overestimating the objective interest of the in obedience to envelope number two, Corely again meets tlie 
mystery of the Almayne-Warburion Estates. At any rate lady of the train, and shares with her in a village tragedy 
it is by no means the significant thing in an exceedingly exactly suited to the genius of the Sicilian players. And 
attractive book. That significance lies rather in a rare at Higheombe, the English home of the head of her family, 
note of distinction in the style, a faculty of precise he brings to a fortunato but unusual ending as pretty a story 
observation, a reserve and economy of means in the of the course of true lovo as I have road for some time, 
expression of it which carry a discerning reader (like That is all I must say about tho plot for fear of spoiling 
myself) most pleasantly along, free from distracting the reader’s interest in this very original novel. 

excitement as to the issue of tho sporting quest The _-_ 

story is almost too olusive for satisfactory outlino, but tho * Tho latest addition to tho Fat Boys is Mr. E. F. Benson, 
women and tho men aro drawn with sure and quick- with a volumo of ghost 6lories called The Room in the 
cning touches. Constance Penn-Mrs. Almayne to be— Tower (Miixs and Boon), which he odvortisos in his preface 


heroine, if tbero ho ono in so - - ---as being designed to make the 

modern a study, is presented « i.. n riMt reader’s flesh creep. I must 

with a gracious and reverent I'.H wHSm til VIMIImIImIIL ;/■. . J - ; |H , also admit that lie has suc- 

tendcrncss all but Meredithiun. huUNI 'll I /llffli f d' J ) •> 1 ;|1P. ccodod in this aim, though 

But the sparkling many- IHDIM I / Hi f t i perhaps not overy time, 

facetted complexity of the • llW- '■!-/»'. I !,' M Most of the talcs are delight- 

dead master is no part of llio j||(| jfflM I IS '/ [1' - l - Im'A 1,1 -If- 1 fully bogie; indeed oven tho 

method of tho living disciple. jj|l| [IfflW I j J - -JSsffl- f_- mero reading of their title 

Mr. Gbetton is a true though i I |-i' . j, -- -~- j |-" should suffico to murdor sleep 

selective realist, wisely dcclin-j ||| HN ‘ f° r tho timid-minded. Listen 

ing to interpret realism asj r||m uEEhII ttKflttfl RHu f° ^ iem an ^ tremble:—"Out- 

necossarily involving over-: i ji'MOTfl side tho Door;" "Tho Other 

emphasis of the sordid, lie. ;! |||jB Bod;" "The Terror by 

knows and loves his London! \'mwMj , v Night;" "Tho Thing in tho 

as woll as his Londoner, andj ' jHjjmmjV. ' 'k , Ifalh” Of them all, I fancy 

gives you jolly little thumbnailj i|||ljj i , f : |i! ' there were most prickles in 

sketches ii his margins, so; IflMlpr I 1 1'!■: tho last, a quite ghastly little 

to speak This is indeed a| mM/J ■ jj, .-i,i tale called “Tho IIouso with 

book of masterly studios of! ,< mKnk vLf- Pi iti"~ the Brick-kiln;" though "The 

men and things finely observed . -IwMm . Boom in tho Tower” had 

and more than capably put / kMuaif P'/ ijir ■ a-lk .' somo very croditablo mo- 

down. Tho man “can draw," ’ 'fiM . Mffi l uJr ments, especially when they 

and I see him busy stretching P°U down tho sinister 

a canvas for a big picture of 'MR---!- 1 picture and it began to 

somo subject that the high bleed." My investigations into 

gods will send him surely S & psychic fiction have, bow- 

and soon through tho chan- iUli' — vv’ it ever, led mo to the conclusion 

nels of his deepening experi- IMF. 1 Vy' that ghost stories should he 

once and distinguished vision. jjr : <-* ~ r ~^ read a fow at a time, and not 

A very notabio piece of work, <. - , ff -? en masse. Taken in too large 

this Almayne. I missed Mr. ~ " ‘ quantities there is apt to he 

Gretton’s Ing nun of last year, TRUE POLITENESS. a certain samenoss even about 

and this evening I am the Pu«v of Window-Cleaner[frmnabort). "Very sokiiy, Sir; such good spectres as these 

poorer bv four and a half solid suite a accident.” of Mr. Benson; while the rope- 

silver shillings and the richer ^ rfrnva. "On, it’s ai.l luoirr. I expect wb’m. have tition oE hia favourite atmo- 

by a very pleasant anticipation. ” ° P ™ ^ ls ’h 80 spheric background (quite-a 

- -- --—---jolly one—"as evening 

The opeuing of The Three Envelopes (Stanley Paul) is, approached the feeling of oppression in the air increased, 
I admit, so imaginative as to be impossible. But if you will undone felt that thunder was bound to como before 
look upon the Society for tho Production of Queer Jttcsults, morning ”) may produce the familiarity that is . the 
described in the first chapter, as an allegorical picture of parent of contempt. But tho author knows the blood- 
Fate, you will hardly be troubled at all by the supernatural curdling value of a discrest reticence; take, for example, 
element in Mr. Hamilton Drummond’s excellent and most the case of tho person who fired at the ghosts in “The 
human story. When young Corely, a prosperous London Long Gallery;" of him we are told grimly that “ What 
ooffee-broker, opens the Inst of tho envelopes which he went through is not to be recorded here." B-r-r-rl 
he bought at the Strand office of tho S.P.Q.R., and in -—— 






-Vj; 


TRUE POLITENESS. 


he bought at the Strand office of tho S.P.Q.R., and in 
obedience to its contents sets off for Solzheim, an out-of- 
the-way town near Frankfort, you may think perhaps that 
you are in for a commonplace sensational novel. At least, 
I know I did. And the usual charming girl with whom ho 
makes friends in the boat-train from Victoria (there is 
always a girl in the train) will only confirm the impression. 
So will the eqpally inevitable Grand Duke with whom he 
exchanges confidences and cigars on the journey from Paris 
to Frankfort. But at Solsheiin we leave the rut of the com- 


the case of tho person who fired at the ghosts in ihe 
Long Gallery;" of him we are told grimly that “ What 
he went through is not to be recorded here." B-r-r-rl 


F. Powell’s hook (from Lane) The Smite 
Blends with a lovo tale, strongly told, 

Weird Oriental spells that make 1 >.V, 

My Occidental blood run cold. . , V; 

It gave mo quite a tutn ; but still, . 

If Lanes and worms (or snakes) combine— .:, < 
Deft turners both—your chance is nil: , , f ,, 

They you*11 along the line. ; " - - 





CHARIVARIA. 

This French Senate has passed the 
Bill, already adopted by the Chamber, 
excluding " Apaches " from service in 
the army. It will not now even be 
permissible for a regiment to keep one 
as a p©t. jjc $ 

Captain Scott has sent a message 
to the effect that he is remaining m 
the Antarctic for another winter. He 
is, it is said, anxious to prove that, as 
a winter resort, the South Pole district 
compares favourably with the Riviera, 
being both cooler and less crowded. 

The Arizona Legislature has elected 
a switchman as Speaker. One who 
knows how to switch tho gas off at 

the right moment is tho- 

man for the job. 

* # 

•fi 

Mrs. Dehi>ard has sug¬ 
gested that her Suffragette 
followers should join the 
hatless brigade, to llie con¬ 
fusion of male milliners. 

To this counsel of Des- 
paril a eountor-inovo is 
threatened by tho ladies 
belonging to an anti- 
Suffrago Society. These 
are contemplating wearing 
hats double their presont 
size, so that trade shall 
not suffer. ... ... 


has led a gentleman to draw attention 
to the Bacon statue in Grange Road, 
Bermondsey. It transpires, however, 
that this was erected to the memory 
of one Josiah Bacon, a wealthy London 
merchant. Is it not almost incredible 
that Josiah should have been forgotten 
by most of us in spite of his statue, 
while Francis is enjoying a growing 
reputation? * * . 

•* 

By the way,' The Pall Mall Gazette 
points out that it is incorrect to refer 
to Francis Bacon as "Lord Bacon.” 
It would therefore have been quite in 
order for Sir Thomas Lipton, if he had 
been raised to tho peerage, to have 
chosen that title. .„ * 

‘ *' 

Tho Association for the Prevention 


WMwJmm 







Wo understand that, as a 
direct consequonca of tho 
happenings at the Boat 
Race, the Royal Lifeboat 
Institution is being urged 
to proceed at once with the Shopkeeper {scared to death ). 11 Oh !—rr—what can I snow 

erection of a station between L --—---—--- 

Putney and Mortlake. It was the subject of Premature Burial is anxious to 
of much adverse comment that by tho receive authentic accounts of the 
time the Southend lifeboat put in an annoying mishaps in which it interests 
appearance all the members ‘of the itself. We are sorry for tho Associa- 
Cambridge crow had been saved. tion, but wo believe that such cases are 

comparatively scarce. 

A new advertisement for Harrod’s:— 


Tho new telephone exchange to be 
opened next year in Tottenham Court 
Road is to be called, we ore told, "The 
Museum." The choice of this name, 
so suggestive of antiquated methods, 
was a wonderfully happy inspiration. 

■f -It 

An item of news (published appro¬ 
priately enough on the 1st of April) 
informs us that two Philadelphia mon¬ 
keys, under the tuition of a professor 
at the University of Philadelphia, have, 
mastered tho alphabet as far as the 
letter II. Even better men have found 
in this difficult letter a cause of ex¬ 
haustion. ... * 

ji. 

Hatters who havo invested in a copy 
of “ The Complete Bowler," just pub¬ 
lished by Messrs. A. & C. Black, com- 

-, plain bitterly that the book 

does not even contain a 
chapter on The Hat Trick. 
* 

:Je 

) Tho new armoured cruiser 

launched at Hamburg last 
week has been christened 
The Seyillitz. The General 
' who delivered the baptismal 
address cherished the hope 
that the crow would always 
keep their powder dry. 

7j! 

*«• 

Mr. McKenna states that 
under the terms of the Dis¬ 
establishment Bill, to be 
introduced by the Govern¬ 
ment, ministers of the 
Church of England in Wales 
will be permitted to sit, if 
elected, as members of the 
House of Commons. 
There is a suggestion of 
you, Sir?” pecuniary compensation 

-'about this which wo do 

not quite like. 


BOATING MEN 
DRIED AND CLEANED 
ON THE SHORTEST NOTICE. 


Poor Mr. Victor Gbavson is com- 
pUanihg because the Attorney- 
Gbbsbal will not look him up. It is 
rather annoying, of course, not to be 
considered valuable enough to make 
loeking-upworth while. 

- ■ 

The statement that there is no 
memeriil to Franois Bacon ini London 


According to the official return, no 
fewer than 42,676 of the 60,608 old-age 
pensioners in the County of London 
are women. How ladies do love a 
bargain! .. ... 

A table-dressing competition is being 
organised in connection with the Ideal 
Home Exhibition, aud many ladies are 
already practising cutting trousers for 
the legs. .* 

" We Sell the Truth" is the motto 
chosen by a new periodical. That 
anyone should traffic in Truth is 
regrettable: that it ehould become a 
boast is deplorable. 


ON THE BATTLEFIELD. 

He shot! But no, I was not hit; 

Not mine to lie among the slain; 

Tlw ball flow wide and left me fit 
To face tho foemen onco again. 

But I was sad at heart, oppressed 
By pangs that almost made me cry. 

“ Would that his shot had struck my 
chest 

Or landed in my dexter eye." 

Yet think not I was tired of life; 

Corinna hod not proved unkind; 

This world of mingled peace and strife 
I had no wish to leave behind. 

I was as gay as other men, 

Happy of heart, serene of soul, , 
But oh, I wish he’d hit me when 
He shot—and scored the winning 
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TO APRIL. 

In Anticipation of Keir Weather and a New Aije. 

[The coal-strike will not liavo liecn fniitloss, if only licrauso it 1ms 
stimulated Sir William Uamsvy to imblish a s-hcinc for disiicnsing 
with the services of miners, liy the jiroductiou of gas in the jots, unit 
its subsequent conversion into electric power tor heating nml other 
purposes.] 

Month of the Spring-maid's coming-out! 

Whoso moods are mixed of tours and laughter 
(So babes for lack of human wits 
Or people in hysteric lits 
Will woep, they don't know what about, 

And smile aloud directly alter!; 

April, I say, in whose fair head 
No molhod underlies the madness, 

Could you not just-for this ono year 
Omit tim alternating tear 
And lot us take the thing as shod 
And give your w hole heart up to gladness ? 

For March has wept enough for two. 

The hoariest record gives us no trace 
Of any March so beastly wet; 

And neither Eight will soon forget 
Tho way ho took the Thames and threw 
Wiiolo buekots of it at flie Boat Have. 

Ho hit us, too, when wc lay Hat 
Under tho weight of other trials; 

As ono who wounds you on the taw 
lie watched the Strike, and, when he saw 
We had no coal to dry ’em at, 

Over our trousers loosod his vials. 

But now—in places -Common-sense 
Resumes the art of coal-extraction ; 

With or without their loaders' leave 
The hewers hew, (lie heavers heave, 

Having secured at great expense 
The “ minimum "—of satisfaction. 

And hark! here comes a golden age 
When gas, to save our well-earned shiners, 

Down in the pits shall liavo its birth, 

And miners (late the lords of earth) 

No more shall strike for better wage, 

Because there won't lie any miners. 

An ago without a seamy side! 

Then shall tho lion and the lamb say 
Sweet things togethor, smiling fair, 

And family feuds shall melt in air, 

Warmed l>y electric wires that hide 

Under the hearth-rug (bless you, Rvmsay!) 

Como then, my April, load tho way! 

Inaugurate the frolic revel! 

, Be always merry, always bright! 

You hoar mo'.’ No; for, as I wrilo 
On this your opening (All Fools’) day, 

You've started hailing like the-. 0. S. 


The older friends of Mr. Punch will learn with sorrow of 
the recent death of Mrs. Bowers-Howards, whoso sketches, 
signed with hor maiden initials, G. B. (Georgina Bowers), 
and treating of sporting subjects which she found for 
hprself <in the hunting-field, were a familiar feature of 
his pages from 1866—-76. Among the women artists, too 
modest in number, who have drawn for Punch, her contri¬ 
butions were the most considerable. 


DRAMATIC HISTORY. 

[The latest development of intelligent educational methods is to lie 
found in the history class-room, where what is called “Dramatisation 
of history ” is trying to supersede the parrot-liko repetition of facts 
and dates.] 

When my report on tho dramatic method of teaching 
history appoars, X very much fear Miss Honoyman will 
cut me. 1 had received instructions from the Board to 
report upon the new method, of which, 1 was told, she was 
tho most successful exponent. Of course I had hoard a 
great deal of Miss Honoyman. She was considered the 
brightest and host of our younger school of teachers. Her 
handbooks on The. Psychology of Addition, The Psychology 
of Subtraction and The Psychology of Dictation are pre¬ 
scribed for tho Diploma of Pedngog) of the University of 
London; and her thesis for tho D.Se. degree, with its 
remarkable series of curves showing in milligrammes the 
precise amount of fatiguo endured by 5,875 children (male 
and female), varying in age from G B2D to 7 - 215 years, in 
committing to utomorj the complete poem of “ Mary and tho 
bomb," bado fair to revolutionise the whole science of 
Experimental Psychology. Noeil 1 say that, when I heard 
how brilliantly she was teaching history on the new 
method, T looked forward to my visit with tho greatest 
of expectations? 

Miss lloneyman proved to be a young lady of a calm and 
assured mannov. Her confidence in her own powers was 
amazing, and ntado ono fool that in patronising an inspector 
she was only acting in accordance with natural law. 

“ History,” she remarked, while we were waiting for the 
class to assemble— 1 “I tisiory has never been properly taught. 
Hitherto it has been nothing but a parrot-like recital of 
meaningless names ami dates. Tho Dramatic Method, on 
the other hand, based upon a careful psychological analysis 
of the childish intelligence, and appealing to the mimetic 
and histrionic instincts of the youthful mind, enables the 
pupil to understand that the great ligures of history were 
something more than names—that tlioy really lived and 
moved and had their being, just as tho children themselves. 
The effect is instantaneous and immeasurable. Tho past 
at once becomes alive, and history the most enthralling 
study." 

By this timo the class, which was evidently under tho 
most rigid discipline, had filed almost noiselessly into 
their places. 

Miss Honoyman turnod to thorn, the embodiment of that 
bright intelligence which is the ambition of all trained 
educationalists. “ Now, dears,” she said, “ we >v ill act the 
story of Alfred and the cakes. Who will ho Alfred ? ” 

Fifty hands wore hold up. 

“ We can't all ho Alfred, " said Miss Ilonoyiuan, brighter 
and more intelligent than ever. “As Alfred was a man, 
we had bettor have a hoy. Charlie Marshall, you shall he 
Alfred to-day.” 

Forty-nine youngsters looked disappointed, while Charlie, 
overwhelmed by the greatness thus suddonly thrust upon 
him, shamefacedly shuffled to the front of tho class, in 
obodience to Miss Ilonovman’s gesture. 

“Now wo have got Alfred," she said brightly, “ who will 
be the neatherd’s wifo ? ” 

Forty-nine hands went up mechanically. Miss Honey- 
man smiled at this fresh proof of the interest of the pupils. 
“.Tanie West, you shall bo tho neatherd’s wife. Como and 
stand by Charlie. Good 1 Now, children, yon know what 
you have got to do. Charlie, you must forget that you are 
Charlie. Who are you?” Charlie looked vague. 

“ Come, dear, who are you ? ” Charlie smiled vacantly. 

Miss Honoyman turned to the class. " Poor Charlie has 
forgotten who he is. Can anyone tell him ? " 
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All the hands went up. “ Well, who is ho ? " “ Cliarlie 
Marshall," came the reply from forty-eight young throats. 

Mi„s Iloneyman turned to me with a smile. "They 
have not quite caught the idea yet, but you see how keen 
tlioy all aro—how the method stimulates their interest. 
No, dears,” she continued, looking at tho class, "Charlie 
is not Charlie Marshall now. He is Alfred the Great." 

Most of the class lookod liewildcred, and one so far 
forgot himself as to whistle from pure incredulity. Miss 
Honeymau—admirable disciplinarian—was down on him 
in a moment. “ Stand up, Johnnio Walker 1 Ono bad mark 
for whistling in class. Now, dears, don't forgot that Charlio 

is Alfred the Great, and Jatiih is-?" 

She looked at Janie. Janie blushed, shifted from one 
foot to the other, and bock again, nibbled her pinafore, 
and at last suggested that sho might bo the cakes. 

“ No, dear, these are tho cakes," said Miss Uoneyman, 
as sho produeod some property buns from her desk. 
"Janie is as bad as Charlio," she added to the class. 
" She doesn’t know who she is. Who can tell her ? ” 
Again all the hands wont up, and all the young voices 
chorused, " Janie West!" 

Miss Honeyman lookod a littlo annoyed. “ No, no," sho 
said. “Who is Janie? " 

“ Alfred the Great !" “ Charlio Marshall!" 

. At these two suggestions Miss Honeyman's brightness 
becamB almost hysterical. "Nonsense, ohildron! Janie is 
the neatherd’s wife.” Janie evidently did not bolieve it. 

"Now, Alfred— Charlie, you're Alfred— you are 
coming to the neatherd's hut, and you see the neatherd's 
wife. You must say something. What will you say ? ” 
Alfred’s mouth opened a little, but no sound came. 


" Think, dear! ” said Miss Honoyman. Alfred thought. 

"What do you say when you meet a friend in the 
street?” Alfred smiled fatuously and shook his head. 
“ I dunno," ho said. 

“Oh yes, you do. You would say ‘Good—good- 

"Good morning." 

"That’s right. But Alfred the Great would not 
say that. It would he an anachronism, and”—turning to 
me —"T think it very important that tho children should 
learn to speak iti tho language of tho poriod they are 
representing. Alfred would say, ‘Good morrow, good 
damo!’ Say it!" 

Alfred grinned all over and murmured, “To-morrow 
to-day." 

" And now, Janie, what does the noathord’s wife reply? ” 

Janie’s eyes filled with tears. " She is a littlo shy bofore 
strangers," Miss Honeyman explained. “ You have no 
idoa what a dramatic genius that child has when we aro 
by ourselves. Come, Janie dear, what doos the neatherd's 
wife reply ? " 

But Janie’s dramatic genius gave no sign of life. Her 
poor littlo purplo faco puckered itsolf up into an, expression 
of acuto agony, and the tense siloneo was broken by a 
piteous wail. 

Tho situation was intolerable, liven Miss Honeyman 
was upset. Peeling that something must bo done to 
relieve the tension and to prevent tho whole class falling 
into hysterics, 1 boldly came to the rescue, "Children," 
I said, " what was tho date of the Battle of Hastings ? " 

Vacuity vanished; hope returned; Janie wiped h£r eyes; 
and “ 1066! ” greeted me in cheerful chorus as I beat a 
retreat from the class-room. 
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AllPLA'S BANK-BOOK' post office did you make the last II you lose an elephant in the parcels 
, ’ . deposit?” post and send in a complaint, you 

Being the first glad word ever written “At Hastings-it must have been receive a printed answer headed, “ Lost 
about a Government Department. a month ago. It was tho post office Elephants— : Form A.I.”) 

A del a rushed in breathlessly at the near that nice shop where they sell j John read it through carefully. “ I 

gates of the Post Office Savings Hank tho cream tarts.” ; don't soo what you 're in trouble about, 

Head Office, which is situate in West I “ Gan you tell me the street ? ” little woman,” said he. “Thoy only 

Kensington. " I want the Savings J “ 1 don't remember, but everyone at ask you to make a careful search for 
Bank!" criod she to tho porter. [Hastings knows tho one I moan. Put [tho lost book, and state that 1 if not 
The porter informed her politely that. down that it’s near that nice shop i found they will let you have a now 
the inquiry office was on the rigid. j where they sell those cream tarts. Oh,, book in a month's time on payment of 
Adela rushed in at a door on tho j you don't think that wretched man j Is. It's quite straightforward.” 
left and cannoned into a high official j lias stolen my money ? ” ! " Yes, I know. . . . But the point 

leaving tho office for lunch. " I want j “ I'm sure bo hasn’t, madam. 1 'll ( is, I 'vc found the Ixiok.” 

the Savings Bank!” she cried. “Oh, send upstairs at once and get the John expressed no surprise. 

I do hope I haven't hurt your hat?” particulars of your account.” “In the second top drawer," con- 

The high official picked up his silk In a few minutes the particular had fessed Adela. 


w? 

ft eft'll-— 


hat from the floor and murmured a, arrived, and tho fatherly official was 
polite “Not at all.” Then ho accom- j questioning Adela about tho balance. 

panied her to the inquiry , - - -- - 

offico and introduced her j ’ - - 

to a fatherly gentleman [ i 

behind a counter. | 

"I've lost my bank-1 f 

hook I "cried Adela. “All; V* , /'/ J 

my money will he stolen!; ',, 4» : . ,vW , /. 

j i 

To mi. M vnacm:. 

Tho oihcml behind tho - Limiiku, I-'a.-i; Masmi.i: Km-u:m. 




.. , To I HI. MwlHMl. 

Tho official behind tho - Limukh, 1-'a< i; Massm.i: Eu'inn. my 

Counter beamed reassur- Siu. Yum - E\|.eit Mrohaiiii.'ul Massage Opriatu'' iiiitli-rlu.)!, to ,y„o.,v my hefoi('hand not to take 

ance upon Adela. “Don’t double eliiu. 1 rrituinly undmtoud the ««itl “removo” meant. lemme it?” 
lie anxious, madam—we alliigetli.-i ; tm! vum- upniilm- lias simply Shifted tile sent of the trouble. A quarter of ail hour 
Shall find the hook all! I™'"*’ pbologinph* of mysel f taken Ir/ior nml tivataiciil, ami will lie u<n< A( y a cani0 i)ack 
. , . xr . n . ulail lo know wli.it you propose to do about, it.—\oiua laitlifully, ... ,, . . , 

right. Your money will he. 3 1 1 ___ with the answer she bad 

quite safe. 1 will just ask written. “ How do you 

you to give mo a few particulars.” (He “ There has been no withdrawal since , think this would do, .lolin ? 
drew out a printed form from a drawer.) more than a month ago. Your money: • Di.au Si its,—Thank you very niucli 

“ You are sure you left tho book at tho is quite safe." 1 for the trouble you have taken, and 


‘That's where 1 told you to look." 
‘But I never keep papers there! 
I 'ill certain I couldn’t pos- 

-v sihly have put it there." 

,i'jl “ Well, you 'vo found tho 
' 1 book—doesn't that settle 

k ,, tho matter?” 

B j “No, it doesn't! It 
W lj' sounds so silly to write 
j ,ij| and say I 'vo found it after 

“ I should pay up the 
■ '"V! shilling and get a new 

ill “ How like a mail-so 
'1:1/ cowardly! Men have no 
' xM 1 moral courago. To do that 
| would practically he telling 
—— ' them an untruth.” 

_ “ Very well, dear, do as 

i you please. But why ask 
my advice if you decide 
mV beforehand not to take 


shop where you bought the cream 
tarts?” 


"Well, of eourse 1 can't lie sure, only forty pounds in the hank ?" coincidence the deposit-book 1 lost at 
but I went there just after I had put " Quite sure.” , Hastings lias been returned to me to- 

some money in the Savings Bank, and “Couldn't it have been a little[day. it was picked up by that man 
I was so worried that, afternoon, and more?" at the corner fable in that nice shop 

that man at tho corner tablo had such “ Well, it might have been forty- where they sell thoso cream tarts, and 

a nasty look in his oye.” live.” it turned out he was a business friend 

“What was tho number of your "Are you sure it was not fifty-live?” of my husband’s. Wasn't it lucky? 
hook?” “is it really fifty-live? How nice ‘Thank you very much for your 

“I don't know—yes, it had a six of you!” attention—I shall certainly recommend 

and an eight in it, and a five some- “lt’slifly-six pounds ten, madam," you to all my friends, 

where, I think. 1 bought it at tho said the fatherly official smilingly. . ‘Yours very truly.’.” ; 

post office in Netting Hill (late-I "I’ll recommend all my friends to “Your courago and candour,” said 
mean, they gavo it to me there.” deal with you! ” cried Adela warmly. John, “put my cowardice to shame.” 

“IIow much did you have on :: ■:> - . . . 

deposit ?" A fortnight later Adela came shame- Coal Strike New*. 

“I don’t know—about forty pounds, facedly to her husband with a printod “'band National Btoeplcnliine (handicap) of 
l think. Yes, it must have been nearly letter from the'Savings Bank. (The | ;5 . M0 tons."—7mA 27«w». 
forty pounds.” Post Office has, of course, a printed j The lucky ownor can now have as many 

" Where did you lose it, and at what letter for every possible eventuality.! fires as he likes. 


“ Oh, thank you, tliauk yon! ” , especially that very nice manager at 

“But are you quite sure you had the inquiry office. By an extraordinary 


but I went there just after I had put 
some money in tho Savings Bank, and 
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HYMN TO THE GREEK GRAMMAR. 

[Insjiirod bjr tlic liail of criticism which lias t hr'atoned to oust it fivm 

its prominent place in the curriculum of our public sellout*.] 

I am sick to death of 1 heir babel; the spirit within me is 
weak, 

But l know that thou art not able to stand much longer, 0 
Greek! 

For the surgo of the Press lias thundered; they call us 
to muko & choice, 

And the cries are as two deeps sundered; tliorc is no 
middle voice. 

All loveliest things and fairest art taken at last on the bend; 

0 first and 0 second aorist, it is timo to make an end. 

Shall I welcome the now ways rather than these that our 
sires have trod 

Prom fO|Ttyi and rraTijp (a father and mother) and tf<br (a god) 

To the days when our eyes wore dreamy for lovu of a 
. couch yet warm 

As we crashod on the rock un-ipu and rendered our sterns 
to the storm ? 

Ah no! for her reign was cruel, the goddess from whom wo fly, 

And hard to remember the dual, and hitter the verb in -pi 

Aijd a barren way was the syntax and sharp for delicato feet 

As the points of upturned tin-tacks are sharp in the tutor's 


And verbs irrogular, massive, hung o’er with a menacing 
broiw, 

Aud I don’t know the perfect passive of most of them even 
now. 

But she led to the flowery places, to the isles where the 
hero&dweil . . *. 


And tho silvery laugh of the Graces and the meadows of 
asphodel, 

And all the toil of Odysseus and all tho strife before Troy 

Was stamped on tho trouser tissues and seared in the soul 
of the hoy. 

0 genitive) plural of *pin)«. 0 ditive of pmVa tho Muse, 

What art of our smoke-stained cities shall stand in your 
outworn shoes ? 

Yo hold us with old alliance, ye lured us to culture's links, 

Shalt thou give us these things, Science, who wast known 
of yore as “stinks"? 

A goddess not w.cathed with loses, not won with the aid 
of a cah, 

Not worshipped with Siwjwick’s pro es, hut studied in 
stealth in a iab. 

Shall they turn us to foreign jargon and a French or a 
Gorman longue, 

Instead of tho speech of the Argonaut, breath of a world 
yet young ? 

Shall they try ns with cubes aud figures that are worse 
than French to boar, 

Or hard historical rigours'? I confess I do not care; 

For I know that art and i»rtp aro falling, the once divine; 

They are changing our gold for copper, a hundred oxen for 
nine. 

And tho world is broken in pieces and swept on tho wave 
of the sea, 

And my heart is rivon with tmesis, I suffor from syncope. 

And the pains of death stab through mo and, writ on t-ao 
sinking sun > s 

Is the perfect (strong) of 'oaaymi—JX»X«, I am undone. 

, Evoe. 
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■ _ __ Jeremy gave himself another catch, 

THE HERALD OF SUMMER, threw the wool to his wifo and drifted 
"My dear,”said Jeremy,as he folded out. He camo back in ten minutes 
back his paper at the sporting page, “ I with his bat under his arm. 

Ivave some news for you. Cricket is "lteally, it has wintered rather well,” 
upon us once again.” he said, " considering that it has been 

“ There’s a nasty cold upon Baby in the boot' cupboard all tho time. We 
once again,” said Mrs. Jeremy. "I hope ought to have put some camphor in 


it doesn’t mean measles." 


with it; or— I know there's some- 


“No child of mino would over have Ihimj you do to hats in the winter. 
measles,”saidJoromy confidently. “It's Anyhow, the splice is still there.” 


beneath us." Ho cleared his throat and 
read, "‘Tho coining season will bo 
rendered ever memorable by tho fact 


"It looks very old,"said Mrs. Jeremy. 
‘ Is that really your now one? " 

" Yes, this is the one that plajed the 


that for the first time in the history of historic innings. It has only had one 

the game-’ You ’ll never guess ball in its whole life, and that was on 

what's coining.” tho edge. Tho part of tho bat that I 

"ilr. Jeremy Smith is expected to propose to use this season will conic 
make double figures." entirely fresh to the business.” 

Jeremy sat up indignantly. “ You ought to have oiled it, Jeremy.” 

“Well of all the wifely things to say! ■ " Oil—that was what I meant. I’ll 
Who was top of our averages last do it now. Wo'll give it a good rub 
year?" down. I wonder if there's anything 

“ Plummer. Because \ou presented else it would like ? ” 
the bat to him yourself.” "I think, most of all, it would like a 

"That proves nothing. 1 gave my- little practice." 
self a bat too, as it happens; and a "My dear, that's true. It said in 
better one than Plummer's. After all, the paper that on the County grounds 
his average was only 2 i>. Mino, if prnctieo was already in full swing.” 
the weather had allowed me to finish Ifo imulo an imaginary drive. "I 
my solitary innings, would probably don’t think l shall take a full swing, 
have been 20.” It’s so much harder to lime tho ball. 

"As it was,the weather only allowed 1 say, do you howl?” 
you to give a chance to tho wicket- “ Very badly, Jeremy." 
keeper oil the one hall you had,” "The worse you bowl tho more 
“I was getting tho pace of the practice tho bat will get. Or what 
pitoh,” said Jeremy. “ Besides, it about Baby ? Could sho bowl to mo 
wasn’t really a chaneo, because our this afternoon, do you think, or is her 
umpire would never havo given tho cold too bad?” 
treasurer out first ball. There are “1 think sho'd bolter slay in to-day.” 
certain decencies which are hound to “ What a pity. Nurse tells mo she’s 
bo observod." left-handed, and I particularly want a 

"Then,” said his wife, "it’s a pity lot of that; because Little Buxtod has a 
you don’t play more often.” very hot left-hand bowlor called 

Jeremy got up and made a few “ You don't want your daughter to 
strokes with tho poker. be an athletic girl, do you”” 

“ One of us is rather stiff,” lie said. Jeremy looked at her in surprise and 
" Perhaps it's the poker. If I play then sat down on tho arm of her chair. 


regularly this season will you promise 
to bring Baby to watch mo ? ” 

“ Of course we shall both como.” 
"And you won’t lot Baby jeer at 
me if I ’in howled by a shooter.” 

“ She won't know what a shooter is,” 


"Surely, dear,” ho said gravely, “we 
docidcd that our child was going to 
play for Kent ? ” 

"Not a girl! ” 

“ Why not ? There's nothing in the 
rules about it. Kulo 197 (6) savs that 


“ Then you can tell her that it's the I you needn't play if you don't like the 
only ball that over howls father,” said | Manager, hut there’s nothing about 
Jeremy, ilo put, down the poker and' sex in it. I’m sure Baby would love 
took up a hall of wool. “ I shall pro- the Manager.” 
bably field somewhere behind tho Mrs. Jeremy smiled and rulll'cd his 
wicket-keeper, where tlm hottest drives hair. 

don’t come; but if I should mire a "Well,” said Jeremy, “if nobody 
catch you must point out to her that will howl to me, I can at least take 
tho sun was in father's oyos. I want my hat out and let it see the grass, 
my child to understand the game as After six months of hoots it will ho a 
soon as possible.” change for it.” 

“ I 'll tell her all that sho ought to He went out into the garden, and 
know,” said his wife. "And when did not appeal again until lunch. 

? ou 've finished playing with my wool During the meal he* read extracts to 
’ve got something to do with it.” his wife from “ The Coming Season’s 


Prospects,” and spoko choerfully of 
tho runs he intendod to make for the 
village. After lunch he took her on 
to the tennis lawn. 

“There!” he said proudly, pointing 
to a cricket pitch beautifully cut and 
marked with u crease of dazzling white. 
“ Doesn’t that look jolly?” 

“ Heavenly," she said. “ You must 
ask some one up to-morrow. You can 
got quito go.)d practice boro witli these 
iloop banks all round.” 

" Yes, 1 shall make a lot of runs 
this season,” said Jeremy airily. “ But, 
apart from practice, don’t you fed 
how jolly and summery a cricket pitch 
makes everything ? ” 

Mrs. Jeremy took a deop breath. 
“Yes, there’s nothing like a bucket 
of whitening to mako you think of 
summer." 

“ 1 'm glad you think so too," said 
.Jeremy with an air of relief, “ because 
I upset tho bucket on tho way back to 
tho stables—just underneath the per¬ 
gola. It ought to bring tho roses on 
like anything.” A. A, M. 

LEXICOMAIMIA. 

ITu was a middle-aged man, who hud 
hitherto lived a blameless and immacu¬ 
late life, save for an ode “ To Belinda's 
Toque,” which that lady subsequently 
forgave as being a more indiscretion of 
youth. Beloved of his family, not 
adversely criticised by his own children, 
and much thought of by the dogs of 
the neighbourhood, lie is tho last man 
one would have expected to become tho 
victim of tho lust of dictionary-writing. 
But the cacodltcs scribcmli is a malig¬ 
nant and inconsequent germ. It had 
marked him down, i think it was his 
unique knowledge of the exact meaning 
of tho word meticulous which ultimately 
set him on his unspeakable career of 
wickedness. 

At the beginning of things, when he 
was still on the fringe of the abubils, the 
ubacisls and the adiaphorous, lie con¬ 
fined his low practices to tho privacy 
of his study and maintained abroad the 
wholesome circle of his mercantile 
acquaintance. But, as ho proceeded 
with his diabolical enterprise, he came 
not only to tolerate but positively to 
revel in tho society of litorary men. 
Tho dopth of Ins depravity was reached, 
I am told, when lie made me his 
intimate. We mot in discussion oyer 
the Aye-ai/e, which I maintained to be 
" an emphatic aflirmative, principally 
used in nautical circles," and he pro* 
tested was a Madagascan mammal. 
I shall never forget the shameless 
night we spent together with the 
ayefibites, azimuths, and azetites; nor 
the ribald merriment with which, at 
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the grey break of dawn, we landed 
right in the middle of tho baagnouk. 

His passage through the “B’s" was 
of such ease as to leave no hope with 
his relations of his ultimate salvation. 
The ccraunascopc did not long deter 
him, the chipmunk proved tho merest 
child's play, and ho arrived at the 
beginning of tho “ D’s,” flushed with 
indecent triumph—to bo defeated by 
a monosyllable. It was not damn. 
fie knew exactly how to deal with that 
aud enjoyed doing it. Ho even gave 
instances. Not to care a damn, he ex¬ 
plained for those to whom the phrase 
convoyed nothing, means “ not to mind 
in the loast,” ami he passed on with a 
light heart to the dandy-rolls and the 
dangb'hcrrics, tho darapskites and the 
danjes. But at the next word but 
threo ho ceased suddenly. 

I found him depressed to tho verge 
of suicide. licit him trembling with 
guilty excitement, lie acted on my 
suggestion, in fact, and started opera¬ 
tions at the other end, hopiugfor better 
luck when lie came to attack that 
filial word from tho hack, as it were. 
After that, he dabbled for mouths 
among the ..alambdodonta, the condoo, 
tho thiissoclc, the slalch, tho paracor- 
ollu, tho noopa, the jlabhcrgidlion , and 
the <•«,/. But arrived onco more in the 
“B’s," liis spirit left him, and it was 
almost with a sigli that ho wrote “ dic¬ 
tionary : this is a dictionary,"’ and 
passed on. Ilo even grew irritable, 
and the offensive manner in which he 
dismissed tho harmless danhrcc.lUc as 
“an amorphous, earthy, whitish, hy¬ 
drated, bismuth, oxy-cliloridc," shows 
that he Knew lie was rapidly gelling 
to tho end of his tether. The dannoor 
gave him some excuse to pause; lie 
postponed tho inevitable) by means 
of such subterfuges as “ darkness : 
see dark," “darkful: full of dark," and 
“ darken: to make dark.” He found an 
unexpected but legitimate breathing- 
space in tho darkemon; but at last 
there was nothing for it but to plunge 
hopelessly and inevitably into the 
dark; and it was there that his vicious 
career ended from sheer inability to 
continue. 

He did not give in without a struggle; 
for a week he endeavoured to compile a 
dolinition of tho dark. He would have 
been satisfied with an algebraical for¬ 
mula, hail there boen one, but he could 
not even say that it was jc, the unknown 
quantity. The dark is universally 
known and respected; it is, as every¬ 
body knows, the dark. He could not 
even deal with it negatively and say 
it wag not light. The same remark, he 
told me bitterly, would apply to mutton 
and Mister Bamsay Macdonald, and 
three things less synonymous than 


mutton, Mister llamsai y Macdonald and 
dark ho could not well conceive. 

“Dark? ” he said to himself. “ AVh.it 
is it? What is dark? Dark, daik, dark 
. . .” till lie began to wonder what on 
earth he was talking about and w bother 
there was such a word at all. He 
turned out all tho lights in his study 
and had a good look at it. He smell 
it, listened to it, stroked it, swallowed 
some of it to seo if he could taslo any¬ 
thing characteristic about it. A thing 
which ho had known all His life anil 
had even sworn at as one would swear 
at one's best friend—and he could 
not even begin to say what it was! 
Tho dark ? It was just— the dark. 

I think the definition he hit upon at 
the last shows the awful effect on his 
mind of his malpractices. Light, it 
may be mentioned for comparison, he 


laid defined as “ i Ho form of radiant 
energy which acts on the retina of tho 
eye and renders v isible t.hc object from 
which it comes "dark,'' lie said at the 
oud, “is that which you seo in a room 
when von cannot seo anything and is 
that which, when you strike a match 
to look for it, is not there.” 

And with that ho gave up for good. 
Nowadays lie is sufficiently changed 
and recovered to refer to Ids lapse as 
“ lexieoniania," a word which does not 
in fact exist. ' 


From an auctioneer’s catalogue — 
Lot 520, Books 

“Ditto, 5it. ly 3it.” 

This must be the pocket edition of The 
Encyclopedia Britannica, of which we 
have heard so much. 
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AT Till') ’ALLS. 

[With acknowledgments to tint eoiu-aoeous 
ami indefatigable Mr. W. H. Titikuton in The 
l‘M MM (la'A'r. 1 

At tho Pavoli I found that amazing I 
peasant-genius Billy Sawdust in several 
now songs. They are not so good as 
his best—not so good as “ Not Guilty," i 
and “ I 've never been the Sarno Man! 
since," and "There's Room in ray Heart! 
for a Million Girls," that ecstatic! 
lyric of the joie dc rim— but tlioy aio ] 
good none tho loss. And you havo to: 
see Billy Sawdust to appreciate him. J 
Ho comes on at ton, and tho knowing 
ones dash in from the street at that 
hour, full of good dinner. But they 
make a mistake. The right preparation 
for Sawdust’s genius is to stand at the 
early doors in tho rain for an hour 
and endure all the rest of tho pro¬ 
gramme on an empty stomach before 
he comes on. Then Sawdust really 
appeals to you. He is beyond words 

great. * * 

# 

Also at the Pavoli is Bessie Boole, 
fair daughter o! a notable mother 
Whose name is Lizzie Late, and who 
has oharmed millions of music-hall 
frequenters by her genius; and you 


"Conk ox, Swank!" 

will find Bessie very like her. The 
sketch called "Trousers to Mend" 
might be better acted here and there, 
and the author has somewhat trifled 
with the unities; but, like everything 
at the llalls, it is a superb piece of: 
roalism, and the moment when the: 
drunken tailor declares that he has 
never seen trousers in worse repair is 
something to remember. j 

V" i 

The Tivilion has its usual galaxy of i 
stars, chief among whom aro the ever j 
droll Tom Bargo, with a now songi 
about a talking parrot which keeps the j 
audience convulsed; the incomparable 
Five Silos, whose contortions become 
more astounding at every performance; 
and a remarkable American musical 
humourist who plays the piano with 
his nose, and in this way is not less 
impressive than Busoni. I must, how¬ 
ever, implore the management to put 
up some notice as to the importance 
of silence at the bars. Owing to the 
noisy chatter of several men during 
the singing of sweet -Nelly Musker’s 
new slum song, “ MuvVer’s Furs are up 
the Spout,'’ I missed several of the 
most telling lines, and this in a firmly 
etched impression of mean streets, such 


as Nelly always gives, is a serious 
privation. s . ... 

At the Mausoleum are a number of 
sketches and musical numbers and— 
Shadie Glayde. Now you must hear 
Slrndio Glayde. She is immense. 
Whether or not she is quite realizing 
her best solf is a question not to be 
answered until I liavo been to the dear 
old Mausoleum a few more times; but 
she is remarkable, wonderful. The way 
she sings that highly significant song, 
“ Father’s on the Tiles onee more,” is 
not to bo forgotten. I shall wafcoh 
Shadie Glayde's career with inteie3t. 
It is such as sho that lift the Halls W 
the sphere of art. 

(And a lot more equally well worth 
writing and reading.) 

Commercial Candour. 

Froifi a boot manufacturer’s circulir: 

"Our good* talk for themselves." 

We have often heard that kind of boot.- 


" Another interesting and bdmtlful hymn 
from the Creek is ' Hail, Gladstone Light. { 

As sung by the choir of theNational 
Liberal Chib. 

















1SS FROM THE RUDE TURBULENCE OF THE 
THE FIRE l" 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(EXTHACTKD FROM TUB DlARY OF TollY, M.P.) 

House of Commons, Wednesday, April 
3.—Resuming sittings on Monday, 
Members were pointedly reminded it 
was time to wind up work and go 
off for Easter holidays. Shortly after 
3 o'clock it suddenly grew so dark 
that lights were turned on. Gas-lit 
ceiling, which contrived a doublo debt 
to pay—lighting the chamber and 
directing vontilatiou—presented dis¬ 
reputable appearance. Five squares of 
glass did not light up. Result sug¬ 
gested five black eyes in a rubicund 
countenance, which, as Euclid some¬ 
where remarks, is absurd. 

Later in sitting a fresher light shono 
upon scanty gathering, the more wel¬ 
come since it was unexpected. 
Business in baud Second .Heading of 
Scotch Temperanco Bill in charge of 
new Secretary, McKinnon Wood. 
After House had been droning along 
for couplo of hours, sparsely-built gen- 
tloman, with sharp-featured counte¬ 
nance and unobtrusive hair, roso on 
Ministerial side. Members looked 
across and languidly asked, “Who’s 
this?” No one seemed to know. 
Surmised it was one of the now Mem¬ 
bers returned at recent l>\-elections. 
Further enquiry, more persistent as 
the speech proceeded, revealed the 
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BOHN TO (iOVAN. 

"Am I a Pharisee or a Crusader, which '! 
I don't know I ” 

(Mr. Holmes makes a fascinating maiden 
*peeoh In which ho confesses that in all 
probability his countrymen will “never ho 
either siokeniugly abstemious or ostentatiously 


identity of Mr. Holmes, Member for 
Govun. 

Had not uttered half-a-dozen sentences 
when pleased discovery was made that 
hero was somebody refreshingly new. 
Members delivering their maiden speech 
avo usually so impressed with impor¬ 
tance of occasion as to begin bv re¬ 
commending themselves (o merciful 
consideration of House. Gentleman 
from Govan had neither necessity nor 
desiro for clemency. As perfectly at 
his ease as if he had been born in the 
House and christened in the Crypt. 

Most irresistible charm about spcocli 
full of drollories was his own frank, 
unstinted enjoyment of it. 

“ Everyone agrees,” ho said, looking 
round tho House, pointedly including 
the Speaker at one end, Serokant-at- 
Arms at the other, “ that it is wrong to 
tipple airly in the forenoon.” 

Benevolent smile lit up his coun¬ 


tenance, sparkling over his abnormally 
spacious (infringed forehead. As he 
smiled, his body swaying lightly from 
left to right, lie paused to give his 
bearers opportunity tor moment’s re¬ 
flection upon this great truth. Interval 
prolonged l>\ burst of laughter; whereat 
tho new Member's smile broadened and 
ho nodded genial approbation. 

Jealous for reputation of his country - 
men, maligned by earlier speaker who 
hinted that Scotland was exceptionally 
disposed towards alcoholic liquors. 
This illusion was, ho argued, largely 
due to “ that charming singer” Burns, 
who gave currency to tho assertion 
that “ freedom and whusky gang tho- 
gitlicr.” 

Ho spoke without prejudice. “ I am 
myself,” ho said in one of his confiden¬ 
tial asides, “an ex-president of a Burns 
club.” Still truth must be lofd, 
and whilst vindicating the aspersed 
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character of his countrymen he ad- and tramp and pull in vain. It really do in the Bame direction. 1 worked 
mitted that, owing to climatic and is the most maddening thing. Bo near myself up into a pisBionot'obliteration! 
other influences, there was no danger and yet so far. I can sec’it before me becoming more andmbrereckless, till 
of Scotchmen being found “either sick- trying to lift up its voice, but it is not I was dabbing on little patches all 
eningly abstemious or ostentatiously a bit of use os long as those other over the place. When I had exhausted 
teetotal.” fellows are talking. On this occasion the supply of adhesive matter I had tb 

Now Member having smiled and it was simply shouted down by a horrid use halfpenny and penny stamps, ent 
swayed himself off the stago, debate little persistent trill that ran along into four. This gave the record a 
resumed normal conditions, resulting above it. It began near the beginning pretty and variegated appearance which 
in Second Beading of the Bill without of the roll with a long row of double I hope will bo appreciated when it is 


a division. 

Yesterday Lloyd[ 
George expounded bis, 
,‘Budget. After somo; 
talk to-day on question' 
of Imporial Preference j 
and alleged breach of : 
faith on part of a wicked, 
Government, Houso| 
adjourned for brief 
Easter holiday. Back 
again next Wednesday. 

Business done.— 
Budget brought in. 


THE MUSIC OF 
THE FUTURE, j 

I suppose most great ] 
inventions are based [ 
upon a fluke. At least j 
mine was. I stumbled; 
on to it quite by acci- j 
dent, and yet it is a 
pretty far-reaching 
thing. It ought to 
mean—when I have 
had timo to work it up 
a bit—an entirely new 
method of musical 
composition, eliminat¬ 
ing all that tiresome 
business about h armony 
and counterpoint, andi 
dots and rests and! 
minims and semi¬ 
quavers and staves and 
clefs and so on. It is 
so beautifully straight¬ 
forward and direct. 
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- returned to .the library. 
But I will admit that 
my final edition of the 
score disappointed me. 
It had become ahushed, 
feeble, stuttering thing, 
and I could not feel 
that it faithfully con¬ 
veyed tliofullintentions 
of tlio composer. 

Still, I had the germ 
of my invention, and I 
have put a good lot of 
; solid work into it since 
j then. I went on to try 
svhat 1 may call tlio 
' complementary pro¬ 
cess to that of slopping 
up tlio holes. I mean 
opening other holes 
with a pair of scissors. 

' And there you have it I 
Tho composor of the 
future will simply sit at 
his pianolina with a pair 
of scissors and a pot of 
! pasto. He has only to 
iopen up a hole here 
and there and sec if it 
sounds right; if not, he 
shuts them up and tries 
again. T do not wish 
1 to infer for a moment 
I that it will ho an easy 
! or casual process, for I 
! calculate that no small 
j knowledgo of mafclio- 
I matics will bo neces- 
1 sary. But it must bo 
^incomparably easier 
j than the present anti¬ 
quated mothods. Be- 


happened. I was' --——-- -—-quated mothods. Be- 

wresiling with Debussy on the piano- perforations, like the track of a rabbit sidos being far more fun. 
lina and I came to a passage -one out in the snow, and, when 1 got the But my invention can also bs used 
of many — that wouldn’t make sense, pressure on, it merely squealed louder as a Parlour Game. This is done by 
That was not entirely Debussy's fault, and louder, it was then that 1 struck setting to work to turn ono score into 
My instrument (not the most expensive the Great Idea. I got up and collected another. It takes a good long timo, 
kind) has its limitations. It divides all tho stamp-paper in the liouso, some but it is simply absorbing as a winter 
the key-board sharply into two halves, court plaster and a packet of adhesive sport. My own greatest success in this 
which can be operated separately. If labels, and with tlioso, cut into narrow direction was when I turned the finale 
the melody is pretty high up in tlio strips and gummed on to the roll, I of Stbauss’ Salome into Home, Sweet 
treble I can smother the bass all right simply stamped it out. It was splendid. Home. i 

and squeeze it out with my feet. And Tho melody began to chip in at once ■ 

if the melody is deep down in the bass and mado a very good fight for it with Notice to Contributors. . •. , 

I can still overhear it by harshly tho bass. Whatever the chances of a lasting 

shutting down the treble. But if the That was the thin end of the wedge, peace in the coal world, Ur. JPimeh 
melody.is bang in the middle—where, As sobn as I had admitted the principle begs to announce that fpr the purpose 
aheordiag to my ideas, it has no earthly of covering, up the notes I didn't want, of jokes about“ miners and minimum " 


right to 


helpless, I squeeze I found there was any amount more to | the strike is now definitely oyer. 
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FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. 

(With acknowledgments to “ T.P.’s 
Weekly.") 

Gentleman, advanced lliinkor, un¬ 
conventional, haricot beans, sandals, 
soft collars, desires to exchange soul- 
throbs -with congenial nut-cutletist. 

Recitation Wanted.— Can you tell 
nie title and publisher of verses 
commencing--"Half a league, half a 
league, half a league”?— (lt.V. Winkle.) 

Recitation Found. —“Mary had a 
little” is published with touching 
illustrations in Aunt Jane’s Chats to 
the Chicklets. Rag edition, 9^d. 

Constant Readeb writes:-— “I have 
just been leading a book called Jane 
Jlyre, by a party named Charlotte 
Bronte. Does anyono know anything 
about this author ? ” 

|This is dreadful! You really can¬ 
not be a constant reader of ns. Hoc 
all our hack numbers, and also last 
week's issuo for intensely interesting 
interview with a London railway porter 
whose great-aunt distinctly remembers 
tho postman who handled nearly all 
the Bronte MSS.— Mil] 

Tolstoy, etc. A coi respondent 
would liko to know if Tolstoy was 
ever vaccinated and, if so, tho date; 
also the origin of Wormwood Scrubbs, 
and tho name of tho inventor of tho 
crumb-scoop. 

Lady residing in delightful mid- 
Victorian house at Beckham, with 
two spinster daughters of samo period, 
offers delightfully refined home to two 
gentlemen engaged during the day. 
Chance of becoming engaged during 
the oveniug, 

A CHANTY. 

There was an old mariner man at 
Wappin’ 

Who kept a curiosity shop, 

’E bought things, an’ sold tilings, an’ 
’ad things for swoppin’, 

From an ivory junk to a peppermint 
drop; 

■ Singing, Blow up the trumpets 
That blow the full-moon, 

For we must bo in China 
Before tlio monsoon! 

’E’d baldfaced Bhuddas from out o’ the 
Indies, 

, An’ golden-dustod gods from Siam, 

An’ Japanese ginger in jars in ’is . 
windies, 

An’ he once went to China an’ saw 
the Great Cham! 

Singing, Blow up the trumpets, 

An’ beat tbe bassoon, 

But we must be in China 
Before the full-moon 1 
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Oh, China’s tho place to take a chap’s 
fancy, 

’E there met a lass called Li-Wang- 
11 °, 

But for old rake’s sake 'e christened 'or 
Nancy, 

After a girl as 'e'd known at Bow; 
Singing, Blow up the trumpets 
That sound the typhoon, 

For we must be in China i 

Before the monsoon! I 

She lived in an elegant pinky pagoda 

In tho thick of a dragmi-’auntcd 
wood, 

An’ it's six o’ rum to an ice-cream 
soda 

’E would ’ave married ’er where she 
stood; 

Hinging, Blow up the trumpets, 
There’s roses in June, 

But we must get to China 
Before the full-moon 1 


But that the wood it was full o’ 
wonder, 

An’ when 'o went 'is luck to try 

A big green dragon 'e bellowed liko 
thunder 

An’ chased 'im as far as next July! 
Singing, Blow up the trumpets, 
Ob, blow them in tune, 

For we must he in China 
Before tho monsoon 1 

So 'o signed on with a tea-ship for 
Wappin’, 

For London Town where the traders 

\V here the fogs como up au’ the ram is 
a-droppin’, 

An’ ’e married the girl 'as 'e'd known 
at Bow 1 

Singing, Blow up the trumpets 
From Cork to Kowloon, 

But we must be in China • 

, Before the full-moon 1 
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THE PATH TO REALITY. 

(Hints for the representation of our everyday joys and 
sorrows in the Greek form.) 

VI.—TIIE TRALVMISSERS. 

Persons of the Play. 

The Father; The Mother; Two Daughters; The Station- 
master; Hermes. Chorus of Inspectors and Porters. 
Scene —The Platform of an important London Station. 
Enter the Father hurriedly, followed by his family. 

The Father. 

Now, by almighty Zeus, this is too bad! 

TIig train by which I had designed to go, 

My tickets taken and my luggage packed, 

That train is gone and I am loft behind. 

It has been filled and now it overflows, 

The measure of this railway's wickedness; 

For all their cursed clocks declare tho hour 
Was reached five minutes since, whereas my watch, 
A very careful British time-keeper, 

Tells mo that fivo moro minutes havo to go. 

Oh, all ye grinning apes and motley fools, 

Stand not about mo with your fish-liko oy es, 

But stir yourselves and let pome doed he done, 

Lost I sit down and write my lengthy tale, 

My talc of matchless sorrow, to The Times. 

And thou, my spouse, and yo, my daughters twain, 
Had ye not stayed above and spent tho tiino 
In endloss titivation of yourselves, 

This had not happened; but I called in vain, 

Filling tho houso with clamour and complaint. 

And now yo see tho end; we 'vo missod our train. 

Chorus. 

This, in truth, is a very' violent and angry man, unduly 
movod, as it appears to us, by such a calamity as happens 
every day to someone, he himself not being the only 
sufferer, but rather one among many similarly afflicted 
«fld bearing thomselvcs with greator humility under tho 
blow of the immortal gods. 

But, no doubt, he intended lo go 
To Paris, the boautiful city, 

Whore the prices are high and the dresses aro low, 
And the ladies aro graceful and witty. 

For ourselves, we havo not beon to France; 

Such a journey was never our whim, Sirs; 

But we foel for this passenger's painful mischance— 
Yea, wo hoartily sorrow for him, Sirs. 

The Father. Offer sympathy unto those who noed it; but 
mo only bloodshed will satisfy. 

The Mother. Oh, doarest husband, moderate thine anger, for 
there aro many that smile, concealing their faces. 
The Father. And ye two who wore born to mo as daughters 
in my ancestral mansion, wherefore do yo stand 
helpless, bewailing your misfortune ? 

First Daughter. Hard is my lot who was to he Parised and 
am now un-Parisod through no fault of ray own. 
Second Daughter. Yea, and to me the gain of a Parisian 
accent is henceforth forbidden, unhappy that I am. 
The Father. Let the Lord of the Station be summoned, for a 
short word loudly spoken to him may calm my mind. 

Chorus. 

The Station-master will come, mayhap, 

With tho golden braid on his jaunty cap, 
c Mayhap he will graciously deign to oome 
* And address this fellow, who is not dumb, 

Not rubbing him up, but calming down 


His violent voice and his fearful frown. 

But perhaps he will stay away, and then 
A deed will occur in tho haunts of men, 

A terrible, murderous, bloodstained deed, 

Promoted and wrought by tho bitter need 
Of tho man who has missed his train and ship, 

And is robbed, in fact, of bis Easter trip. 

Now whethor ho 'll come or stay away 
Is very much more than wo can say; 

But, whatever ho docs, somo great disaster 
Is sure to befall our Station-master. 

So we, like bees, will buzz along, 

Cheerfully singing our honey-song, 

And ready to creep into our hives 
With a viow to saving our well-loved livos. 

But, misery, misery! Woo, woo, woo! 

Wo knew tho event must happen so! 

For, lo, with a port devoid of fear 
The Station-master is coming here! 

Thf, Station-master. 

What means this noise, and wherefore dost thou shout, 
Thou black-browed man, who hast no business here ? 

The Father. No business here? T havo four first-class 
tickets; 

And thou hast robbod mo of my destined train. 

St.-m. Tho train is gono and t hou hadst better go; 

Wo have no room for foolish brawlers here, 

The Father. This is the limit! Strip thy station-coat, 

Put up thy dukes, and let ns tost and know 
Which is the better man, thyself or I. 

[They fight. 

Chorus. 

Now tho battle is joined and the blood is already flowing. 
Whom shall we support loudly declaring that out of eleven 
chances ten are in favour of one combatant or tho other? 
Now tho Station-master strikes a blow fearful, indeed, but 
not accurately delivered, and now tho passenger rushes 
forward roaring horribly like unto a hull maddened by tho 
sting of a gadfly. Surely the Station-master reels under 
the impact. Yea, he is down, his glory is overshadowed 
and his course is run. 

The Station-master. 

Carry ino hence, for I havo had my fill. 

[lie dies. In spite of the shrieks of the wife and 
daughters, the croud seizes the passenger and is 
about to tear him in pieces, when Hermes suddenly 
alights on the platform. 

Hermes. 

Now stay your hands, and let tho man go free— 

Him and his spouse and both his daughters too. 

Since ho has duly worshipped at my shrine 
He lias tny favour and, bssides, shall have 
A special train to take him on his way. 

As for the Station-master who is dead, 

I will myself conduct him to tho shades. 

Chorus. 

Great indeed is Hermes and worthy of all feverenco, 
But for ourselves we deem it best that we return to our 
duties. ■ _ E. C. Lt 

“There are not wanting signs of great political changes 
in the not-far-distant future,” says The Whitby Gazette 
having, perhaps, just heard of Home Rule. 

“The umpire wont up the conree in ■ launch, and returned in a perfect 
blizzard."— Yorkshire Etming Pat, 

Just the vessel for a rough sea. ' 
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THE FINAL PUTT. 

Golfer (to partner). “Now You’vn got this to save the match, so none of yocb science! Jest bcsg it ixl 


THIS OPTIMIST. 

(Suggested by the "Poets' Corner” of c 
Provincial Journal.) 

Though my brethren faint and falter, 
Cowed by each successive scare, 

I for one will never palter 
With a mood of dark despair. 
Though the nation’s pride is humbled, 
Though her glory, sore bested, 

From its pinnacle is tumbled, 

I will never hang my head. 

If wo gaze upon tho seasons 
Rich in variegated bloom, 

We shall iind abundant reasons 
For abandoning our gloom. 

Dangers stalk in countless legions 
Right throughout the torrid zone; 


eem with raptures all their own. 

■ 

Wins' can be more deeply thrilling 
Than the magic which is Spring’s 
When the lark aloft is trilling 
Like a piccolo on wings ? 


There is perfect joy in Summer 
When tho yoar is at its primo 
And the bee, that busy hummer, 
Buzzes gaily all tho time; 

When tho buttercups and daisies 
Decorate the verdant leas, 

And in clmr-i-lmncs and chaises 
Jocund tourists take their case. 

Nor does Autumn fail in voicing 
Orisons of tempered glee, 

Though tho mood of her rejoicing 
Strikes a sort of minor key; 

But the foliage rich and ruddy 
Is a feature of the scene, 

And affords a better study 
To the brush than when it’s green. 

Winter, too, in cot and castle— 
Though accompanied by snow — 
Brings the joy of Yule and wassail, 
Christmas cards and mistletoe, 
When the long ancestral table 
Groans with turkey and with beef, 
And old Brandy, choice of label, 
Ministers to our relief. 

Wbat then matters it if haply 
In our ointment flies we find ? 

Let us ohoose the ereed of Tajiley, 
ply the art of being kind. 


Life is short, hut you can brighten 
Ev’ry moment of its span; 
Struggle on, 0 weary Titan, 

Never leave the frying-pan. 

“ Both eights were out shortly after half-pasl 
ten to see that all was right with their boas." 

Star. 

It was found, however, that some of 
the feathers were under water. 


From the correspondence column of 
The Ceylon Observer :— 

"[The (kedopnunt and progress of Ceylon 
depend upon the interest and efforts of its 
Cities,is. The Editor of the ‘Observer' invites 
uirrespomlcneo from the people, relating to 
matters of public concern.] 

“DearS in,— What la tho latest ruling iu 
bridge when a card is exposed during a doal ? 
Is it left to the option of the opponents whether 
there should be a fresh deal or must there he a 
fresh deal willy iiilly ? I am strongly under tho 
impression the rule now adopted iu the London 
Clubs is that a fresh deal must follow, but should 
he glad to hear if any of your read rs can give 
an authoritative answer.” 

There were no other letters. 

11 Buchan, who sent a hot drive, hod the die- 
comforting experience of seeing Sadie stop the 
ball with his body when the latter was in tell 
flight ."—Sunderland Football Echo. 

Coward 1 
























A TWO-FINGER EXERCISE. 

I had casually dropped in to tea 
with l’hyllis. Everything had passed 
off safely, without any mishap to the 
carpet or my nico now dovc-colourod | 
j spats, and we were sitting contentedly 
j by the tiro. After vainly endeavouring 
! to contrive somothing really exciting to 1 
do next, I was on the point of grasping' 
the cat’s tail and dragging him into J 
tho conversation, when i had an idea of. 
unusual brilliance. ! 

' “I know wlmt you can't do," I said. 

Sho leant forward, clasping her 
hands, her face hopefully brimming 
with mischief. 

“ it 'a a now trick," sho declared 
delightedly. “ Oh, do tell it mo! " 

“ Well, if yon promise to he good and 
listen vory attentively.” 

I placed tho first and third lingers of 
my left hand in my mouth, and, after 1 
whistling a few opening bars by way of, 
tuning up, rose gracefully to a pellucid 
noto of acuto penetrative power, that 
reacted on the cat with remarkable 
felicity. 

“ You can’t, do that! ” 

I turned to her with a look of 
triumphant challengo in time to catch 
her lingers coming away from her ears, i 
“ Why, you weren't listening at all. I 
And now I shall have to do it all over 
again.” | 

“I caught tho gist of it. finally T 
did!" sho protested eagerly. “Tell 
me, what is it you have to do? ” 

“ It's quite simple," 1 sa : d. “ Lend 
me your hand a minute and 1 'll show j 
you how it’s done." ; 

j I took possession of it with an easy 
indifference, only to tied, al't-w having 
wasted several minutes in puzzling out 
how her thumb came to ho on the off¬ 
side, that she had given me the wrong 
one, I returned it with a smack and 
made her exchange it. For a hand it 
was such a ridiculously small thing 
that 1 found myself absently measuring 
it against my own. Then, just to 
humour her, I went off on a couple of 
pat-a-eakes and a this-little pig-went- 
to-niarket. 'Women like tlieso little 
attentions. She was laughing quietly 
to herself all the while. But on 
returning to business I was further 
delayed by tho extraordinary degree 
of stiffness that pervaded her fingers. 
I must have been a good five minutes 
coaxing their rosy tips into position. 

“ Now comes tho really difficult part,” 
I said, keeping eloso hold of her hand, 
in case it slipped out of position. 
“ First of all I want you to open your 
mouth as wide, as you can.” 
i The Curves of her lips shyly arranged 
themselves in a circle of modest 
. diameter. 


“Don’t be afraid!" I said, trying to 
pierce the black interior; “pretend 
you To a prima donna just swinging on 
to A-sbarp." 

She gave an accommodating gurglo, 
as much as to say, “ Hero goos then for 
another sixteenth of an inch." 

I then told her to bunch hor tongue 
well up against the roof of her mouth. 
On taking a last look round to assure 
myself that all was in order, I caught 
sight of a small pimplo on tho end 
of her tongue. It had, 1 observed with 
dismay, that fresh pink look ftbout it 
as if it had hut reeontly sprung up. 
This was a matter i was not at tho 
moment prepared to overlook. 

“Before I can possibly go on,” I 
began severely, “1 have found some¬ 
thing that I think requires explanation. 
You 'vo been telling stories. Do you 
see that?" and I pointod accusingly 
to tho tell-tale excrescence. 

But she only broke into a peal of 
refractory laughter, and .1 was put ou 
terms of tho strictest attention to 
business before she could he prevailed 
upon to start afresh. Again f got hor 
lingers into position, and then thrust 
them into her mouth. 

“Now talco a deep brealh and got 
ready to blow! " 1 told her. 

She obediently absorbed large quan¬ 
tities of air. 

"Come forward! Are you ready ? ” 

I cried, preparing to due!;. “ Blow ! ” 

It was as well, for our united efforts 
woro rewarded with a tempestuous 
draught. 

“ We haven't quite got it,’ J said 
encouragingly; “ now once again! " 

I turned up my coat-collar and re¬ 
turned to tho charge. There was still 
no answor—only the hollow sound of i 
wind moaning through space. 

“ It's no good," she declared at 
length; “ it will never come right." 

"You’re not going to give in al¬ 
ready !" 1 exclaimed. “ Why, wo were 
getting on famously. I expect it's the 
lingers, (loodness only knows what 
goosou in there. I have it! " I added 
with a sudden flash of inspiration, 

) “ why not try mine? Anyhow, we’ll 
1 see." 

; “ T might swallow' them by mistake, 

| and what then ? ” 

| Happy fingers! I pulled up my 
sleeve and politely rinsed them from 
; tho hot-water jug, borrowing her lmnd- 
j korohief to dry thorn on. 

“There you arc! What did I tell 
you?” I said, when we were finally re¬ 
warded with ,a faint yet decided whistle. 

1 got up to go with a happy sigh of 
victory. 

“ You mustn’t'' overdo it. All you 
want now is a little daily practice. I 
will drop in again to-morrow.” 


“ Have you many lady-pupils 1 ” she 
asked, looking up at me. 

It was getting late. I bade her a 
hasty good-bye and made for the door. 

As 1 was moving off in my taxi, a 
succession of whistles of exceptional 
force and purity rang out in tho silont 
square. 1 rubbed my eyes in amaze¬ 
ment, for — would you beliovo it? — 
glancing up at tho window I saw r that 
deceitful girl using her fingors with all 
tho fluency of an errand-boy. 

To-morrow 1 am going to drag from 
her tho name of the bounder who taught 
her such a vulgar accomplishment. 

LA BELLE All BOIS DORMANT. 
ITii» in the still heart of a wood 
Whoro sylvan spirits keep 
A watch o’er all their woodland brood, 
Wintered and drowsing deep ; 

With silvery Travellers’-joy hung 
round, 

And Briony-strands that seem 
Like broken lute-strings, there 1 found 
My Boauly’s eyes a-dream. 

About her, sleeping buds were rocked 
By tondor wood-tamed winds ; 

And Spring's sweet self lay by her, 
locked 

In bonds that Winter hinds, 

i bent and touched tho chestnut hair, 
Grown almost to her feet - 
Those soft small feci, drawn up and 
bare — 

And felt tho young heart’s heat; - 

Mv Belle Dormouse whom, drear davs 
o'er 

And wintry dreamings done, 

Bending to kiss, L’rinco Rayon d’Or 
Should waken to the sun, 

And, wuuld you see her, come with mo, 
Before palo Winter flies, 

Where, in a wren's nest, cosily 
A litUo dormouse lies. 

The Long Lens of Coincidence; 

Oil. Two CaMKII.V.' 'J1IU KWITEIi as one. 


A vory strange and disquieting series 
of coincidences seems to have occurred 
last week to tho representatives of the 
two rival papers, The Taller and The 
Sketch, The Duke and Duchess of 
Somerset were photographed by each 
of them in tho l'ark at the very same 
moment; at another moment they 
simultaneously snapped Lord and Lady 
Amenable ; at a third, Lord and 
Lady Goschen were their common 
victims; and at a fourth it was Mr. 
Henry Mu,neb " and a friend." Can 
any of our readers furnish a parallel 
to this almost miraculous chain of 
identical adventures ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(]>y Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mish KthhIi Siduwick lias many delicate gifts which do 
not sol'Di lo he constrained by alliance) with a rare strength 
and directness of touch. Bhe reveals nioro of character in a 
do/on sentences of dialoguo than your meticulously exact 
describe!' of details in as many pages, not only observing 
I'mely but selecting rigorously. She can light up a situation 
with a sudden flame of passion and quench it with a timely 
reticonco. She can create adorable people (not merely 
insist that they are adorable), and, with less ovident 
pleasure but as subtle a contrivanoc, quite dislikablc ones; 
and that without caricature or brutality. There are a score 
of real, astonishingly real, folk in Herself (Si no wick and 
Jackson), which is not so much a story as a scries of por¬ 
traits and intimate personal introductions. If anyone neg¬ 
lects to make acquaintance with Harriett Clench (“herself”) 
he is missing more than it is at all wise to miss. And that’s 
nearly as truo of her irresponsible, ailing vagabond of a 
cousin Pat Moromjh, who losos his way in life and dies 
(" nndT would have found the horse to ride and win you— 
only I had not time, Harrio. I will die blessing you for 
that kiss in the windy road"), and of Geoffrey Horn, the 
quiot Englishman who “ finds the horse ” and wins. 

Certainly no writer has ever made so clear to me, so ronl 
and so lovable, the strange wayward Celtic ardour, its 
tenderness, whimsical and passionate by turns, its imagina¬ 
tive inaccuracy, its jolly soorn of materialism—without 
any of the tags' or tricks of the stage-and-novel Irishry. 
Certainly I've come away with the fragrant memory of a 
privileged colloquy with a very dear, discerning woman. 
The Clenches had a word, “ collectable,” which they applied 


to people who understood, and were not snobs nor grossly 
rich and “important,” people whom they could love and 
keep. Herself is a “ collectable" book (I dare not now 
add “ intoireiy.” I know better.) 

1 have been expecting this fora longtime. Ever since 
the day, years ago now, when 1 finished that delightful 
volt mm On mid Off the Staye, f ha\o known that sooner 
or later Ij:u1_\ Bancroft must return, if not to the footlights, 
certainly to the writing-desk. And now here is The, Shadow 
of Neeme (Murray) to prove me right, and to give pleasure 
to crowds of its author's admiiera, or at least to such of 
them as may not bo above enjoying a pleasant, and in¬ 
genuous talc. Kcniemboring many of the anecdotes in the 
reminiscences, you will rightly he prepared to find that 
The. Shadow ol Neeme has a strong flavour of the hogio. 
The shadow indeed was a dream-lady, who appeared so 
often to Laid Hcthertou that he loll in love with tho vision. 
Then, when ho bought the old house at Nceiue, and found 
his fair one already in possession as the local spectre, he 
began to think, with me, that something might come of 
it. Our suspicions were strengthened whon tho rector’s 
daughter turned out to lie a descendant, and exact repro¬ 
duction, of the ghostly Vivienne. After that, T hardly think 
I nood toll you how it all ends. For myself 1 confess that 
I infinitely prefer Lady Bancroft, the exquisite and 
inimitable toller of truth, to the same lady as the writer 
of conventional fiction. But this is rather a tribute than a 
reflection. There have been many novels that have stood 
in far more need of tho graceful and disarming prefaco 
in which the author of The Shadow of Neeme claves 
the sympathy of her old friends the public on her appear¬ 
ance In a new character. 
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W.bat is to be done about Mr. Olivet* Onions? I ask Cure. It is beohuselltflfafir 

because I am one of bis admirers, and have had much Angela Dickbnb makes a great'point of it; ..bnfc, all things 
pleasure in the intricacies of his curious mind and the. considered, I suppose I must forego the pleasure ol arguing 
results ot, his satirical yet sympathetic observation; and about it. I hope Miss Dickens will note the protest ana 
the perusal of his latest novel, In Accordance with the accept the compliment; for no writer can be said to have 
Evidence (Secker), has filled me with a vague alarm for failed who has set her readers arguing. To have gone 
his future. The story is so coldly and calculatcdly cynical: further and kept them absorbed in the love interest as Well, 
nothing less than the triumphant narrative of a huge and is to have succeeded. Having hinted at the more solemn 
ugly shorthand-clerk possessed by passion and jealousy, who theme of the book, it would he only fair on my part to give 
first becomes engaged to a girl whom ho does not love in some indication of the romance. Know, then, that Mary 
order to be nearer tho confidence (through her) of the girl Chichester was one of those few women who combine real 
ho does love, and then kills the fellow shorthand-clerk who competence with true femininity, and that there camo into 
is engaged to No. 2. That such shameless and desperate her life the business of a tea-shop, the love of an airman, 
egoists exist I do not doubt; but I doubt very soriously tho loyalty of a doctor, the threat of death from heart- 
whetlier anyone wants to read novels analysing them, or failure, and the welcome but complicating surprise of a 
whether the analysis is worth doing. And I am con- supernatural salvation. For my own part, I Incline to 
vinced that Mr. Oliver Onions had far bettor be devoting dispute the effect of the last on all that had gone before. . . 


his unusual powers to the study 
and portrayal of healthier folk. 

In the botany hook of myj 
schoolroom days it says that the 
favourite habitat of the scarlet 
pimpernel is a field of ripening 
corn. 1 find, therefore, a certain 
fitness in the fact that Baroness 
Ohczy’s Fire in Stttbble 
(Methuen) belongs to the same 
Hold of romance as the book to 
which she owes most of her fame 
a3 novel - writer and dramatist. 
It lias the same hurryings to and 
fro across the Channel, the same 
snippets of French and English 
history, the same ingenious com¬ 
plications of virtue triumphant, 
heroism and self-sacrilico re¬ 
warded, misunderstandings 
cleared up, and knavish tricks 
confounded and unmasked. It 
is not for me to unravel tho 
intricacies of the plot—how, for 
instance, my lord of Stowniarics 
married, in her babyhood, the 
daughter of the Court tailor to 
Louis XIV., and afterwards 
bribed his out-at-elbows cousin- 


ii/Vite'vO 

|sni| TT 

'iniiM I 
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BIOGRAPHICAL BY-WAYS. 

Sia Walter Raleigh mi-AitiM the ground for his 

FAMOUS FEAT OK GALLANTRY. 


But there! a resolution is a 
resolution after all, even out of 
Lent, and I will not argue. 

If I had a son (or daughter) 
who, being desirous of writing 
novels, camo to me for a few 
fatherly tips, I think I should 
begin by bidding him (or her) 
handle - very carefully that 
familiar figure in fiction, the 
man-who-livos-all-alono-in-tliat- 
great - house-you - can - just - see - 
through-the-trees. I should say, 
“ Unless you can think up some 
strango, cerio etiine which would 
justify tho neighbours in their 
habit of chauging the conversa¬ 
tion whenever his name is men¬ 
tioned, don’t attempt to pile on 
the mystery about him. It irri¬ 
tates tho reader.” This is the 
mistake Miss Marguerite 
Bryant has made in her novel, 
The Adjustment (Heinemann). 
She gives you to understand 
that Desmond Stressbom had 
done something in the past which 
would make you shudder. When 
- Mrs. Filson’s daughter wanted to 


to take his namo and tho bride on whom ho had not know what it was that ho had done, Mrs. Filson "dropped 
set his eyes since their wedding day, and how the her scissors in horror. ‘ Never let me hear you express such 
cousin turned out to bo the rightful owner of the title a wish again, Lily; it is most improper.’ ” After which 
and became as well her lawful husband, to the general it was—to me, at least—a disappointment to learn, pages 
contentment of everybody concerned. All that is Baroness afterwards, that many years ago in a moment of boyish 
Obczy's business, and she does it very well. It is as easy carelessness ho hod forged a cheque. Apart from this 
for her to make it all seem possiblo as it would bo for Mr. blemish and a tendency to be a great deal too leisurely— the 
Feed Tebry to charm a London audience in the character hero does not enter the story till page 135 — The Adjustment 
of the heroic lover if the novel wero adapted for the stago. is a satisfactory novel, which will increase the writer’s 
Her sentiments, as I know from experience, appeal to reputation for natural dialogue and careful delineation of 
the stalls as well as to the gallery, and though, as a story, character. In her treatment of the minor characters Miss 
Fire in Stubble is not quite on the same level as The Bryant is particularly happy. Indeed, the more insignifi- 
Scarlet Pimpernel, it will, I think, givo real pleasure to oant the character, the more sharply does it stand out <Q,0 


a large number of readers. 

I liked The Debtor (Hutchinson), all except the theo¬ 
logical part of it. My objection was partly that one parti¬ 
cular form of Christum faith was given all tlte credit for a 
miracle which, if legitimate in fiction, might equally, ^vell 
1 have been associated with any form of Christian faith ; but 


have been associated with any form of Christian faith ; but was this ft* cm* with » contribution ftoin .'Migaw' (Thob 
more that justice was not donate the other creed which various inetrumentebetog p^toeutly thrown out in turn.’ 1 . 
Marypbinhettes apparently abandoned after her miraculous Theivaritm# perfqrtnei^iifi^ily escaped arista* er 


pages 63 and 64 there flashes in and out of the story one 
of the most vivid hedge-hogs I have ever encountered. . ■ 

grr at:'■■■■ ! 'ar t; f 1 ■■ ■■'irr.'mrrrm'jrt 

From a local paper ; — ; ;r- ‘ 

"The band gave two blight, sparkling selections, the lively strains 
being delightful to the ear; and were 

wee tliia the case with a contribution from .*Ulgnon’ (Thoms*), the 
various instrument s being prominently thrown out to tors. " ,. ; v a , -; 
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Au iim iiBit The Seattle Board of Health, in' Recently published statistics show 

CHARfVAnlA. . order to trace the migratory move- that for every girl brought before a 
Wb c&n&ofc aalp thinking it is pro- ments of rats, has dyed a number of criminal court there are sixteen boy 
mature to blame Hr. Lloyd Gkohge the rodents with variegated colours, prisoners. This just proves how much 
for not devoting the balance on his and turned them loose. Some of them more c!e\er tlio female sex is. 

Budget to the Sinking Fund. It is who wore in mourning are said to he 4 

quite possible that its destination will extremely angry, but others, wo hear, A letter to Thel)aihj Hail complain- 
be found after all to be a sinking fund aro swaggoiing about in their gaudy ring of the luggage dclajs at Charing 

for our enemies’ battleships. coats and making excellent man iages. j Cross Station is signed “ Leopold Oust.’’ 

| Whether this is a statement of fact or 
At Belfast, wo aie told, “ Mr. Bonar A bar of «oap was included in a meiely a signature we aro not in a 
Law, with baro head, faced the ciowd.” burglar’s bool} fiom a house at St. 1 position to saj. 

Mr. Winston Churchill, it will bo O-sytli, Essex It is supposed that 1 

lemembered, did the same thing with the ignorant lellow imagined it to be! 

baro face. a valuablo cut to. | ro JAMES BRAID. 

Nor at St Andrews or at Deal, 

In reply to an cnquiiy as to the Mr. Robert Ciuchton, of Cateiham, When Open Champions test your steel, 
outlook for Homo Rule, Mr. John who celebrated his hundredth biitlulay 1 Docs thu supeibtiess of jour play 

Redmond stated, —-- - —-Bring us our best 

“The glay is still j a enjoyment- 

nay, 

But, far away from 
vulgar view, 
Whan you appear 
as partner to 
Some gentleman of 
City fame 
Who has a “ fiver " 
on the game— 
Some bulging em¬ 
peror of finance 
Who cultivates a 
crouchingstanco, 
Square-logs his tee- 
shot every time 
And leaves you 
stuck in swa&h 
and slime. 

Then, as we marvel 
at the skill 
That resurrects tbo 
clammy pill, 

Aro wo (who play 

linTina A»t H < (« III) has lilt kit ft inlil’t < hill Mbl\ “Or l« Ml.' WT CV\'r 1 -.E JIHS WIDDIL. 

no nas ascertamea WKKr j, ow , Wox'r rnr mein i uiifr a miiun ov jui. mum cm ’ ’ games) 

that two girls suf--■-Most conscious of 

foriug from measles recently attended I tho other day, lias, tho newspapers ] v-our greatness, James. 


Redmond stated,, 
“The glass is still 
rising." The Suf- 
fi agottes, however, | 
who are still sore at | 
the way tho Irish 
voted on tho Con¬ 
ciliation Bill, de¬ 
clare that the glass' 
will be broken. I 

Tho next strike. t 
wo aro told, is to be, 
swift and sudden i 
and is to bring tho i 
entire nation "on 
tho knee." Unless, 
of course, tho 
Goveimnontseesto 
it that it brings the 
strikers "across 1 
the h.iec ” | 




The local Med¬ 
ical Oflicor of 

hi° L r.l (h ho luisiut hit fib nii't doth bailbi\ "Drill Ml.' Mr riVt i -i; mis Minmi, j 1110 Y 0rSli 0t 

no nas ascertamea WKKr > uw . jvos'r mr mein i whir a miiiin ov jui. mum cm '' games) 

that two girlssuf---'Most conscious of 

foriug from measles recently attended tho other day, has, tho nowspapors j'our gicatness, James. 

a dance at Woybridge. We cannot infoirn us, never married. This state- 

understand why they wore not spotted ment, we should say, is calculated to Fiom an interview with Miss Hor- 
althetime, ^ • put tho spinsters of Great Britain on nimin m The Daily Biswitch :— 

. . . ‘ their mettle and to causo Mr. Crichton » \v, luuud tint what w os likod most was 

A writer in lhc hnijlislMoman com- no littlo annoyance at a time when he “.liestoops torou<inu.' IoravciygUd indeed 
plains that men prefer silly women to no doubt craves for rest. tlut »a* si. biNanso as Shcndau is dead there 

clever ones. And yet, surely, it is just me uo loyaltus to pay.” 

the clever ones who got men to marry Immense damago lias bom caused This is the sort of argument that 
them? by floods in We >t Ontario following a Goldsmith could never bo made to 

* J| thaw which broke up tho loccntly see. Even when they told him that 

While tho ohoiul part of tho service formed ice jams. Greedy littlo bojs Milton was dead he still clamoured 
at Westminster Abbey was in progress consider tho destruction of the ice jams for his money, 
last Sunday tho congregation was tho greater disaster of the two. _ 77 ~ ~ 1 

startled by the yelping of a toy dog Faahwna for the Bar. 

whiqh had accompanied a lady wor- "£10,000 burglary "Judges and bamstcia will still cling tofhtir 

ft** W. Mil™ thi. i. i the LOa, o, a™ ™, S m. ,o ^ 

first occasion on which a member of france __ _ 

the canine race has visited the sacred Thus a contemporary. The French "Tho date of Easter Sunday is woikcd out 
edifice.' Not so long ago a dog found criminal classes seem to get more dar- with gi«it Awnioey,"-A’tokflt«<i. 
hit way In, having heard that some ing every day, though we are at a loss tt may not have struck our readers that 
of tiie best bones in the country were to imagine what use a Mexican Ex- an error of even twenty-four bouts- 


to imagme what use a Mex 
Minister oan be to a burglar. 


I would be extremely inconvenient. 


' ‘ vCu-‘ cAlt. • 


it 
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WANTED:A BOYCOTT. 

{One more protest against field-posters and sky-signs.) 

Two things there are my spirit needs 
To cure the city’s killing blight— 

Namely, the green of virgin meads 
And “ the largo and thoughtful night.” 

Holy I count them, and the man 
Who spoils their worship, impious brute, 

On him 1 wish to place my ban 
And the toe of my nailed boot. 

And siieh is he who plants his bills 
On Nature's carpet daisy-pied, 

Crying aloud his instant pills 
For the good of my inside; 

And he, whoso flaming letters prick 
Across the stilly starlit sky, 

Saying what bovoragq, well or sick, 

It is best for me to buy. 

And sooner would I perish thrico 
Of any strange stomachic ill 
Than once bo doctored at the prieo 
Of a sacrilegious pill. 

And rather than with yon accursed 
Consommii fill ray vacant stoup, 

I would elect to dio of thirst 
In a desert void of soup. 

Who joins my boycott? who onrolls 
His name against theso vandal hordes 
That blotch the dark with blatant scrolls 
And the fields with blistering boards? 

From whisky, pickles, drugs and tea, 

Here advertised as angels’ fare, 

Who will refrain and live with me 
On the same stuff found elsewhere? 

Dumb is the Law; Art pleads in vain ; 

But, once wo close our pluses tight. 

Green earth shall come to her own again 
And the stars gel back their night. 0. S. 


MY RESEARCHES IN OCCULT SCIENCE. 

Friends have frequently counselled mo to take up some 
hobby, if only as an occupation for my deeb'ning years, but 
it was not till C|uite lately that I adopted their advice. 
I decided to go in for Natural Magic, a choice at which 
I arrived by the merest chance. I happened to find on a 
second-hand book-stall a volume entitled, “ Maocs : a Com¬ 
plete Hystem of Occult Philosophy. By Francis Barrett, 
Professor of Chemistry, the Cabala, <(c." It was slightly 
out-of-date, having been published in 1801, but a cursory i 
glance at its pages convinced me that it was full of! 
practical information, and I have since learnt that it is 
still considered a standard authority on the subject. I 
acquired it for a few shillings, thinking that tho study 
of Black Art would while away my solitary evenings 
pleasantly and not unprofitably. My earlier experiments 
were comparatively unambitious. I began on a toad. 
“ So great is the fear of the load," I was assured by Prof. 
Barrett, "that, if he is placed directly before thee, 
qnd thou dost behold with an intentive furious took for a 
quarter of a hour, he dies; being fascinated by terror and 
astonishment." He adds that lie has tried this himself, 


[April 17, 1912, 

with complete success. I purchased a toad from a naturalist ; 
for ninopence (which I suspect was over its market value), 
anil glared at it with concentrated fury (with and without j 
glasses) for at least fifty minutes. This, I admit, would ‘ 
have been open to tho charge of inhumanity had it ’ 
occasioned any acute suffering to the toad. But, as a 
mattor of fact, the creature did not turn a hair 1 Obviously, 
it was not the right type of toad. Howover, the Pro¬ 
fessor put me on the way of procuring others which 
might be more suited for the purpose. "If," ho declares, 
"a duck be baked in a pie And cut to pieces, and be 
put in a moist place under ground, toads are generated." 

It seomed a simple process, and 1 instructed my house¬ 
keeper to bake mo a duck in a pio, which I duly cut in 
pieceB. Only, as I occupy a top flat, the only land i possess 
is contained in my window-boxos, so I interred the portions 
of the duck in them, tho soil being as moist as could 
possibly be desired. Tho result was in some respects dis¬ 
appointing—! obtained no toads. I fancy my housekeeper 
must have bought the wrong breed of duck. 

There wore ono or two other experiments in " Magus ” 
which are well within tho scopo of a beginner,, such as 
this: —“ The ink of a cuttlefish, being put into a lamp, makes 
blackamoors appear." I had a lamp, of course, and I dare¬ 
say 1 could have ordered a cuttlefish from the fishmonger, 
but I didn’t. Not that t have any prejudice whatever 
against persons of colour, but I have never gone out of my 
way to cultivate their socioty. Again, according to Prof. 
Barrett, I might have “ raised showers and lightning” by 
merely burni lg tho liver of a chameleon on the houso-top. 
But from this, too, 1 abstained. Jn such a climate 'as ours 
it struck mo as superfluous. Or, if I had cared to burn tbe 
bones in the upper part of tho throat of a hart, I could 
have “ brought sorpents together "—but unfortunately I 
happen to have an antipathy for snakes. 

So I resolved to proceed to a more advanced grade, and 
summon up an Evil Spirit. "Magus” contains several 
authentic portraits of fiends, and J selected a demon of tho 
sinister name of "Abaddon.” He was by far tho most 
appalling in appearance, and it is as well to do tho thing 
thoroughly while you are about it. 

Prof. Barrett gives elaborate directions for raising 
every variety of Familiar by means of sacred pontaclos, 
the compilation of a book of Evil Spirits, and what not. 
But they are a little difficult to follow, and I was relioved 
to find that, after all, he has another and an easier method. 
"If," ho says, "a smooth, shining piece of steel be smeared 
over with the juice of mngwort, and be made to fume, it 
causes invocalctl spirits to appear." 

This ingredient, howev&r, was not procurable without 
some troublo. It seems that oven Store Chemists do not 
stock mugwort juicio; indeed, some wore almost rude about 
it. But eventually 1 got somo from a herbalist. A razor- 
blade provided me with the "smooth shining piece of 
steel," and upon this I squeezed a Sufficient' quantity of 
mugwort juice, while I invoked "Abaddon” repeatedly by 
name. I do not like to think that the herbalist was dis¬ 
honest, hut his mugwort most certainly did not fume, whioh 
is probably the reason why “ Abaddon" never turned up. 
On the whole, perhaps, it was just as well, for I really don't 
know wlmt on earth we should have found to say to qne 
another if he hod. 

I was somewhat tempted after this to try my luck with 
the Philosopher's Stone, by the aid of which, as I gathered 
from “Magus,” I might “ transmute pints of impure metal 
into good, and perfect gold." Prof. Babbett, it appeared, 
hod often done this himself, but there is a tantalising 
vagueness about his instructions. Not only should I 
require a crucible and a retort with a receiver, but "an 
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MORE LABOUR UNREST. 

First EiajiluyCc . (discussing the Proicijiai). “Ir too oet is 'eii r..u> books siif. '.is cot a snte." 

S'eondEmployee. “Yes, it don't mvttku what votr do, yog’ve done it, AUHnnut it’s got nothing to do wiiii vot.” 


egg philosophical," and I have no idoa what this may be— 
untoss it is tho sort of egg that is sold at twenty-four for a 
shilling. 

But that was not the worst problem. Before oven a start 
could be mado, tho Philosopher's Stone has to be found and 
its "first matter” extracted, as to which all tho Professor 
says is this: "Endeavour to find out in what part of tliy 
composition is the 'prima materia ' of the ‘ lapis phibso- 
phorum’ ... I say, thou shalt find it in thyself." Hero 
the Author is mistaken. No one could hnvo searched his 
composition more carefully than I tlid—-but 1 never found 
my prima materia. It must have got mislaid somehow. 

I was consoled, howover, for this contretemps by dis¬ 
covering an even shorter cut to untold riches in tho follow¬ 
ing passage: “ There is another trick yet more wonderful: 
if any one shall take images artificially painted, or written 
letters, and, on a clear night, set them against the beams of 
the full moon . . . another man that is privy to the thing 
at a long distance secs them in the very compass and circle 
of the moon." 

It occurred to me at otioo that there might bo monoy in 
this, 901 wrote to a loading firm of soap manufacturers, 
requesting, them to keep their eve on the next full moon 
between certain hours. Then I prepared a placard on 
which I painted the name of their soap in bold letters, and 
on tKp apjpaaM evening I exposed this for tho specified 
time:to the moon-rays. ? My calculation, of course, was 
that the: firm in question, on perceiving this novel form of 
advertisement, would offer me. my own terms for fe secret, i 


I was not surprised to soo nothing on the moou’s sur¬ 
face myself—that being tho other people's job—but I was 
not a little disheartened by receiving no reply whatever 
from them! 

So much so indeed that I have all but made up my mind 
to abandon Magic for somo other bobby which will yiold 
more tangible results. Collecting pictorial lids from Early- 
Victorian anchovy paste and pomatum pots, for example. 
I might do worse than try that. P. A. 


Commercial Candour. 

From an advertisement:— 

“ Ask yourself: Poyoulookforiviml to yonr day's duties with pleasure f 
If you siiy * Yes,’ you may lie suie that-is ilio ideal remedy.’’ 

“Tho late-left over £,'>1.000. The net duties amount to about 

£91,000."— Umeosltirc ISiily l’osl. 

This is tho sort of thing that makes Mr. Lloyd Geohcie 
so unpopular. ___ 

The House of Correction. 

The satisfaction gonorally felt at tho announcement in 
our columns (on tho authority of The Egyptian Gazette) 
that Miss Pankuuhbt had "not been racked” has now 
received a rude shock, and the blow is dealt by no less a 
paper than Keene’s Bath Journal, which announces that 
11 Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence were admitted to boil.” A bath 
journal speaks on this matter with authority, and wo 
can only express our regret that such severe measures 
should lie deemed necessary by the prosecution. 
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adc DD*TftMQ uiuncDCcnt I hord Roasthemo, it may bo added, was that mypoor lads are obliged,to eko 
ARE BRITONS UNDERFED. | not one of those who “ dig thoir graves it out with surreptitious Viands. Yet 
Mr. Thomas Thatcher has written with their teoth,” for he lived to a when I sent them a hamper containing 
to The Daily Mail to express his viow ripe old ugo, and in his seventy-ninth a dozen of old port, several terrines 
that, although it is quite possible to y ear astonished Jowett, with whom of pAtfi, and so on, it was returned at 
live on '.Id. a day—ha himself lias often ho had breakfasted, when I was an onco by their house master I I ought to 
walked over forty miles' in a day upon undergraduate at Balliol, by polishing add that neither of my boys has more 
a fare of about h‘d.~-tho average 'off an entire ham. Jowett himself, than £10 pocket-money a term. 


human being does not eat and drink however, was a moderato eater, as I 
enough. “ 1 feel sure,” lie concludes,! have mentioned in tho fourth series of 
“that if we lived better and more liny Oxford ileminisccncos, vol. iii., 
gcnorously we should be far more con- p. Hill, and seldom vontured on a 
tented and happy, healthier, stronger, 1 second cup of coffee. It was Sydney 


Miriam Fleischberoheimer. 
The Wattles, Hindhead. 

Genius and Gjiuu. 

Sin,—I am entirely with Mr. That- 


WM: 






better workers, better thinkers, and Smith, I think, who wondered what ciier when ho maintains that tho 
moro kindly disposed towards one people did without tea. My grand- averago human being doos not live 
another.” Mr. Thatcher's inspiring 1 father never touched it, and to tho day well enough, or, to bo moro precise, 

utteranoo has met with a, - - - -- ---.—.-does not eat and drink 

ready response from our eon--enough, But ho discvoetly 

stant readers, as the following refrains from stating what ho 

selection of letters will abun- , w ,., 1 ,, should eat and drink. It 

dautiy showV J ' jl . soams to mo that tho most 

,, I '■ ’r.-ff/f'd'/i, ’’ '1, ^ , helpful solution of this pro- 

Diet axij l_.Nitr.ST. J , - fyUwlsj&Mt'i. |! ws'Ut y \Jy - blom would he to ascertain 

Sir,—M r.T hatcher’s brief ! 1 |Q3 what is the daily diet of ten 

epistle has given 1110 more 1 JsJi y ' of our groatest men—say Sir 

satisfaction than any thing V (t M v fL/ '4?? ’ IIeriiert Bekishohm Thee, 

havo read for many years.' j m / ” SirA lmroth Wiiioiit, iL arry 

JIow can wo paint the map t, ” Lauder, Lord NouthclifI'E, 

red unless wo have an adc- ‘| | i( Rev. 0 . 81r.vp.BTKu Horne, 

quate supply of red corpuscles H ■"-/ Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 

in our blood? And how can MSir Oliver Lodge, Mr. Gba- 
we havo rod corpuscles with- flfjf hamu-White, Mr. F. li. 

out a generous diet? When ifA'd/i " Foster, and Mr. Harold 

people say they oan’t afford Begbiic, and then draw up a 

it, I reply tliey must afford it. sort of composite menu for 

The problem of industrial || the guidance of parents and 

unrest will never be solved 'I : " guardians, 

until tho Black Country is [' [''//>'/}' A. Feu dye it Booee. 

supplied by the State witli ■! < The Skclligs, Maida Vale. 

a full complement of expen- rr, ' • / W fw ' / ' 1 , . ^ „ 

sive restaurants. Tho other \ /?!'/ " /M'' ’ ntJ ' A Poets Suggestion. 

day I saw that a gallant | / iff p Sir,-A s it lias been repre- 

fellow had won a bet by ' / jwli senteil to me that a conlri- 

eating ton ponny buns and_ _ _ billion to your columns on 

drinking live pints of beer COMPROMISING this great subject would be 

in fifteen minutes. How „ ' , welcome, I venture to send 

_, a_ ,. ... , Rad iuxii.t os xkulkct on the part or Robinson savifu 10 take ™„,i,i„i,ti,„.o 

much finoi the acluoyoinent , )lT KU , Nimv marks from tiiar gentleman’s white waistcoat. you a distich, in wl 10 I have, 
would havo been had it boon 1 ..so to speak, distilled the 


utteranoo has met with a, 
ready response from our con¬ 
stant readers, as the following 
selection of letters will abun¬ 
dantly show 

Diet and Unrest. 

Sir,—M r.THATuHEit’sbricf 1 
opistlo has given mo more 
satisfaction than anything 1' 
havo read for many years.' 
now can wo paint the map 
red unless wo have an ade¬ 
quate supply of red corpuscles 
in our blood ? And how can 
we havo red corpuscles with¬ 
out a generous diet'? When 
people say they oan’t afford 
it, I reply tliey must afford it. 

The problem of industrial 
unrest will never be solved 
until tho Black Country is 
supplied by the State witli 
a full complement of expen¬ 
sive restaurants. Tho other 
day I saw that a gallant 
fellow had won a bet by 
eating ton ponny buns and 
drinking five pints of beer 
in fifteen minutes. How 
much finer tho achiovoment , 
would havo been had it boon h 






/ . . 

,< / /V' V 


COMPROMISING. 

Sad r.rM'i.r os neulbct on the taut of Robinson’s wife 10 take 

OUT LAUNDRY MARKS FROM THAI' GENTLEMAN'S WHITE WAISTCOAT. 


ten pounds of caviaro and livo bottles J of his death drank small beer at break-1 experience of a long life spent on the 
of Chateau Yqnem! ifast. 1 remember that .Jowett, with j watch-tower of wisdom;— 

Amphitryon Club. E. P. Cuiie. | his characteristic thoughtfulness, sent Unless our sons have four square meals per iliim, 

I mo out to (he “Mitro” for a tankard oni They ra V'»'t sUunl foar-uiuare when troubles 

A Dink-hard I. KEU. I.lm nnminn F have mentioned. ^ l ' m, _. ...... . . 


Sir,—M r. Thatcher's noble appeal 
to Britons to adopt a more generous 
« MU thinking sailly on the Cl,A 

exploits of tho valiant tienchoimeu of i'nniish the homo on rusy terms. Ico on purit y 

yore. My maternal grandfather, Lord Lndkrkbd 1 ujilic hcnoon Vruiicb.”— Adct. in “,SundcrlamdDailySeho." 

Bossthenie, was kiiown by his friends Boys. Tlio writer of this shows great restraint 

as tho “ thrce-hottlo and four-steak Sin, - I am grateful to Mr. Thatched in not putting another “ (Frenchy” after 
man," that being his habitual quantum for bringing the questiou of the in- his second effort, and explaining that 
at dinner. Even as ahoy at Winchester adequate feeding ol the upper classes it- moans “instalments payablo in 

he distinguished himself amongst his to the front again, since it may help to advance."__ 

compeers by his Gargantuan appetite, ventilate the crying scandal of the diet , <Thc • ,. ctm , ied tt wrdict nf g Ui Uy, an «l 
the old porter having remarked of linn of our public schools. As a patriotic admitted liavina been convicted at Oxford 


tho occasion I have mentioned. 
Yours faithfully, 

Lkmuei, Longmirb. 
Megatherium Club. 

Our Underfed Public School 
Boys. 


Yours faithfully. 


suniing 48 hot cross buns in 24 hours. | year. But tho feeding is so inadequate | his peers. 
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MIKE AND EFFECT* ■% 

It u, midnight, atid t am returned 

bome, ciepree8ed. . 

I hava been dining out with the 
Rokeby*Bokebys,and I have the certain 
knowledge that I have fallen flat. 

We dinere-out have our ups and our 
downs. When we have an up, every¬ 
thing we wear fits, everything we do is 
right, and everything we say is bright. 
When we have a down, wo arrive at 
the wrong moment, we do and sav the 
wrong thing, our shirts bulge, anti our 
ties veer to the left. 

The Rokeby-RokebyB are of tho 
Upper Ten. Charge them with so 
being, and thoy will confess to it 
frankly. I have even known them 
own up to it without being charged. 
By day, porhaps, Rokeby-Rokoby con¬ 
descends to mix, for sordid and 
commercial reasons, with tho common 
herd in the City. Ho even makes 
actpiaintances among them, which it 
is necessary to entertain every now 
and thon. These, however, ho keeps 
for a separate and second night. He 
invites his peers for the first night, and 
i dare say lie calls the subsequent 
gathering tho "overflow meeting." At 
any rate I know there is to bo such a 
gathering to-morrow night. But wo 
arc concerned for the moment with 
to-uight's gathering. 

I incline to think from their own 
admissions that the Rokeby-Bokcbys 
are tho Upper Two of the Upper Ten, 
aud that the guests of tho evening 
(myself excluded) were the remaining 
eight of that splendid corps. Why 
there should have been an eleventh at 
all, I cannot say. It is not, as far as 
I know, the usual praclico lo have a 
spare man at a dinner-party. 

Anyhow, even supposing an eleventh 
was essential, no one could understand 
why that man should have boon I. 
Tho other guests made no concealment 
of the fact that they could not under¬ 
stand it. They resented my presenoe. 
I am not sure that the Eokeby-Rokebys 
did not resent it too. I began to resent 
it myBelf. I took a supreme dislike to 
myself, because I was such a failure 
and no one loved me. Had there been 
a garden handy and worms in it, I 
would have gone there and eaten thorn. 
As it was, I had to oontent myself with 
salted almonds, and even with them I 
w§nt wrong; or rather the almond 
went wrong, and there was, by way of 
a climax, a Beene. . . . 

X am at a loss, thinking it over at 
this moment, to decide upon the actual 
psychological cause of this dismal 
effect.'.*’ When we fail socially it means 
is ,at fault, ©ther it is 
be it is not active enough. 



Personal Prim #, “I can't ’eu- miii.in’ wiiex I looks at vnr, Sam. You’me such 

A UGLY ItUUUTKtt. ’AvEK’T YOUR KIDS XEYKII TOLD YEIi Of IT!" 

It may have been, with me, tho!ambience, my transcendental essence, 
formor, and I may have been too Any priraitivo sensitiveness (speaking 
conscious of inysolf. In the matter of: Euturistically) may have been closed 
shining socially, to think about it is to for overhauling and repairs, 
fail. Ask yourself “ How am I getting Hopeless of solving this problem and 
on ? ” “ Do I look well '!" or “Am I of coming to a decision, 1 turn idly to 
being funny?" and the answer is .the Rokoby-Rokobys , invitation and 
bound to be in tho negative. I may read it again. Thereupon an idea 
have bcon too anxious to achieve, too; occurs to mo and I am faced with 
willing to please. My ego may have j another problotn, another matter to be 
been too much concerned with itself, decided. Shall I or shall I not go to 
too much on the alert. their house and dine with them again 

On the other band, that same ego to-morrow night ? Shall I go to their 
may have been not active enough, overflow mooting and have anolher 
My real self may have been dormant; try ? This time I might succeed, 
my personal magnetism may have beep because then I shall, at any rate, havn 
taking an evening off; my emotive been invited. 
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_ nr»i mri iiin of ^ le humblest Irish woman, and I 

THE HEAL IRELAND. sat down. "It’s used to ut is Biddy, 

(Or, Ireland From Within*—the radius: more power to her." 

An example of what we may expect «* Well ?” said I, wishing to show my 
during tnenext two years.) acquaintance with the realities of Irish 

[Our Special Correspondent who says he is rural lifo. “ And IlOW are potatoes ? 
in Ireland sends us this extraordinarily interest- “And it’s mesilf is wishin’ I had a 
ing account of an interview with a typical dhrop of tho crathur to offer y’r Biver- 
Irish peasant. With the introduction of tho j .. sbo jd w ; 9l f u H y . 

Home Kulo Bill. Kniflish eves aio turned onoo - i i- . .. 

more oiwu the Distressful Country (as it has ^he power of delicate suggestion 
been called). We can safely say that the true latent m tho Coltic race is a factor 
spirit of Ireland breathes more vividly in every which will always have to be taken 
line of our correspondent s sketch than in all j nto accoun (; j n aU y consideration of 
the paves ol the Blnc-liooks, and that any ,, , . , J T , . 

Englishman who wishes to understand t lie Irish Piobloill. I drow out Illy 
problem clearly will do well to read and ponder flask and we pledged each other and 
this romarkaldn article. ICnnon.J Erin. 

Ballymuir, Friday. In my last “ Ghlory, hglory, hghlory,” sho said 
three articles I described to you of in tho musical Irish bvoguo which I 
England how I niado tlio adventure have tried, I hopo not unsuccessfully, 
of the Irish Channel; how I planted to reproduce. 

my foot for the first, time on Erin’s I luokod at my watch and realised 
Green isle; and how finally 1 travelled, with a start that it was growing late; 
in such primitive fashion as the country tlm thought of tho tliirty-five-milo 
offers, to this remote corner of John i tramp back weighed upon me. As yet, 
Bull’s Other Island. To-day 1 have to 11 had not broachod tho question which 
rocord how I talked heart to heart with i 1 had come all this way to havo 
the spirit of Erin, and how tho great j answered. My difficulty had teen to 
soul of tho Celt has at last been laid lead up to it tactfully; for if is just 
bare to me. | our Saxon laek of tact which has al- 

It was a tliirty-live-milo tram]) over ways prevented any real peace betwoen 
bog and potato-fields to tho tuinblo- tho two countries. You in England 
down hut of tho Murphy O’Flahcrtys, can littlo realise the fine sensitiveness 
but I was rewarded by finding Mrs. of this Irish nation; and, until you 
O’Flaherty at home. I produced my understand, tho Irish Problem will 


card. 

"1 am,” I began, “the representative 
of-” 

"Como in, y’r Honour,” sho cried, 


never ho solved. 

But tho psychological moment had 
now come. 1 seised it eagerly. 

“And what,” I said, "do you think 


with tho boundloss hospitality of the of the Homo Rule Bill? " 


Irishwoman all over the world. 


"Phwliat,” she said, “do I think of 


top uv tho mliomin’ to ye. An’it’s ul?” There is a wonderful directness 
glad I am to see y’r Rlverince so about these Irish. 


hearty." 


“ Yes,” i said, “ what do you think 


I should hero mention for tho under- of it? ” 
standing of your readers that I am in It occurred to mo suddenly that tho 
fact neither a judge of the County Court special edition of your papercontaining 
nor yet a beneficed clergyman in holy the full text of the Home ltulo Bill, 
orders. The Irish, however, are prone tho photograph of Mr. Asquith, tho 
to picturesque exaggeration — a fact snapshot of Mr. Redmond and tho 
which should never bo forgotten by history of previous Irish debates in 
thoso who seek to understand the Irish tabular form had not yet reachod her 
Problem. remote homestead. But this Ireland 

“It is very kind of you,” I said, "to has a curious pride of its own. It is 
wclcmno mo so —” perhaps tho keynote to the Irish 

" Sure, it's where will ye bo siftin', Problem. Mrs. Murphy 0'Flaherty 
glory ho to goodness, and me with no was not going to expose her ignorance 
chair to offer y’r Riverince! ” she cried of the details of tho Bill, 
in dismay. “ Bad cess to it, acushlu, " And is ut thinkm’ of ut I am at 
acushla!" all, at all ? " sho asked cautiously. 

"You havo a cold?" I enquired What answer my Saxon mind would 
politely, inordertorelievo herombarrass- have made to this Celtic subtlety I 
rnent. “Allow me to offer you one of cannot say, for at that moment a slight 
these lozenges—they stop tho sneezing accident occurred. Biddy (which, as I 
at once." have shown, was. the cognomen of the 

"Faith,it’s jhusfc on theouldpig I'll pig) rose with a suddenness which is 
be puttin’ ye, if y’r Honour will be one of the most surprising features of 
plased u not to mind." She brushed the Irish character in action, and pre- 
tomo crumbs from the pig's back with oipitated me to the floor, 
the easy grace which is the birthright . “ Arrah, be aisy now, ye spalpeen," 


oried my disconcerted hostess; "phwhat 
for wud ye be upsetting hiq good 
Honour, ye black baste, and him wid 
a bottle of tho blessed crathur upon 
him, the saints preserve him. Bad 
cess to ye!" t 

“No, no, my dear Mrs. Murphy 
O’FIahorty," I protested, as I rose to 
my foet. “ I cannot have you calling 
your good animal a spalpeen. I assure 
you 1 am in no way hurt. I beg you 
to forgive her.” 

Reassured as to my safety, my 
hostess permitted tho incident to sink 
into oblivion. This habit of forgotting 
is one of the most delightful character¬ 
istics of tho Irish people. It is only 
loss noticeablo than their habit of re- 
memboring. Until our statesmen learn 
tho simple fact that the Celt is a bundle 
of contradictory anil apparently irrecon- 
ciloabla qualities thoy cannot begin to 
settle tho Irish Problem. 

“ Well, Mrs. O'Flaherly,” I said, 
holding out my hand to her, for in 
this romoto country all social differ¬ 
ences seem to ho swept away by the 
Atlantic breezes, a fact, which thoso 
who legistato for it would do well to 
remember,—“ well," I said, “ I must 
lie going. I havo to get back to Bally- 
bilge.” 

“ Ballybilgo is ut, bo jabers," she 
said in surprise. " Glory bo! Tho 
howly saints rliest yer sowl! Ut’s 
no day for Ballybilgo at all, at all." 

Smiling at her obvious dismay, 1 
took my stick—I had almost written 
shillelagh, so deeply does tho Irish 
atmospliero bite into tho soul--and 
mndo my way out. 

And as I tramped the thirty-five 
miles home, over bog and potato-field, 
I marvelled at the blind noss of you in 
England, I wondered at the Saxon 
stupidity which makes no effort to 
understand tho subtlety of the Celt. 
And, knowing that for the first time in 
my lifo I had seen deep down into the 
throbbing heart of a country, T realised 
that my long journey to Ireland had 
not been in vain. Erin-go-bragh 1 
A. A. M. 

Strikes and the Military. 

From “ Orders by Lt.-Genl. Sir D. 
Haig, K.C.I.E., K.O.V.O., C.B., Com¬ 
manding-in-Chief, Aldershot Com¬ 
mand ”;— 

"8.—Strikers, Q.F., 13 and 18 Pr. 

To avoid serious damage to striker bodies, 
strikers should on no account whatever,“for 
drill purposes or otherwise, bo assembled on tho 
gun without tho firing pin being in place. 
Failure to observe this will quickly render a 
striker unserviceable.” 

Commercial Candour. 

" ‘The best is none too good’ lias always been 
ths motto of the makers of -— Bicycles." 
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The Huilliantine Com mi itek ok a smiiit West-end Toilet Cr.nt hi.s<tsmjjo the mkiiiis or a new hair-wash. 


BAODonnucMCMT station gato at the last minuto were 

RAPPROCHEMENT. always followed by some loss of cordi- 

I ijvk at Welbeek, Ladysmith ality in our relations. 

Avenue, Brickvillc, and Brown at The Brickville Poultry show is held 
Chatsworth in the same road. The in November, and early in October my 
two houses adjoin, and have each, as wife suggested to mo that a rapprocho- 
theiv names imply, a back garden. I ment with Brown was, in those times 
think it was this fact which first of peace and goodwill, my plain duty, 
caused our estrangement, for I keep a She mentioned that, as Brown would 
fow prizo poultry, and Brown keeps bo showing his terriers at Tunbridge 
Scotch terrici-s, and the dividing hedge about the same time, the selfish 
is unequal to the strain. However motives witli which ho is always 
that may te, tliero is no doubt that a actuated would be sure to mako him 
coolness sprang up between us. I do welcome any overtures, 
not moan that wo were on openly l’ho situation was not without 
unfriendly terms. On the contrary, delicacy, hut tact can do much. I 
when Chatsworth Charlie killed three advertised bantams for sale in The 
of my best bantams, I was the first Brickville Bulletin, and whilst asking 
person to condole with Brown on the from enquirers a prohibitive prico I 
sudden death of the pup that evening, was careful to osplain that I was 
and in the same spirit ho was good “declining poultry ” in consequence of 
’enough to present me over the hedge the annoyance they caused to neigh- 
with all tho plants that my hens hours. Three days later Thong the 
had eradicated from his flower bods, saddler stoppod mo in the stroet, on 
togother with a certain amount of some transparently insufficient pretoxt, 
debris to which I had not even that I for the obvious purpose of informing 
much claim. But wo never really j me that Brown had called upon him 
fraternized, and the mornings when to inquire when leather would be fali- 
eitherof us missed the train through ling in price, as, except for the largo 
the other fastening the catch of the {outlay involved, he was anxious to 


muzzle his threo dogs. The noxt woek 
1 started a newspaper correspondence 
on tho Duty of Courtesy to Fellow- 
travellers on Suburban Lines, and was 
pleased to see it continued by Brown 
in the same strain. 

The times were evidently now ripe 
for our cook, acting upon instructions, 
to invito Brown’s nurso-maid to tea in 
the kitchen. That apartment was 
tastefully decorated with flypapers for 
tho occasion, shrimps were provided, 
anil tho utmost goodfellowship pre¬ 
vailed, tho domestics being much 
pleased with each other’s genial man¬ 
ners. Indeed, the only rift in tho 
evening’s harmony which came to my 
ears was tho refusal of my knifnboy to 
have “Chatsworth" tattooed on his 
forearm with a skewer and (lie mark¬ 
ing ink. 

The next morning Brown missed his 
train through holding open the station- 
gato for mo a moment too long, and in 
tho compulsory wait thus thrust upon 
us we finally made up our- differences 
and agrocil to share tho cost,of a fence 
between our premises. * 

I took a first prizo and two seconds 
at the poultry show. Brown was 





























][•■. “TkRRIIII.K Bl'MNE*-* nils RAIl.UAY ACCIDKXT. TWELVE KILLED.” 

Mir. '-YlCS, scut A CITY ; AND liY THEIR XVMES SOME QUITE SICS l'ROPLE TOO ! ” 


unsuccessful with liis terriers, ami gave 
this as a reason for immediately selling 
them; but my wife strongly asserts 
that his pleasure in them was gone 
when they could uo longer harry our 
hens. She bitterly regrets tbo outlay 
upon tho fence, saying that our ban¬ 
tams never wont through the hedgo, 
and that they are suffering now from 
tho diminution of their run. I have 
positively forbidden her to interfere in 
any way with tho palings; they are not 
strong, and will decay in time of them¬ 
selves. Besides, only this morning I 
saw two of tho bantams flv over. 


The Plaint of an Anti-Suff. 
While militants their hammers pliod 
I felt convinced our Causo was 
winning; 

But now with Wbuiht upon our side 
I feci les3 sinned against than sinning. 

“ A Tana itanker bus lawn arrested on char# 1 * 
of embezzlement and fraud. It appears that 
only £100 was found in his snfo, whcims tho 
sutnB entrusted to him are estimated at £160." 

■ Liverpool XmUg Express. 

We should, have let him off with' a 
warning. 


NATURAL SNOBBERY. 

Tn London’s West there stands a Squaro, 
The home of rank and drops, 
Whereof tiio goodly mansions wear 
Tho gravost, most superior air 
You ever caine across; 

A spot where dignity enjoys 
its just and noblo peace, 

Where nasty little whistling boys 
llofrain from that indecent noise 
Or go with the police. 

Tho very milkman’s voice is mute, 
While, poised on muffled toes, 

Tho wand’rer stills his ringing boot, 
And e’en the taxi's vulgar hoot 
More musically flows. 

For whoso moves therein will feel 
A spell, before ho's done, 

About his grovelling spirit steal 
That bids him doff the tile and kneel— 

I always do, for one. 

This afternoon I took my way 
Forth in a world of Spring; • 

The town was in its befit array, 

The yen' air was brave and gay 


I marked bow blithely spread the scene, 
How the bland sun looked down 
On trees immaculately cloau 
In foliage of earliest green, 

Unsmuttod by tho town. 

At last l turned, that hallowod spot 
In reverence to range, 

And there discerned—I know not 
what— 

Something that struck me like a shot 
. As different and strange. 

The sparkling skies were just as bright, 
The selfsame sun did glow; 

No fewer leaves rejoiced the sight; 

Yet somehow—somehow—this was 
quite 

A different kind of show. 

I marvelled what the causo might be,. 

Till in a flash I saw 
There was a dulnoss on the tree, 

A grave decorum, which to me ' 
Somehow suggested awe; 

And then I knew, and I was glad; 

For, with a sudden throb, ' 1 

I felt that I was not so bad, 

For Nature, too, was bufc &oad, ; '< 
And Bpdng, like n^ antob. • ; ,?>, 
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Mr. BmuioM) as seen by a pm 11 tal i&i.viii imagination all this 
time. 

“Now, lihtijs! wo’ll lake all «o eu.ii get ami the rliest after. 
warils! ’’ 

ESSENCE OF PARLIA¬ 
MENT. 

(£xmuiu> nnx i in: Diary ok 

IIousc of Commons, M'ndnci,- cMfflii'f /K 

day, April, 10. -Sittings re- '■'•£ /$***• 

sum ml alter so-callod Easter , rf S' 

holiday. Westminster boys • i ./ 

show no disposition to return . , J i ; io Ik' 

to school. Front Opposition ' .iM-'jiA ' vdV 

Bench literally empty. ; ojfA, V»jk\ 

Bonner and somo of his i Vf'viyN*. 'np 

ohums boen having a day out »' jf'jr* 

at Belfast. In acknowledgment | ' 4| 

of their patriotic service take / 

French leave for extension of* ! ' : llir (e* j>j8 f/) 

holiday. Premier also absent, j ' fi/ 

preparing a fow remarks on 

introducing Homo Rule Bill. { .JK’/lHi* 

Majority of his colleagues, j /Saw- 

lacking same excuso, never- 

theless follow his oxauiple. A i 

few score unofficial Membera i J&Smf $ j$jkp 

Mattered over Benches on •’ 

both sides add . to forlorn _j 

appearance of Houso. 

Whilst Assembly is chilled \BKr*^ 

oy prospect of Heir Hardie ffl 

maligning tho Army, with f 

Chiozza Money to follow in i 

discourse on suggested ts- • 

tabhshment of Permanent . 

Power Commission to deal “JOSEPH! 

with labour unrest, one faith- “Moro than ever like one o 
ful heart remains undaunted. (Mr. J. 


OH, HOW WE AHE MISJUDGED I 


vNk/y? ( 







“JOSEPHUS BEX.'* 

“ Moro than ever like one of Tkxsiel’s masterpieces.” 
(Mr. J. Kixc.) 


Mr. Bkdmonu is.- lie really in, si ail \vc mt, as lie would wish 
f» appear, 

"My ilce-nr friends! T can only exi ress my Wings in the 
bce-utifiu language uf the Prayer Jiook II” 

Other Members may liave 
i sought whatever holiday joys 

, ! Easter Monday provided on 

v , , , I Hampstead Hoath or by tho 

\ j | ! grassy slopes of Greenwich. 

\ V ; ■ Inspired by its ecclesiastical 

V s \\ associations Joseph Kino lias 

^ / s' , turned his powerful mind upon 

Ihe alleged shortcomings—to 
■ he more precise, the unlawful 

takings —of the Bishop of 

WWp ' ' i liANC0R ; 

s A. ■ d t*.*;- j Of eighteen questions on 

■, j tho paper ho contributes no 

■ j fewer than four, being a trifle 

7 V/ ■ under twenty-live por cent. 

um ' Severally and in the aggre- 

U { 1 gale they deal with tho 

\ ! Bishop, who is alleged to have 

Jj "enclosed certain common 

j f lands in the parishes of 

fT in— I Penrhos and Aherercli." Is 

« \ further charged with making 

_ 1 similar raid on tho Manor of 

i'iV Oogarlh, Llandudno. What 

jB9K\ ^ Josephus Rex (looking more 

\ than over like one of Tknnibl’s 

*w masterpieces as he assumes 

mBrnffM m 'ffib the interrogative attitude) 

™ \ “ wants to know is, “How 

■ ' tho rights over these lands 

„ ' will be afl'ectcd by the Welsh 

Disestablishment Bill?" 

Pkxxiel’s nuistcipicces.” Home Secretary, jumbling 


the questions together, makes 
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reply wbioh leaves upon mind of 
listeners uncomfortable impression that 
the Bishop of Banoob has not in the 

I iast been all that was expected of 
>im by the parishioners of Penrhos 
Abererch and Gogarth. 

Business done. —Army Annual Bill 
road a third time. House counted out 
after an hour's discussion of Chiozza’s 
resolution. 

Thursday. —As not infrequently hap¬ 
pens when great expectations centre 
upon a particular event the reality itself 
falls far Bhort of them. To-day set 
apart for introduction of Bill repre¬ 
senting third attempt to settlo Irish 
Home Rule problem. Papers full of 
subject in advance. Forecasts of tho 
measure.contradictions and corrections, 
shouted in tho streets. Belfast has had 
preliminary boil-over on its own 
account. General Carson, K.C., with 
misty recollections of Bim Tappertit 
swearing in tho “United Bull-Hogs,’’ 
solemnly administered oath to fifty- 
thousand Ulster-men pledging them 
n'ot to accept Homo Rule “ under any 
circumstanco3.” Great rush for seats 
on floor of House and in Gallery 
over the Clock, whence the United 
States looked ou in the person of its 
popular Ambassador, one of several 
plenipotentiaries from across tho seas. 
Peers' Gallery full, but no block at 
head of stairway, as has sometimes 
been observod. Among Members late¬ 
comers, finding every scut appropriated, 
flock into side galleries. 

A. full House truly, but not compar¬ 
able with the one that gathered on tho 
samo errand twonty-six years ago this 
very week. Then was seen a spectacle 
never visible before or since. Rows of 
closely packed chairs were set on floor, 
their occupants .linking together and 
making one crowd of tho throng seated 
on benches right and left of Breaker's 
Chair, 

There was a roar of cheers when 
Premier entered, echoed from Opposi¬ 
tion Benches when later Bonskb 
hurried in and found Asquith already 
on liis feet. Also Irish Nationalists 
cheered arrival of their chief. Prince 
Arthur entered unnoticed from bohiud 
the Speaker’s Chair, occupying a 
modest place low down on Front 
Opposition Bench. By instinct or 
accident chose the vory seat Glad¬ 
stone was accustomed to drop iuto 
when, after public renunciation of 
political ambition and purposes, he 
occasionally looked in during tho 
Session of 1875. 

Premier occupied two hours in 
delivery of speech, an exceptional ex¬ 
tension of time. It was in the main 
a plain business statement, without 
.effort to stir up passion. Once an 


aside disclosed the fact that we were 
walking over thin enchujiation cover¬ 
ing molten mass of lava. It happened 
when Premier quoted passage from 
Bonner’s spooch at Belfast ia which 
he accused Government of selling the 
Constitution in order to purchase a 
fow months’ further hold on office. 

“ Will the Right Honourable Gentle¬ 
man repeat that statement on the Floor 
of the House of Commons?” 

Of course lie would. Nothing de¬ 
lights Bonner more than such oppor¬ 
tunity. Premier momentarily taken 
chick. Opposition frantically cheered. 
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“lfmv the liiinmn back is cnjiuLlo of 
p\|itvssiug iiiMifl'rrablv boredom." 

(Lord Casuerkaoh strolls forth to the Lobby.) 
Captain Craio performed scries of 
amazing gyrations. Btorm fell as 
ttruptlv as it had burst, and Premier 
proceeded to peroration. 

Ilis style pellucid but not invigorat¬ 
ing. Nor did General Carson or 
John Redmond, who followed in 
succession, rouse to flights of enthu¬ 
siasm an audience that dwindled as the 
former’s speech wa3 prolonged. 

This strange unexpected condition of 
affairs due mainly to fact that each 
address had been carefully prepared, 
passages being read from visible sheots 
of manuscript. Even on momentous 
question you oan’t inflame the House 
by such methods. Beyond this cir¬ 
cumstance was consciousness that the 
whole business was supererogatory. A 
pearl of wisdpm^incidentally dropped 
from lips of John Bedmond. 

As * rule,”he said, "First Beading 


debates are store or less retile, Owof 
the earliest reforms oz procedure ought 
to be to abolish First leading 
sion.” If that suggeetion bear frpit, ito* 
night’s proceedings will be worthtimo 
spent upon them. 

Business done.— Premier introduced, 
Home Rule Bill. 

House of Commons, Friday.—G od- 
frey Sykes, who designed tho cover of 
the Cornhitl and achioved even more 
important docoralive work at South 
Kensington and elsewhere, held the 
theory that “ people’s backs are vory 
expressive, and should not bo negleoted 
by the, portrait painter.” Thought of 
this just now when Castlereacjh, 
after sitting moodily on Bench bolow 
Gangway saored to memory of Gran- 
dolth and his merry men, lifted his 
tall head and strolled forth into the 
Lobby. Roalisod for first time how 
tho human hack is capable of ox- 
pressing insufferable boredom. There 
wore crinkles about tho shoulder- 
blados, excrescences l>v tho coat collar, 
a broad expanse of blank depression 
moulded by the waist, that spoke more 
eloquently than sighs or yawns or 
o\en impatient anathemas. 

Truth to tell, Houso of Commons 
does not possess for Member for Maid¬ 
stone the charm it weaves round some 
others. Things may brighten up a bit 
when we get into thick of tray round 
Homo liulo Bill. Meanwhile, whether 
in the aggregate or in individual cases, 
things are dolefully dull. Cousin Hugh 
pleases him not, nor Winterton either. 
IIelmsley is occasionally chirpy; but 
what is he among so many? And 
then the sort of topics that bring grist 
to tho mill of everlasting talk—Coal 
Strikes, six millions stored away for 
Naval contingencies, Conciliation Bills, 
the iniquities of Lloyd George and 
the shortcomings of tho Premier — 
what thriee-boilod colowort is tin's I 

Sitting dejocted a full hour by West¬ 
minster clock, Castlereaoh suddenly 
springs to his feot and makes for the 
door. Spasm of activity exhausted by 
first movement. When he gets into 
stride motion becomes funereally slow. 
The seeing eye reads in expression of 
right shoulder-blade doubt whether he 
will live to reach the glass door. He 
does, and through it vanishes, grateful 
to breathe more invigorating airi 

Business* done. —Defeat of Cottage 
Homes for Aged Persons Bill. , 

“Belfast lias no beautiful corners like the 
cities of Touraine,"— The Daily Ghronielt (Mr.. 
Harold fitgbto on “ Grange Halt in Btl/tut ,”}■ ' 
In the same way experienced travellers i 
report that they can trace no resem-, 
blanoe tqJsols, Bella (LagoMaffliiM#); 
in the Iafc bf Bogs. k,. 
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IN LONDON. 

Now upon the window sills 
There are yellow daffodils, 

There’s tulip and thore's hyacinth 
each tasteful box adorning; 

And our streot, at times old-tnaidy, 
Looks a gaily gowned young lady, 

So dainty and so tUbutante all on an 
April morning 1 

Bluc-and-white is all the sky, 

And the clouds are driving high 
(Around each windy corner how the 
whistling gusts go shrilly!) 

And the squaro is full of cooing, 

For the wood-pigeons aro wooing, 
And thovo's suushino on the pavement 
all the way to Piccadilly I 

See the sparrows wag their tails 
On the newly painted rails, 

Or they flutter at their nesting very 
fussy, very faddy, 

And there's taxi-cabs a-hutnining, 
And there 'a facing ami thero ’a 
drumming 

When the Guards go by to barracks to 
the bouneiug “ Hiclau’ Laddie! ” 

On the plane-tree’s budding hough 
There’s the thrush who tells us how 
He has found in spito of stucco that 
the city sap is springing, 

Tells us how to note the blisses 
Of a morning such as this is, 

And how April means adventure, and 
how youth must go a-flinging! 

And he tells us that it is 
Just tho day for Odyssoys, 

That high magic waits the rover who’ll 
put on his hat and risk it; 

So to eelebrato tho season 
It were surely no unreason 
If wo took tho 'bus to Regent's Park 
and gavo tho squirrels biscuit! 



TIIE INSUFFERABLE. 

It has been long admitted, with 
grief, that tho blot on billiards is luck. 
By some inscrutable law luck never 
visits botli players at tho same time; 
by another, it never visits me at all 
when I am playing with one whom 
for purposos of concealment, not to 
say humour, I will hero call Smith. 
Were all things equal (whatever that 
useful phrase means) I could give him 
twenty in a hundred; most of the men 
who beat him near tho post I can beat 
with ease; and yet when he and I play 
together he runs out whon I am about 
sixty. I say runs out, but tho phrase 
is tame: gallops out. 

Tho peculiarly annoying thing is that 
my game is based on scientific prin¬ 
ciples ; his is a fortuitous assemblage of 
haphazard but successful strokes. I 
have more than a glimmering of where 


tho balls will be after a cannon; he has 
none. Yet when my cannon is made— 
when playing with him - the balls have 
so disposed thcmsolves that nothing is 
loft for me, while tho luckless strokes 
of this horrid person loavo him every¬ 
thing. I am aware that this ex¬ 
perience at odd times is JMt rare; 
what is remarkable about it in? my 
case is its persistence. Other men I am 
unlucky with and lucky with by fits; 
with Smith (as I ohooso to call him, he 
will know why) I am unlucky always. 

I have a strong suspicion that ho 
actually shuts his oyes when ho plays; 
I am sure lie breaks every law as to 
where he should placo his body and 
bis foot. My instructor (at several 
shillings an ’hour) gave me minute 
training in those matters, and I observe 
his wise counsels; Smith has never 
heard that a right and wrong exist. 
He places his left hand casually oil 
the cloth; his cue shoots out, and 
instantly the balls begin to rush into 
pookets. Smith, in short, plays as if 
the cushions were 9$ inches wide and 


the pockets constituted tho remainder 
of tho table. 

“ It is useless to try that," I say 
sometimes, in the light of my expensive 
training, " the angle is too narrow." 
" Is it ? ” says Smith, and does it. It is 
quite a common experience for him to 
put down all three balls. I havo dono 
it onco—1 am not proud of it; it was 
a iluko—but whon 1 did it I got only 9 
for it; Smith always gets 10. . . . 

Last night wo played again. I had 
boon in great form for somo days and 
spent part of the afternoon in prac¬ 
tising ; then ho came with his infernal 
careless way and indifference to tactics 
and won easily. As we were covering 
tho table ho remarked pleasantly," Do 
tell me—what docs it feel like to lose 
at billiards?" 

'■The I ill'll Parliament could not alter the 
stump duty relating to insnra co and Stick 
Exchange transactions."- ■f.ia rpool Echo. 

There is nothing an Irishman loves so 
much as exchanging sticks with an 
opponent. * 
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• T TH - p. .y True, we know little of his heroism under coyer Of bis peroration end 

A ' nc ,, * accept by report—and chiefly his own; snatched the dagger from Oauio’t 

"Othello. f or f n the play itself he performs no sheathto^stabhimself withal. 

The new and instructive method of feat of arms except suicide and the Mr.LAURENCB Irving, as Inyo, always 

disarmament by which an actor-man- killing of a woman with a pillow, arrested eye and oar with his least 
ager replies to his critics before they His well-boomed triumph over tlie word or action. , He was never a stage 
have spoken (as well as immediately Turkish navy (always unseaworthy even villain. But . in avoiding the obvious 
afterwards) relieves me of the oblige- in those days) was duo to the fact that things of tradition he tended to be 


tion of defending the latest revival at 
His Majesty's. Otherwise I should 
have said that its scenic elaboration 
offered littlo disturbance to my intelli¬ 
gent interest in the play as a play. 

The crude story, however finely em¬ 
broidered with noblo language, does 
not give one to think—at least not 
furiously; and the early action of the 
plot moves anyhow so slowly that it 
suffers nothing from tho dolay caused 
by tho sot pageantry of tho Court¬ 
house sceno or tho ballet diversion at 
the Cypriote watering-place. (This 
was, of courso, before the days of sea¬ 
side Pierrots, a fact sharply recalled by 
tho presence of M. PAlissier in one of 
the stage-boxes on a mission from the 
Potteries.) What dolay. occurred in 
the subsequent stages, when tho action Mr. I..whence Irviko, n 

quickens, was due rather to l he too- V f ! *“?. 0 

deliberate diction of one or two of tho cnjoy3 " mst oro " K 1 y ' 


Mr. Laurence Irviko, as a youthful ancient, 
takes off his coat and one shirt slecvo and 


impish rather L thau, devilish; and, 
though I give him credit for singeing 
an invisible moth in a candle-flame 
and spitting on his own ensign (inci¬ 
dents not allowed for in the book), yet 
the real venom of his inhumanity sel¬ 
dom emerged except in his brutal 
attitude to his wife. This part was 
played by Miss Aliob Crawford, who 
spent a great deal of time on tho stage 
doing nothing in particular and doing 
it well and unobtrusively. Hor jovely 
Venetian dross was in sharp contrast 
to the dowdincss of the villainous 
"ancient;” and altogether I can’t 
imagine why Emilia ever married him. 

Miss Neilson-Terry played Desde- 
mom with a fine graco and sincerity, 
hut was apt to linger too long over the 
simplest phrases and so sometimes 
missed their spontaneity. On tho other 
hand, in the last Act, she got off to sloop 


players than to the distractions of the his ship weathered a terrific stage- with extraordinary smartness, when ono 
scene. storm, whilo tho “Ottomitos” went considers tho trying time she had just 

On tho night when T saw him, Sir under. They never came into contact gone through, and the fact that the 
Herbert Tree was suffering from a with him. Still, lie was a soldier for limelight was playing right on her eyes, 
sorry rheum which gravely affected his all his drapery, and I doubt if I should " Put out tho light,’’ says Othello a 
voice, and gave to his early utterances have gathered this without tho assist- little later; but the limclight-man was 
an air of remoteness and oven boredom ; anco of the words. I excopt ono deaf to liis instructions, 
and it was only by the greatest courage inspired moment when, having - no Mr. Thesiger’s Itoderigo was a 
that ho met tho severe demands put lethal weapon of his own, Othello stole pretty popinjay; and Mr. George was 
upon him in the heavior sccnos that past the points of the guards’ swords thoroughly sound as lirabantio ; but the 


followed. But, when every 
allowance is made for a tem¬ 
porary disability which must 
have modified the martial 
bearing of even the stoutest 
warrior, one may still say 
that it is a misfortune for 
Sir Herbert that so many of 
tho Shakspearean characters 
wbioh he assumes— Othello, 
Macbeth, Antony —were sol¬ 
diers to begin with before 
they took to tragedy; and it 
is the effeet of circumstance 
upon this permanent quality 
of soldiuruness that he finds 
easier to portray than the 

S irmaneut quality itself. His 
oor, at first sight, struck 
me os Messianio rather than 
militant, and my thoughts, 
neglecting his earrings and 
soft apparel, flew to John the 
Baptist. Yet, if Othello is 
one thing more than another, 
he is a man of war. “For 
I have served him," says 



Sir Hkmiect Tree [Othello), " She wakes I" 


most satisfying figure of all 
was tho Cassio of Mr. Philip 
Merivale, who lookod de¬ 
lightful and played with a 
very perfect intuition for sub¬ 
tleties of gesture. Tho charm 
of Miss Laura Cowus was, 
of courso, wastod on tho 
miserably thankless part of 
Bianca. 

The chiaroscuro of Mr. 
Craven’s “Narrow Street" 
was very effective, and Mr. 
Marker's Venetian scenes 
would have been for me a 
very dream of romanco, only 
I always turn so nervous 
whon a gondola gets loose on 
the stage. And 1 fear that 
Mr. Laurence Ibvino will 
for the future Bhare my 
.uneasinoss, for his gondola 
started off with him before he 
was ready for it (not having 
yet brought his punting 
implement into play), and, 


Mi*a Neiiaon-Tekrt [Desdcmoua). " Well, so Would you, with a man though he esica] 


Montano, “ and the man corn- rocitinif Shakapean at yonr be&sidr and the limelight playing all over immersion, he . sustained 
a anas like - a full soldier.” your few," very nasty jar. 0.8. 









"Billy,” 

Some years ago the.ro was a picture 
in this paper of u man, very ill, pointing 
over tho sido of a paddlo-stoamer ami 
: aying very feebly, “ Stop tho ship! 
i ve dropped my toetii.” It must have 
cccimol to many poople that thevowas 
the basis of a three-act play in this 
joke, and thoy will be glad to learn 
that after many years someone has at 
last been found to dramatise it. It is 
a little lavish, however, of Mr. Gkouue 
Camkbon to put the two ideas into one 
farce; tho false teeth mol if alone would 
have been sufficient for Billy, and then 
bo might have given ns aftprwards 
another farce entirely about sea-sick¬ 
ness. But no doubt plenty of other 
ideas will come into his head—he could 
do something with cheese, for instance. 
Surely tbera is a three-act play to be 
get out of gorgonzola? 

Poor Mr. A. li Matthews ! IIo was 
Billy, and he hod to spend three Acts 
looking for his teeth. He did his best 
to give an air of refinement to the 
evening, but even he couldn’t prevent 
us shuddering, And Mr. Robert 
A' tftfiih and Miss Veka Cobuun and 
other Attractive people, all trying to be 
jolly on false teeth—poor dears, they 
must have wondered whether the whole 
thing wasn't a horrible nightmare from 
which presently they would wake; 

. iHpwever, 2#% i# preceded by Her 


Point of View, which is the best one-! 
act play I have seen for somo time.: 
It contains a real idea. In the eireum- i 
stances I am particularly grateful to j 
Mr. W. T. Colkbv; and he, no doubt,! 
is particularly grateful to Mr. Cam ebon. ; 
A dinner in which the sardine is the' 
only thing worth eating is always a' 
little disappointing, hut such a dinner; 
certainly shows up the lion iVmnr ■ 
in the best possible light. M. ; 


" D. W. T.” 

I wrote a forvid Ode to Spring 
In Shelley’s seating strain; 

Its haunting lilt and rhythmic sw ing 
Would make an Austin vain; 

I rhapsodised of doll and fern, 

Of bonny braes and banks; 

And yet The Pink ’Un thy return) 
Declined tho gem With Thanks. 

I wrote a truly British song 
With Daoo.net as guide; 

The sentiment was hot and strong; j 
" Wo ’ll show 'em yet 1" I cried. j 

The swinging chorus glowed with lire 
(Webster supplied tho rbyraos); 

Alas I my patriotic lyre 
Was wasted on The Times. 

Still game, a stirring tale I told 
Of piracy and wreck 

On casks of rum freebooters rolled, 

. Or strode the blood-stained deck; 


I caught the mood of R. L. S. 

(A daring thing to say); 

But to my griei The City Press 
I Returned my yam next day. 

i Concerning culinary tips 

! penned the pithy par, 

But ■ How to devil orango pips' 
Displeased The. Auto-Cur; 

My hints of soaps for bahy’s tub, 

For cleansing stains of lieer, 

Were, with an editorial snub, 

Rejected by The Sphere. 

At last, brain-weary of the strife, 

By Grub Street dullards spurned, j 

I imulo the effort of my lifo— 

Light verses neatly turned. 

I conjured all my lyric art 
To soften souls of flint; 

And pity touched ono gentle heart, 
Fot here's my verse— in print 1 

President Taft is reported as hiving 
| committed himself to tho statement 
I that “ tho man that pulls the rope j 
should hang by tho rope." We have j 
always held this opinion with regard I 
to bell-ringers. 

From a time-table:— 

"Loudon Bridge IVisscngers cluing? at Strcat- 
lmm rxeept lliobo marked with an asterisk 0 ." * 

Never having liked Streatham we Arc 
being tattooed all over with stars. 
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IN PARIS. 

(Communicated by an invader.) 

Wb knew Paris was going to be great fun, but it has 
been greater fun than anything we thought, and we really 
havo been enjoying ourselves immensely ovory day. Dad 
says we shall have to suffer for it somehow when wo get 
home, but we don’t mind that, because that kind of suffer¬ 
ing generally doesn’t happen, arid anyhow there'll bo tho 
dear dogs and the cals at home, and they ’ll make up for a 
lot of suffering, 

I don’t mcau to say an jibing about the journey except 
that wo had a frightful hurry at Calais, and we likod the 
ffrenph railway carriage* and the white houses with 
croopers painted nil over them ; and when wo got to Paris 
we had to wait a long lime in an omnibus while Dad was 
getting tho luggage. Put he cumo at last looking very 
hot and excited; lie said he’d been in a slroot riot once 
and it was nothing to the doinnic. Wo didn’t mind much 
because as soon as we got out of tho station we saw a 
cuirassier with a long trail of hair floating from his helmet, 
and that was one of tho things we’d all been looking out 
for evor sinco wo left England. The cuirassiers look per¬ 
fectly splendid, and Peggj has made up her mind to marry 
ono and settle in Paris, only he must wear his uniform 
always and he’ll have to learn to talk English. 

• Well, wo got to the hotel and saw our rooms and had 
somo supper, and after that l don't remombor anything, 
and Rosie and Peggy don’t either, but 1 suppose we went 
up in the lift, and Mum put us to bed liecauso wo were 
thero all right tho next morning when the waiter camo in 
with tho breakfast; hut first wo jumped out of bed and 
rushed to the window and looked out and said, "Hurrah! 
This is Paris,” and then the waiter said something in 
French to us—hut lie's a German, I’m afraid—and we 
answered him in French, and lie really understood us, so it 
is useful having French lessons. French breakfasts are a 
cup of coffee or chocolate and two rolls each, with butter. 
One roll is curly and soft and crumbly, and the other is 
straight and hard, and both are very good, hut the soft 
one is tho best. Then, when you’ve had your breakfast, you 
do your washing and dressing, and when you get down¬ 
stairs you’re ready to go out directly. 

It was a beautiful day, and everything looked as if it had 
been washod and brushed and made very tidy, and there 
were groat carts with six hit grey horses to draw them. 
The horses had short ears, and every now and then one of 
them put up his head and neighed just as if lie fell very 
jolly and wanted to say Good morning to everybody, and 
the driver shouted out “ line, ” and cracked his whip liko a 
pistol. And there were motor-cars and taxis and four- 
wheeled cabs with very skinny horses, and tho c.ahmon 
had shiny top hats, some black, some while; and tho 
motor omnibuses came booming along at, a tremendous 
rate. Thoy’ve got a thing like a iuige eye on their radiator 
and it looks as if it was glaring at you all tho time. We 
ran over all the crossings, and Dad aud Mum ran too. It 
was good fun after you had got over. 

1'irst of all we walked to the Champs Eh)sees whore the 
great arch is. It's twice the size of the Marblo Arch and 
much handsomer. Then we kept walking on till we got to 
tho Place dc la Concorde and the real streets, and Dacl kept 
on showing us all the hotels he’d over stopped at and the 
restaurants where he’d had good dinners over so many 
years ago before wo were born. He said it nearly made 
him cry to remember it all. and what was he going to do 
in Paris now he’d brought his family and couldn’t go out 
ta dinners and thoatres as lie used to ? He said it uu kept 
coming back to him like a beautiful dream, and lie really 


must have a dash one night before he went home, and be a 
happy bachelor once more. Peggy said she'd go with him. 

We wandered about a good deal and saw some beautiful 
shops, and we all gave one another imaginary presents. 

I got a diamond tiara, and llosie a pearl necklace, and 
Peggy choso fivo lings (diamonds, rubies and omoralds), 
and Mum had some bracelets and pendants worth about a 
thousand pounds. It’s almost as good as really gotting 
the things. Then at last wo got to the Louvre (not the 
shop but the Gallery) and went in. 

Of course we saw tho Venus of Milo, and wo loved her, 
though she hasn't got any arms, but her face is so kind and 
beautiful that you don’t want to talk at all but just to look i 
at her, and if vou do say anything you say it in a whisper. 
After that we went through miles and miles of picture 
galleries, because we were looking for the picture of Mine. 
Vi gee Le Enin and her daughter. Wo’vo seen a photo¬ 
graph of it, and that’s ono of tho things we came to Paris 
to see. After we'd asked a good many times we suddenly 
saw it in the distance, and we all made a rush for it, aud 
Dad said, “ There's the darling," and wo all stopped and 
gazed at her aud her little girl, and theu wo tore.oursoives 
away, and then we came hack again and had another gaze. 
She died many years ago, lml somehow you feel as if you 
had met her aud knew her quite well. Aunt Maty says 
it’s 1 localise of her mother-look, and that all good happy 
mothers look like that. So that's why we thought we 
recognised her. 

I must stop now, liecauso there's no more paper, lml 
1 want to say that we arc enjoying ourselves, and the 
French people \,o talk to all have such pleasant faces and 
such jolly smiles that it’s quite easy to get on with them, 
and when you can’t quite say anything in French .they 
always help you. And the cuirassiers keep on being splendid. 
Ono was at the hotel on Sunday and we spoke to him. Ho 
wasn’t at all fierce. 

A BUI NED INDUSTRY. 

fA ¥ iviu.'li siseiitM siijs tlmt the awakening of hat arc in Spring in 
entirely due to the activity ot sundry inierohes.J 

Wiikn April’s breozo ’gan whispering 
And Winter's rigour broke I 
Would hymn tho buds and blooms of Spring, 

Its onions and its croci; 

Some lively lyric forth 1 ’d pour 
And then seine solemn slow thing 
(Starting, say, seven weeks before 
1 shed my winter clothing). 

To pay such compliments to her 
Had been my custom since 1 ’d 
First known tho foolings Spring could 3tic 
Within a poet's insido; 

Hut now inv heart has got an aeho, 

My lute a compound fracture, 

For wliat one swallow cannot make 
A germ can manufacture. 

To think that, when the lambkins frisk 
And all tho world is joyous, 

A mere bacillus makes them brisk— 

My word, it docs annoy us: 

Starvation stares us in tho face; 

In vain wo seek to choose a 
Fresh theme to tako the season’s place— 

Quo tendes, mca Musa ? 


" J JIIIBATEXEII SI'LIT IS Pmt. 

This must be rather like tho little rift within the lute. 
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First Owin'. “Wr.i.i., it>i:h oi.ii ltn.i. ’.•> i.iink. 

Nceoud Coster (scuriif i'll>i). “I’ohk, im>kki>! T.i i-kiim ui.okk in thk m \ i: i> k r. Cut i.dn'i mn n m u ink wuon it turnld 

TO .MONEY. I NSC l!KI> 'lS 'OIMK—Ill'lSNEll IN A MONTH. IxSIlliEll ’ivKI.K Mils IHIVIDKVIs—IlllllKE ’|S II M1M H'Sf WEEK. JOINED 
THE IMJIllAt .SOCIETY CAST TlHlSDW, AM) NOW Vs ’OITKI) IT. l’ORK Oil) Hill, IMlKEO!" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Phkiiai’s it is loss than fair to Mr. Wu.iekd Hkmert to 
suggest that a certain loose clumsiness of method in The 
Woman Wonderful (Si no wick and ,1 ackson) has by accident 
contrived to produce a convincing study of an amiably 
drifting, feckless character; the success ought rather per¬ 
haps to be ascribed to conscious*art. Frank Brown's sole 
inheritance is tlio knowledge, communicated to him on his 
mother’s death, that his father, reputed dead and honour¬ 
able, was really a defaulting solicitor and is probably alive. 
Chance drops our Brown into the Colonial sen ice and 
a borth at Conradiesdorp, a South African township. A 
realistic, almost cinematographic presentment of a great 
many inconsiderable occurrences shows you a picture likely 
to give pause to the adventurous emigrant. For not the 
nethermost depths of Upper Tooting could hold such 
chances of devastating boredom as this life of a magistrate's 
cl$rk in the Dutch-English “ sooiety ” of Conradiesdorp. 
Our hero recognises in one Smith, a hopelessly recidivist 
drunkard of the town, his own father, and the father, by 
a coloured woman, of a little blind boy who is killed by 
Smith during a fit of drunken heedlessnoss in tho un¬ 
suspected presence of the other son. To this othor son, 
deputy magistrate, for the time, it falls to hold the inquest. 
Tho oonfiiot between filial and civic duty provides the 
tragedy of tho book, while not unskilfully through the 


wiiolo is woven the story of a love not the less intelligible 
because it is vacillating and unberoic. But when Kiplinh 
made his paam to " The Woman Wonderful ” ho had (we will 
wager our fountain pen) some vision far other than the 
South Africa of Conradiesdorp.. Mr. Hemkiiy has written 
a first hook of considerable promise. 

What worried mo about .1 J.osl Ininest (Constable) 
was that it contained such a crowd of characters that 
Mrs. (jKOKiiU WniYKS seemed hardly able to provide them 
with enough employment to go round. The result was 
llmt, when more and more persons kept flocking in and, 
finding apparently that they had nothing whatever to do 
with tiie very slender plot, wandered out again, i was left 
with some feeling of exasperation. Of course it may havo 
been intentional. Ferlmps it was because she also got 
muddled by meeting all theso strangers that Violet Egnton 
began to lose interest in the young husband who had been 
called away from her to Central Africa after a few weeks of 
marriage. Then there was Sir Ererard Lang, the mild villain 
of the story, who had arranged the husband’s going, and 
whose personal interest in Violet lasted until she cried 
publicly when walking with him in tho l’ark at the most 
fashionable hour. But when, in order to rescuo her niece, 
old Lady Blathencake ( Violet's aunt) got herself farcically' 
engaged to Sir Ererard, I am afraid 1 must confess that my 
own interest was lost never to be recovered. I’m sorry, as t 
have before now derived great enjoyment from Mrs.W emyss's 
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wrlting.but there is no doubt that .1 Lost Interest bored me. principle (or life was t» "hey/Moself: oceeptnothingWhfeh 
This in spite of tho fact that the characters, if superfluous, you don’t like: do nothing 1 Which doesn’t advance you; 
are often pleasant folk, and that the author’s wit lias by no and not be afraid of yourself, for you cant ktiow anything 
means desorted her in describing them (as, for cxamplo, better than the best of yourself.” The story'thereafter is 
Sir Everard, whose facial mobility was such that “ lie could concerned with the reaction of this theory or creed ott 
look in a shorter space of time sorrier than any other man Mr. Jacob Twinkle's family and environment, and more 
of his age in London”). And tho illustrations of those especially on the matter of his daughter’s attachment to 
delightfully pretty people of whom Sir. Balliol Salmon a young man of inferior social status—the son, to be 
has the secret are altogether charming. precise, of a local jeweller. In tho fortunes of those young 

- people I was considerably interested; but though they did, 

Crumpled rose-leaves make uncomfortable bed fellows, I urn pleased to say, bring off their match Mr. Holmes 
and dead flies, according to Solomon, cause the ointment lias no oyes for anybody or anything but the internal 

of the apothecary to send-—--arrangements of Mr. Jdoob 

, forth a stinking savour. But Twinkle's mind, which began 

you can, after all, make jiot jj , after a while to leave me cold. 

pourri of the )'oso-loa\es, and —_* ■ j j |l . It was as if Mr. Holmes con- 

put the flics in their proper - Z ,1+1 ; tinually sang to mo— 

place, which is Inins, and so jtt.TH RPPI+I \ i j ' J — " T» inkle, twinkle, littlo star, 

make tho host of a bad job. = -=- j 1 1 l How I wonder what yon are," 

And that, more or less, is 1^11 • 1 |! I and by somo appalling flaw 

what happens in The Fly \ M' 1 1 Mi (•/// of impoliteness 11 ailed tosharo 

in the Ointment (Chapman and I // bis astronomical curiosity. 

At first I thought it was /■;/, When Mr, and Mrs. WiL- 

going to be a trivial ac- i. U U ///> liamson take from a convent 

count of somo ordinary young 11 xPjfJ&t ^ jj’ a girl who is on tho point 

people’s lives, told as for jj.i mRaJmI,// * 'fmj of becoming a nun and waft 

school-girls. But as they grow jttnL wCjML y*?) * 1 VS/‘, hor off without any companion 

up I found that tho author Ijjnj/ll \g jj fj'// to Monto Carlo, wo may 

had unsuspected strength and MUUL, , _ '!!/• reasonably expect that cxcit- 

purposo, and, looking back on < !/ ing things are to follow. Add 

her story of a wealthy little J/Mkwfcip W! to this that Mary Grant was 

lady with a sweet face and [l T i f ifl/l;/. very beautiful, oxcossivoly un- 

disposition but crooked P j ' yjjjb sophisticated, and wonder- 

shoulders, I see that it is good /IfJljIfaS/ml r x/hlf fully reckless, anil you have 

for mo to have horn shown j, about as much as oven this 

how heavy a bunion a do- * '* v pair of fluent writers can 

formity of this kind is for a Will manage in their dashing 

“whilo" woman to bear. 3 story. Mary had the gambling 

Also 1 have enjoyed the t ' s lust in her blood, and although 

psychological iutmest of it //JlllmUlmk \ she was on her way to 

all, the steady development of ,/1 mlSjSWyMi, | Florence sho jumped out of 

the woman in her uphill 1 L the train at Monto Carlo as 

hght against tho cruelties and eagerly as any trout ever 

contrariness of life, and the jumped at a fly. There (un- 

jealous spite and mischievous like most trouts) she nearly 

littleness of llio straight- —^—- — == - _ or u broke tho bank, and also 

limbod young beauty who ‘ ^-- damaged a few hearts.. Yet 

shared lior liome like a sister 9 I 10 remained sublimely inno- 

and made a hell of it. In fact, Xo, this is m>t a thief, bu t a Burma visitor i\- a Barmy cent that she was doing any- 
the savour of Frances Ham- “>“«* toi-lowixo the issruwrioNs justed in tub msduooh thi , t make peop i 0 ° thi n k 

_i in. „ „ „ which urn you bock your won anu take all yol - r valuables , h , ,, “* D pr" , . 

uond s Oiinmonb likes mo well, with vmr wiruM imivc Tn .tup iitTii- her not ulto&rether & 'nice 




the savour of Frances Ham- 1,0 the issraucrmNi justed in the heduoom thi) ,, t k peo plo think 

mono s omlmonb likes mo well, w ji'ii you when ooixo to*tiie bath* her not ill together ft 'nice 

- ----———---girl.” If you can admit that 

Mr. Arthur II. Holmes is a follower of Mr. Henry sho could stay in such a delightfully guileless state, you 
James not only in point of stylo but in disregard of all will have no fault to iind with The Quests of Hercules 
incidents save the psychological, and iu the deliberate way (Methuen). Adventurers stream across the stage; people 
in which lie toys with an apparently trivial conversation, with systems and the usual lack of monoy are luring the 
To tread in tho footsteps of such a louder is no easy task, unwary; tho stick-at-nothing brigade are not unrepresented, 
and I admire Air. Holmes’s intrepidity and also its partial and in tho midst of this promiscuous crowd stands Maty, 
success. _ The fault I have to find with Twinkle (Duck- unsuspecting and unspotted. The authors have given,a 
worth) is that its author requires me to be absorijed in the faithful picture of tho life of Monte Carlo, of its maraqur 
self-introspection of one particular character, tho gentle- and its shallowness. That Mary found a few friends to 
man who gives his name to tho book—lias anyone really protect her and a Prince (Italian) to marry, I cannot help 
ever been called “ Twinkle," I wonder ?—whereas I would regarding as rather a bit of luck, 

far sooner bavo followed tho moditatious of one' of the -.... . —. —> 

others. Mr. Jacob Twinkle was a middle-aged, leisured "Mr. I4oy<l George denic* tho statement of tho London News 
country gentleman living in Cumberland, who suddenly Agency that he had taken Molmwood, Ptituoy HU1,“— Press. 
come to the conclusion (which he immediately imparted in It is like rare and refreshing fruit in there days to hoar of 
the solemnity of two chapters to his wife) that the best something definite that Mr.LtOYD Qeobqb has ndt takem 


came to the conclusion (which l>e immediately imparted in It is like rare and 
the solemnity of two chapters to his wife) that the best something definite 
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_ interested in tho classical boat race, but] Bedford estate site would necessitate 

CHARIVARIA. more in sympathy with the dark blue | tho University buildings being divided 

Mr. T. P. O'Connor is reported to crew, has christened his little boy' into four plots. Yet, according to Mr. 

havo said that, if the only thing really “Oxo.” :;i | Woodward, the Botanic Gardens would 

at issue regarding the Homo Rule Bill J have a somewhat similar drawback, 

were tho constitution of tho Irish The Bast Kent Quarter Sessions had " The lessees,” lie says, " have for 
Senate, no doubt his friends would bo to lie abandoned tho other day owing j many years past found it difficult to 


open to a deal. We fear, however,' to there being no prisoners for trial, j make both ends meet." 
that his friends want a deal too much.! An enquiry will, wo understand, ho * 

V s . i held to fix tho responsibility for this j "all models reduced ” 

Tho decision that there is to he a fiasco. ,, jsays an announcement. This, wo 

separato Irish stamp is looked upon as fear, is what often happens when 

a mean attempt on tho part of tho “ Tho playing of football,” wo read, artists have just finished their Academy 

Government to scduco Unionist philat- " will bo allowed at Wormwood Serubbs masterpieces. ... ... ‘ 

elists from the party they havo hitherto during April. Tho grounds will be I '■*’ 

supported. I unreserved, and therefore no permits! In raiding a house containing a 

| will be necessary.” Not even tickets-. number of valuables stolen from inu- 
Many members of tho German aris- of-leavo? ! scums, the French police have found 

tocracy are now becoming- ( somo letters which may lead 

business men, and this new 
movoment is being referred 
to in Germany as "The trust 
of princes.” It remains to 
lie seen whether tho well- 
known advieo, “J’ut not your 
trust in princes,” still holds 
good. * ... 

If ho had a pooplo like 
the Italians, tho Kaiser is 
reported to have said, he 
would conquer half Europe. 

Seeing what little headway 
the Italians havo made in 
Africa, wo other Europeans 
have overy right to feel hurt 
at the comparison. 

* , * 

The Glasgow Herald gives 

us a vivid account of a storm .... , 

which recently visited that { n ' " " - - , 

city. “Shortly before two ^"As *> pnJ*.grow -fa their 

, ■{ , „ J --- —-■ hearts sometimes become little. 

oclock, sajs our coutem- j . . - .— -• - , 

porary, "its volocity was . - - v ' -- ' 0u F ,P ulso G 009 into stnct 

alarming, and a crowd, ,"7. ,, ,, n lllf , ^ " training to-morrow. 

of o AAA hflfhj EulhliSMSt (jlttl khtfol M hlJNNY THIN**’, I M:\KR I'LAY- 

louglily estimated at 2.000, wj;Uj AT TIIK hmjismxi* of the reason! ” “One of our conniositoro auxioun 

made its way to larKlieadL---j 0 tako heart His Excellency’s 

to witness the return League match “It is now the fashi ii,” The a«l vice to cultivate a vicn of humour began well 
between Celtic and Raith Hovers.” Financial News tells us, “to speak *1'* Humour J us ‘Humor’ on our 
Football crowds show which way the of shares as ‘ aviating ‘ instead of 1,1 y ar Sind**. 

wind blows, as tbey^say up North. 'rising. Oh, those witty block Ex- I( tbig ig the saniC compo8itort we 

m, . , t, ciaD g° m011 ‘ congratulate him on his achievement— 

The recent oxcavations at Pompon, - . 

wo are told, tend to show that there were We seem to be iu for an epidemic of ^ _k_ 

Suffragettes at the time of the dostruc- escapes from prison. Last week the “The s-hoi-Hus wmething to bo amid of 


The decision that there is to he a 
separato Irish stamp is looked upon as 
a mean attempt on tho part of tho 
Government to scduco Unionist philat* 





Kuril I EMusms! (jusl heetal "Kijns’y tiiim:, I ri.w 

WELL AT TI1B llKEINMNII or THE sEA<UV ! ” 


- somo letters which may lead 
to tho recovery of Leonardo’s 
“ La Gioconda.” It is feared, 
however, that, owing to her 
recent humiliating experi¬ 
ences, she will have lost her 
smile. ... 

Whether it is owing to tho 
spread of Socialism or not it 
is difficult to say, but there 
is no denying tho fact that 
class distinctions are tending 
to disappear. For example, 
the ilmi-nmdc and a certain 
section of Society are now 
dancing tho same dauccs in 
the same way. 

From “To-day’s Notable 
Dicta” in The Glasgow 
Even mg Citizen :— 

"As urai's jmlses grow big their 
bouts sometimes become little.” 

Our pulse goos into strict 
training to-morrow. 

" One of our eoniiKxsitors anxious 


x! | unc ol our compositors anxious 

--_-l„ j a ’ K0 ]| Car t His Excellency's 

fashi .11," The : advice to cultivate a vien of humour began well 

.11....,. 1 ... tti,..„.,„' .. 


change men 


° 0 1 =» 4 * congratulate him on his achievement— 

, , . " , ., . , quite in tho right “ vien ” of humeur. 

We seem to be m for an epidemic of 1 _°_ 

escapes from prison. Last week the “Tb. ; s -ho.il lus something to be proud of 


ouuu^owtco au uioiiuiooi tnouusuui;- coupon iruui pn&uii. uumu mo " JIu; S-houl has {something to be liroud ol 

tion of that town. The evidence, wo Norwich Stag Hunt lost a valuable in the fart that one of its imi>ii», T. M. Airey, 

suppose, is the large amount of broken stag, which leaped out of tho deer cart "as limt on the list, of honours among 2,4Si 

glass which has been found there. while on its way to a meet. An ex- X„nUy d,e Jlh ndldXls TZ 

-i’ i* rtrtixrirtiSix I Itf smtm/M’tamiinli L-O >i/>4* . , . . . . % . . .... ... 


- .. • , ... , BUV'Ui I'l HIV ei‘11 "i 1 1lit viuri to wi inu uuiumoaivi 

‘ :[i‘ oeptionaily unsportsniaiuike act. j ai.«l lib capable .uul liani-working stair, with. 

11 London's handy man/’ says Dr. j of conm. tlu* lu-.u-ty fo o^cration of the boys 

•Waldo, “is the policeman.” Robert “ Spring Hunting ” is the title of an j ihcniselvea.'’-7/<'fcV(<d (,\cc‘tc. 
is evidently living down his reputation article in The Ulobc. Wo hope the:Tho altruism of the other boys in 
as a footy man. # # writer found it. ... slauding heartily aside and letting 

■ f '* Airey come out top of the list each 

A man stated at Wood Green Police Mi'.Willum Woodward, F.R.I.B.A., year certainly deserves mention; but 
Court that he had named his son suggests that the Royal Botanic surely this monotonously successful 
" Camo " after'the University crews. Gardens would form an admirable sito candidate deserves a word of praisq for 
We hope there is no (ruth in the for the new London University, the himself. After live or six years he 
rumour that another father, equally objection having been raised that the might so easily have gone stale. 
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BONES OF CONTENTION. 

No. I. 

'• How you can look at those perfect 
logs and ontortain tho toolings you do 
passes ray comprehension." 

Having delivered, hersolf of this ut¬ 
terance my wife sank into a clmir and 
became absorbed in a newspaper. 

“ My dear,” I ventured pacifically, 
"legs are not everything in this world.” 

" Of couise,”rcjoinod my wife," any¬ 
one can take refuge in generalities, but 
to peoplo who really appreciate the 
Chippendale point, of viow— ” 

“Nobody,” I interrupted with some 
heat, " would venture to assert that I 
don’t possess tho Chippendale point of 
view; but there are moments when art 
must bow to utility.” 

" And utility,” supplemental m\ wife, 
“ must of necessity, I suppose, take a 
degraded form.” 

"1 can't see anything degraded in a 
nice sensible knee-hole writing table 
with a lot of sensible drawers to put 
your papers in,” 1 remonstrated. “ That 
iittlo bureau was designed for a boudoir, 
and yon havo always called this room 
my ‘ study.’ ” 

“ Well, isn’t it your study ? ” de¬ 
manded my wifo sharply. 

11 Not if I mayn’t have what 1 want 
in it,” 1 returnod firmly, 

! “ When I think,” mused my wife, “ of 
tho hours that I spent in choosing the 
things for it! Oil, how 1 hoped and 
prayod it might please you.” 

"Doarest,"I iutorposed hastily,"pray 
boliove that my appreciation,’ if not 
adequately expressed, is none tho less 
absolutely—er—stupendous.” 

My wifo crossed to tho little bureau 
and, bending, stroked one of its tailor¬ 
ing legs with the air of a sentimental 
groom. 

“ Were you tho product of tho 
master's sudden inspiration V ” she 
asked it in a low effective voice, “ or 
did you grow into perfection slowly — 
laboriously, the faltering fingers that 
fashionod you waiting hrcathloss, ere 
they added touch to touch, for the 
divine guidance that has made you 
what you are?” 

“ Fingors don't generally suffer from 
breathlessness," 1 objected without my 
customary caution. 

My wife turned and looked at me. 
“ You shall have your Victorian atro¬ 
city,” she enunciated in a cold vibrant 
voice. “This poor little outcast shall 
seek an owner who can still find somo 
value, some beauty, in tho finer issues 
of life," 

I confess I was nettled. " A buroau 
isn’t a finer issue,” I said, “ and your 
remarks, to say tho loast of thorn, are 
obscure.” 


“ Naturally,"returned my wife, “ they 
are obscure to you, to whom it makes 
no difference whether the table on 
which you work emits inspiration or 
stands confessed a monument of gross 
materialism." 

“ I’m perfectly certain,” I protested, 
" that Mr. Chutkndai.k himsolf didn't 
use u little rickot—or—a Iittlo dolicate 
tiling like that for doing solid work and 
drawing out his plans." 

“ There can bo no possible profit in 
Unit kind of speculation," returnod my 
wife coldly. “ Let us close the subjoet. 
1 wauled to please you and I have 
failed— lamentably, that is all.” Sho 
turned and gazed out of the window, 
and in tho gathering twilight her face 
looked very pale. 

A sudden overwhelming conviction 
seized mo Unit novor had husband 
behaved with such brutality as I. 

“ I 'vo quite changod my mind,” I 
liogan lamely. “Tho significance of 
having something really perfect as a 
medium for work was never brought 
home to me before." 

My wife turned mid facod me. “ Do 
you really moan that ? ” 

“ Oh, absolutely," I lied. 

She gave a little sigli: “ I am so 
glad—for your sake.” 

It was just then that tho sorvanl 
announced Dawkins. 

Dawkins is not a particularly in¬ 
teresting or pleasant person, so I need 
not dwell on his visit; hut on this 
occasion he was responsible for an 
utloranco that may be regarded as 
almost momentous. Ho possesses tho 
indisputable morit of knowing more 
aliout old furniture than anyone elso 
in London, and my wifo regards him 
as only second in importance to “ the 
raastor ” himself. 

“You are very cosy hero," lie per¬ 
mitted himsolf to say. “ Madamo’s 
boudoir, 1 presume ? ” 

“Oh, no,” interrupted my wifo 
hastily, “ this is Harold's study.” 

“lleallyl” Ho laughed. "1 wonder 
ho uses a little kickshaw like that." 

I experienced a sonso of unholy joy 
as ho indicated tho bureau. 

“ You don’t cave about it,” suggested 
my wifo meekly. 

Oh, it’s quite pretty,” lie returned 
with contemptuous good nature, “ but 
it's such a little liar. Look I It begins 
by pretending that it's Chippendale, 
then suddenly develops a Hcpplewhite 
tendency at the toes, and finally it 
flagrantly emulates Queen Anne in its 
contours. It’s an awful pity that 
they don't get some decent models 
before they start copying tho old stuff.” 

To-day I sit spreading myself 
luxuriously nt a fine solid knoe-holo 
i table. 


THE ECLIPSE. 

I.—By a HiTOCHONDBIAC. 

I WANiiiiUKn forth soon after ten; 

The morn was fair; I don’t know when 
I 'vo felt more blithe than I did then. 

[ am a frail and flower-like one 
Who only ripens in the suu; 

Unless ho comes out strong, I m done. 

But here so bravo was he and bright 
That, us he gained a greater height, 

I knew tho most acute delight, 

Till by degrees I grow aware 
Of a strange shade upon the air 
That thrillod me with a darkling cavo. 

I thought the sun had passod behind 
A cloud. 'Twas nothing of the kind. 

I looked. It almost knockod mo blind. 

Indeed, the sun was shining still, 

Yot sombre loomed tho day and chill. 

1 said, "I tell you what—1 'in ill.” 

Visual delusions such as these, 

I thought, were signs of grave disoase; 
I foil extremely ill at case. 

Then homo my tottering steps T bont, 
And to my lied I feebly went, 

And straightway for tiic doctor scut. 

(lie is a gross, course man, and stout; 

1 hate him, tho' 1 do not doubt 
The fellow knows bis way about). 

He came. I hastened to explain 
Tho signs which made me entertain 
Fears of a sickness of the Inain. 

Ho listened with a front of brass, 

Tlion pocketed his fee, alas. 

And told me not to lie an ass, 

Adding, in tones by no means low, 
That any idiot ought to know 
Whon an eclipse would be on show. 

Ho raised the blind, and then withdrew. 
I saw Uio skies were very blue, 

And the warm sun eamo glowing 
through. 

And as I humbly crawlod from bed, 
And know that I had been misled, 

1 dare not tell you what I said. 

Dum-Dcm. 


The Position in Egypt. 

"Vantcd a littiaid tnaikor Applier meed 
uot cule nulcss a good oucst.” 

Egyptian Morning Neva. 


“Prima Donna—''I have here a eerlifloate 
from a doctor to tho cll'oct that I oau’t ring 
to-night.’ Manager—‘Why go to all that 
trouble t I ’ll give you that certificate any night' 
When this is done tho turf is placed back 
into position again and rolled lightly." 

Paddington Mercury, 

And that is the end of the manager, so 
fatal is it to insult a priraa donna. 
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FtiSl Mih*i‘-U"ll Atiial [fl'iih'ltiiiri Mr. J. M. TSurrirs ‘‘Til-' 7'i’‘'h‘ ‘-I'm'tll h-w; h't'nt f//-‘ '"I I,!KK Tilts Yl:r, .-KKl'CUTHIS 

1'Vm.R’s SO (icion. 'Oo wiinn; it? ’ fh-imil Mimic-Hall Arlisl, ‘•Hi.hkk f.vu r.H IVvuRir., I •hum..” 

First Music-Huff Artist. "Arst i ur ’in ahurenn. ’E writes cut. .next." 


THE ECLIPSE. 

II.— By a Pessimist in the Matter of Climate. 
If accident of birth liad made mo resident, 

Charles, in a land of sunshine and of song, 

In Spain or underneath some dark-skinned president, 
Most likely I’d have como out protty strong 
When 1 beheld Selene make that messy dent 
In poor old Phoebus: 1 ’d have struck a gong 
Or put on sackcloth, crying, “ Tis the end! ” 

But I am English : I was calm, my friend. 

I did not even smoke a pair of glassos 
To sec the portent, nor ascond tho heights 
Of Primrose Hill—1 hate the lower classes, 

By which I mean those poor inferior wights 
Who have not trod Parnassus’ flowering grasses; 

I do not run amok to gaze at sights; 

Aloof I wander heedless of the mass 
(I did not see The Miracle, 0 Oluvs.). 

Skill, as I say, in countries where Apollo 
Holds the high vault eternally at noon, 

I might have been disposed my pride to swallow, 
And rush into the street with unlaced shoon, 
Shouting, " Alas, my brother dies!" and wallow 
. lit the white dust; but, as it was, tho moon 
Damaged the Day-god with that mighty dunoh, 
Whilst I thought nothing but “ an hour off lfraoh." 


And also “ Goodness me, it’s growing chillier! ” 

And struck a pine-wood match and lit tho fire. 

That is my point: could anything bo sillier, 

In this bleak land of hurricane and mire, 

Where morn's eclipses are so dashed familiar, 

Than feverish haste to see our god expire 
I am his servant, but 1 'll not he dragged 
Out of my rooms to see tho old boy ragged. 

Tho way I truly felt about tho matter is, 

Here was a day, the balmiest iu the year, 

Soft winds that wooed the earth with silken flatteries, 
An April day iu England; this seemed queer: 

And Jove said! “ I have nothing in my batteries ; 

Can you oblige me, Cynthia, my dear ? " 

And so she blotted out the sun, poor soul; 

Kotten, I called it, Charles, and rang for coal. 

Even. 

From The Church Xcws (N.Z.), in a sudden burst of 
gaiety:— 

■•Tin' familiar (gnslion was iv-ojk'iioiI—H ow Sunday Schoolchildren 
an* to lie attached to tin' Church, and once ni ne the use of adhesive 
stamps was recommended.” 

“fty-mn was educated at Eton, and we say that Eton produced 
him."— l/iir.iisiciiiih l'ujclor Srir,i,-,, 

The " we ” of courso refers strictly lo the editors of the 
Popular Science. Other people say that Harrow pro¬ 
duced him. 
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i,“ Ilumpsti’s ” attention to the calamity with his customary 
BUMPSTI ; AN APPRECIATION. . little yelp. “ Humpsti” arrives, and, with just a shade of 
Thebe are two of them, and they are announced on tho! patronage, convinces him that his alarm is purely imagin- 
music-hall programme as “ Humpsti-Bumpsti." I have j ary. Both legs have somehow got into the same half of 
no actual knowledge which is which, but I am morally | his trousers—that is all 1 and *' Bumpsti’s” smile of relief, 
certain that it is tho little one who is “ Bumpsti,” and; as he recognises his missing foot, is irresistibly pathetio. 
until corrected I shall assume this to lie so. Their appnr- j Now he can achieve something! and, rising unsteadily, he 
atus is Spartan in its simplicity, consisting merely of a; stands, swaying on hoels that overlap the edge of the table, 
kitchen table and several cane-scaled chairs. " Humpsti,"! and not unnaturally loses his balance. Happily, a push 
being, I imagine, tho elder brother, comes on first—a tall J from “ Ilumpsti’s ” ever-ready hand restores him to the 
well-set-up young fellow in evening costume, with black'perpendicular, after which “Bumpsti” indicates that he 
satin kneo-brcochcs and silk stockings. A pause—after j can do no more until ho is provided with a few chairs, 
which “Bumpsti" drifts in aimlessly. “Bumpsti" is j These are supplied, and he piles them up on the table in 
small and pallid; there is a certain dreaminess in his j an uutidy pyramid, obviously with but the vaguest idea of 
expression, partly duo to the black line that traverses each what he proposos to do next. AH he is certain of is that 
of his eyelids, ilis drcss-coat doos not fit him, and he he wants one more chair. He lifts ono from tho stage; 
not only wears an unfashionahly baggy pair of black silk tho soat of tho chair catches the edge of tho table; ho tugs 
trousers, but is also guilty of ttio unpardonable solecism of a impatiently, and upsets table, chairs aucl himself, to his 
plaid nock-tie, though ho does not scorn to have the slightest unbounded astonishment-. 

suspicion that ho is less cor- , - - -- -■ — - - -.—.. , After this ho seems con- 

rectly attired than “ Hump-! ~ <' ~ ~ ' tent to renounce all further 

sti” himself. I don’t suppose j '"'k ■ ■ V f .. .'j experiments with such 

he would care a straw if lie | \__ - - || f - j[\ ' tricky objects as furniture, 

had. “ Humpsti ” takes off | BgSgW 'B and wanders about tho 

his crush hat and coat and : Vi®(\ 4 $Ut l) v stage Mo a happy child, 

flings them to “Bumpsti," | lipHi ' occasionally humming 

who receives them with A nfi a lfr '--Sri| '" vgnp' l snatches of tho air tho 

amiable bowildormont, R Hill III vTASPf _ orchestra is playing, and 

dimly conscious that he is |CT jVT* • U 1 - "3 never for a moment look- 

expected to deposit them 1 © — j | ing where ho is going. Onco 
on one of the chair's, but „—„ /V /f J J he all but takes a header 

quite incapable of making a //W / [into tho arms of the con- 

selection with so many to ~ f \ /V // ( /'% ) | ductor, whom he seems to 

choose from, IJo solves the - . , / • //// I regard as chiefly to blame, 

problem by meandering off ^ ,x /\C2bi± land shortly afterwards, as 

with the garments, and H * jJ y’ - ■ ho staggers in gonorous 

probably losing thorn in tire > '■ sff admiration of his brother’s 

wings. ' \J ~ feats, he very nearly top- 

On his return lie is as- ; - - pies backwards among the 

tounded to see “ Humpsti" x*. first violins. “ Humpsti ” 

in the act of throwing a back ' is only just in timo to save 

somersault from tho table, *—--—-- him by tho shirt front— 

and alighting in a sitting WAH.VKU OFF THE Tl'ltF! an intervention which 

position on a chair close by. % .Vm<VA* MMmnafor hiouiMoo-rm. j" Bumpsti” appears mildly 

Upon reflection it occurs to “ EALTUV ,rA,B ot to resent as an officious im- 

“ Bumpsti” that such -1 plication that ho is unable 

phenomenon can only be due to some peculiarity in tho to look after himself. So, by way of asserting his 
table itself which requires his close investigation, and, dignity and independence, ho mounts the table for tho 

sprawling across tho top, ho proceeds to examino it, head third time, and paces it proudly with the air of one 

downwards, from below, whereupon it promptly turns ovor perfectly at home. Unfortunately he miscalculates its 
with him. He utters a plaintive little yelp, and" Humpsti,” area, and an incautious step backwards lands him in 
coining to the rescue, sets tho table and its victim on their tho centre of tlueo chairs below, all of which are overturned 
respective legs again, whereupon “Bumpsti” retires to a by his impact. He reappears hopelessly entangled by 
coiner and sits on the floor, ovidcntly feeling that tho nature them—a sort of Laocoou in the coils of cune-bottomed ser- 
of tables is a mystery beyond his comprehension. Any pents. His endeavours to escape only involvo him in 

mortification, howover, is soon forgotten in the delight of struggles with fresh chairs, for which ho appears to have 

discovering that his plaid bow possesses tho remarkable a fatal fascination. At last ho succeeds in shaking them 
property, as often as the elastic attaching it to his coUar is off—but too late! This time even “ Humpsti” cannot 
Btretchod, of emitting a long-drawn wail. This he olioits prevent him from floundering over the footlights right into 
repeatedly and it never fails to afford him joyous surprise, the thick of the brazen instruments 1 However, he has 
But in time the sight of " Humpsti's" aerobatie per- soon clambered on the stage again, apparently uninjured, 
formances inspires him with the spirit of emulation. After and stumbles off with one foot through a drum, which, 
all, his expression seoros to convey, ho is “Humpsti’s" tripping him up just as ho reaches the wings, deprives his 
brother! It is quite possible that this agility may run in final exit of the dignity it might have had. 
the family—one never knows. At all events, “ Bumpsti" I may be mistaken of course, but I am afraid "Bumpsti" 
decides to bo up and doing. But no sooner is he seated, will never make a really successful acrobat. Somehow, it 
after laborious efforts, on the table than he is disconcetted does not seem to lie in him. I doubt if. any perseverance 
1 by finding that he has unaccountably lost one of his on his part will ever conquer that unfortunate tendency to 
legs! He waves its vacant trouser feebly, while lie caHs come croppers. It would bo pleasanter to give him more 




W.Mt.VHD OFF THK Tl'ltF! 

]!;/ Juiitli'.'i " J/Hiiianittn” .UUlrlnnoot for J.oir.ii-}fmrrrn. 
The wokm is necessary tor exsi'iunc the healthy -i 
vom iimiikn. Do xot mu. it.- Hke IKrwiv. 


- After this ho seems con¬ 
tent to renounce all further 
experiments witli such 
tricky objects as furniture, 
and wanders about tho 
stage like a happy child, 
;oecasioually humming 
snatches of tho air tho 
orchestra is playing, and 
never for a moment look¬ 
ing where ho is going. Oneo 
| he all but takes a header 
j into tho arms of the oon- 
| ductor, whom he seems to 
J regard as chiefly to blame, 
land shortly afterwards, as 
ho staggers in gonorous 
admiration of his brother’s 
feats, ho very nearly top¬ 
ples backwards among the 
first violins. “Humpsti” 
is only just in timo to save 
him by tho shirt front— 
an intervention which 
j" Bumpsti ” appears mildly 
I to resent as an officious im- 
I plication that ho is unable 
by way of asserting his 
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Iininaathitt Jones {on his miy to u ilancr). “ Won't omi nr vnu ciiamik ri,.\i ks huh .mk !' 1 
ll'vrkmcii {Mitjinyhj). ‘It's am, right, (iuv.Nor.; You 'be Not IN orn way." 


encouragement, but tlioro are oceasious when camlour is 
tiie truest kindness. 

I am all the sorrior to have to say this because there is 
so much that is lovable in “ Bumpsti." With his child¬ 
like capacity for being pleased and interested, his placid 
endurance of mishaps and roversos, and his never-failing 
hopefulness, ho would be an ideal fellow-traveller on a 
Continental tour. Except, perhaps, at table-d'hote. There 
—with so many chairs and tables about—it is just conceiv¬ 
able, I admit, that one might find “ Buinpsti ” rather too 
compromising a companion. E. A. 

“BOOKS UNWRITTEN." 

[With acknowledgments to the ivcckly edition of 
“ The Westminster Gazette.") 

Thebe are, of courso, the books that probably never will 
bo written, such as Mr. Wilkie Baud’s rhymed rendering 
of the Iliad and Odyssey, and Mr. Silas K. Hocking’s 
monograph on " Rabelais as a World Force." But then 
there are the books that could quite easily be written, and 
that *1 would give much to see in print. Mr. Belloc’s 
■' lifss and Teachings of Sir Wilfbid Lawson," and 
" Buddhism and its Modern Application: Being an Essay 
in Quietism," by Mr. Chestebton, both belong to this 
class. And why should not Mr. Masefield, leaving for the 
moment his own excursions into poetry, find time to put 
mio the hands of bis publisher a eulogy of “ The Later 
Poems of Mr. Kipling " ? 


in the drama and matters appertaining thereto, I want 
to sco Mr. Gordon Craig's “The Art of Little Tick," and 
" The Curtain Raiser as a Medium for Dramatic Expres¬ 
sion,” by Mr. Thomas Hardy. And in Ilia way of belles- 
lettres 3 should wish for nothing better than a volume of 
“Livis of the Saints” from Mr. Francis Cribble; while 
Mr. Frank Harris might end the Shaksi-eauk-Bacon con¬ 
troversy for us by adding “Sliakspcavo Day by Day, by 
One who Knew Him " to the already extensive list of his 
delightfully intimate associations with deceased literary 
lions. Mr. Filson Young, again, might delight me with 
a collection of “The Things That Do Not Matter"—if, 
indeed, any such exist for that keen soul. When one 
approaches fiction, however, the choico becomes more un¬ 
certain. Our novelists are their own splendid masters, and I 
it is not for mo to suggest subjects to them with anything 
but the extremest diffidence. But I should liko to see the 
result of a mutual exchange of plots for their noxl novels 
on the part of selected pairs of our great fiction writers. 
For instance, I would have given a great deal to have had 
tho opportunity of reading Mrs. Florence Barclay’s 
"Threo Weeks," and “Tho Rosary" of Mm. Elinor Glyn, ; 
whilo I am sure Mr. Bennett’s “Bella Donna” would 
have boon just as enthralling as “ The Old Wives' Tale ” of 
Mr. IIicHEKS, And I wonder how Mr. William Lf. Qceux 
would have written “ Life Everlasting ” ? 

C~ ' - — BBSS a 

Commercial Candour. 

“Pianos within. Piano-playera sold.” 
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AN APOSTLE OF HONESTY. 

Rather precipitately judging him by 
his clothes—as at first I did— I assumed 
him to be a middle-aged antiquarian, 
but, as ho approached and oach detail 
of his negligi whiskers stood out moro 
clearly, 1 perceived that ho was either 
a tramp or a philosopher, or perhaps 
both. 

As though he hail divined my thought 
ho stopped at the gate and proceeded 
to introduce himself. He had tho air 
of a rather incompetent sort of person. 

“Sir,” ho said, ‘‘1 am a spreader.” 

11 Indeed,” I replied mildly. “ A 
moderately strenuous profession, 1 
imagine.'' 

lie looked at mo rather sharply. 

11 On tho contrary, Sir, I find it so 
complex and colossal a task that for 
some time past in my more poignant 
moments of despair I have contem¬ 
plated giving it up entirely. Hay 1 
lean against your railings?” 

Ho leaned. 

“You soo.lho idea is so new, so quaint, 
that tho average hard headed citizen 
does not readily grasp it. lii iolly, I 
spread the idea of honesty plain, 
i sunplo honesty—just that, Hir. I go 
about asking people to ho honest. 1 
was tho first to think of the idea, and 
I believe I may say it was very lilting 
that I shouhl have been the one to 
think of it. For my whole soul is 
hound up in it. The Idea is Mo—I 
am the Idea, Honesty, Sir-- simple 
honesty. Honesty is the key which 
unlocks the door to happiness • 1 am 
the hearer of the key. 

“ Let us look at this question for a 
moment, Sir, and see how it works 
out. Lot us assumo that everyono in 
tho world is honest. What happens? ” 

lie look off his littlo, pinehed-up, 
ex-brown soft hat and hung it on the 
railings, and 1 was astonished at his 
extraordinary resemblance to one of 
our leading statesmen. 

“ Why, a few sweeps with a razor,” 
I reflected, “ and-” 

“What happens, Sir? Take, for 
instance, uu ordinary occurrence—a 
daily, hourly occurrence—one of tho 
commonest and yet, T think you will 
agree with me, not the least noble and 
beautiful of tho customs of civilised 
finance—tho lending of money. Now', 
Sir, assuming that everyono is honest, 
let us suppose ono Jackson wishes to 
borrow fivo hundred pounds. Ho is 
temporarily—er—w ithoul resources —a 
position in which our greatest men 
not infrequently have found themselves. 
Jackson 6ays, ‘I need live hundred 
pounds; I will go to Parker. I like 
Parker—he is a fine fellow in many 
ways. Yes, it shall be Parker—cer¬ 


tainly Parker.’ So he calls upon Parker. 
He says, ‘My dear Parker, lend me 
five hundred pounds.’ 

"Parker replies, ‘Why, certainly, 
Jackson. For how long do you require 
it?’ Jackson considers. Then lie 
answers, ‘ I shall repay you on the 21st 
of May noxt at clevon o’clock.’ 

“‘Excellent,’ says Parker. ‘Help 
yourself from the erato in tho hall as 
you go out.’ 

“‘Thank you,’ answers Jackson, 
takes five hundred pounds from the 
erato or hamper or basket or whatever 
Parker keeps his money in, and goes 
home. 

“ On Hie 21st of May lie puts if hack. 
Merely that - puts it hack. 1 To happens 
to ho passing Parker’s, the money's 
due, Jackson is honest, and so ho pops 
into tho hall and puts it hack. l)o you 
see, Sir? It is only just tho merest 
honesty—nothing more. And what 
could lie simpler or less expensive? No 
deeds, mortgages, I.O.U.s, promissory 
notes, and all tho complicated paia- 
phernalia of tho law. No worry on 
Jackson’s part and less on Parker’s. 
No expensive safe to buy. Why buy 
a safe? Everybody is honest, nobody 
will steal tho money. Parker knows 
that and puts his savings in a erato or 
| in tho whoolbarrow out in tho potting- 
shed— anywhere.” 

Tho spreader looked into my face, 
smiling. 

“ Isn't it simple? ’’ lie said. 

I confessed that, while it was a little 
confusing at first, it certainly sounded 
very ingenuous. 

11c frowned. 

“Ingonious, my dear Sir! How 
can that he? Why, it is so simple 
that tho only ingenious part of it was 
thinking out its simplicity. But por- 
haps you don’t understand quite 
perfectly. Let us consider another 
aspect of the question. For instaueo ” 
—ho produced a small booklet which 
resembled a tract, folded it and pre¬ 
sented it to me. 1 am always helpless 
with these gentlemen, so 1 took it. 
“ For instance, let us imagine that you 
havo been playing a little croquet in 
your garden, and whilo your opponent 
is engaged in doing the full course in 
ono you come to tho gate and lean 
over it for a little recreation. I chance 
to be passing, and, getting into con¬ 
versation witli you, I sell you a copy of 
my hook for threepence. By the way, 
you—er—the threepence, please—to 
illustrate my point—thanks”—for he 
had collected tho threepcnco off mo. 
“And naturally you say to yoursolf, 
‘ Now, liavo I been defrauded t Is this 
volume, for which I havo paid three- 
ponco, honestly worth it ?' 

"Bearing in mind that everyone is 


honest, you turn to mo and say, 1 Friend, 
is this book worth three-pence?’ In¬ 
stantly I answer, ‘ Sir, it is not. Two¬ 
pence represents its total value, and 
therefore I return you one penny.’ ” 

He gravely tendered mo the penny, 
which 1 took. “ And so,” ho concluded, 
“ you see the exquisite simplicity of it 
all, my dear Sir, do you not'? You are 
delightod— I am dolighted. And all 
wholly duo to the most elementary 
honesty.” 

He took up his littlo hat, exactly as 
a person takes a pinch of salt in some 
of our lossev restaurants, and placed it 
on his head, beaming at me. 

•‘ Remcmbor — honesty, plain and 
simple,” he said. 

He took my hand and shook it about. 
Then, with a last smile and a final 
“Remember,” he went his way, and 
T pinched myself to mako absolutely 
certain that I had not l>een dreaming. 
Then 1 looked at the volume l had 
purchased. It was an ordinary Iwo- 
pago tract—quito ordinary, obviously 
second-hand, and if I had purclusod it 
from any other poison 1 should havo 
considered it very expensive. 

Homo two hours later my wife pro¬ 
tested against tho absent-mindedness 
that had distinguished mo throughout 
luncheon. 

“I have asked you to toll mo tho 
time twice,” she said, and 1 felt for my 
watch. 

And then, as my lingers closed on 
tho air that hitherto had always been 
displaced by tho ancestral timepiece, 
I solved tho problem which had kept 
me pondoring half tho morning. 1 had 
wondered why tho spreader had given 
me back my penny. Now I know. 
Ho had done so because, on the whole, 
ho felt that ho could afford it. 

He was a remarkable and talented 
man, and I havo often wondered how 
he dealt with the person who had given 
him tho tract. 1 had given him nothing 
and was a gold watch and twopence to 
the bad. lie must have got a grand¬ 
father's clock at least from the person 
who had tho hardihood to givo him a 
tract. 


' 1 WAX’mi, two attendants capalile of playing 
first violin, ono French horn, ono ’cello, one 
wicket-keeper." 

Add. in, “ Mnm'hcatef Ecaiimj Chroiw'k ." 

If the wickot-keepor can't bowl, and 
tho number of 'cellos is strictly limited 
to'one, there should bo plenty of quali¬ 
fied applicants to take on this team. 


Responsibility. 

“ Mr. Maunder was in charge of the Solar 
System. ''—Daily Express. 

Is it quite patriotic of him never to 
give England a total eclipse ? 
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THE COMING OF SPRING. 

hllliY Jim A 1KHTKST AGAINST MODCIi.N UATKIIIAMKM, 


DEBT AND DUTY. 

Wn often wonder, I and Jane, 

By conscience forced to l>o penurious, 
IIow folk on our financial plane 
Live in a manner so luxurious; 

Their movements figure in The Times, 
They wear expensive frocks and frills, 
They gallivant to foreign climes - 
Wo stay at home and pay our bills. 

My sister Sarah’s husband, Jack, 

Is something hopeless in the City, 

A man habitually slack 
And greatly given to self-pity; 

Yet ev'ry winter he and Sarah 
Evade December's fogs and chills 
By skipping to the Riviera— 

I stay at home and pay his bills. 

Smith is an artist friend of mino, 

A veritable prince of swankers, 
Whose talent chiefly takos the line 
Of overdrawing at his banker's; 

Yet Christmas finds him recreating 
Life in the Engadine at Sila, 

Skf-ing, toboganning and skating— 

I stay at home and pay my bills. 


And there is Jones—1 know Ids screw 
Is something under seven-fifty; 
llo’s in the Inland Revenue 
And ought to be, but isn’t, thrifty; 
Yet Jones, instead of barley-water, 
Champagne habitually swills, 

And gives it to his wife and daughter! — 
I stay at home and pay my bills. 

Surprising too are tho affairs 
Of Hopkinson, another crony; 

1 never meet him but he swoars 
That he is " absolutely stony ”; 

And yet ho's always playing “ Ponte ” 
With gay and gilded Jacks and Jills; 
Each year he spends a month at 
Monte— 

I stay at home and pay my bills. 

1 trudge to work on Shanks’s mare; 

I haven’t got a car or " shovor ”; 
The eggs that form my humble fare 
Come from the hen and not the 
plover; 

My hair is sparse, my figure weedy, 

I look unhealthy round the gills; 
Jane's Sunday hat is getting seedy— 
We stay at home aud pay onr bills. 


I know this long-continued strain, 
Whore virtue is its own requital, 

Is telling very hard on Jane, 

Whoso happiness to me is vital; 

And yet, unless I follow Jiajffkx 
Aud take to rifling safes and tills, 

I’m bound by duty's curbs and snaffles 
To stay at homo and pay my bills. 


The Paths of Wise Men. 

“No wise man walks ou tlio extreme ej«c of 
a parapet which muy bo rotten ; hu walks iu 
the middle,”— Spectator. 

If Mr. Stbachky will promise to give 
a display of wisdom, Mr. Lloyd Geobob 
would no doubt arrange a parapet for 
him in some ruined Welsh castle. 


The Smart Set at Birmingham. 

“CLUB AND SOCIETY GOSSIP. 
Servant's Fivs-Houk Yaws.” 

Birmingham Daily Mail, 

Commercial Candour, 
from a “specimen menu” adver¬ 
tised in The Sunday Times ',— . 

“ Poulards Grand Mire." 
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Ills- 

WHAT SOME ARTISTS’ FRIENDS HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 

IIMtc«s(tu 11 iittiovoii.it Artist). “Bn where do you get youii ailsit.h mti’atios.s 

l/miwrota Artist. “On, welr, it uvj keeks one's ears oit:n at tea tatties ok pin\er», dm: oitti.n hears some siua 
thing said tuat one can use!" 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(Extracted tkoji tue Diary of Tory, M.F.) 

House of Commons, Monday, April 
15.— Prince Arthur, rising to resume 
debato on introduction oi Homo Itulo 
Bill, met with reception testifying 
afresh to the influence of a charming 
personality. Tho Opposition, grateful 
for much needed aid to tkeir Front 
Bench, cheered enthusiastically. Gene¬ 
rous response from Ministerial Benches 
hailed a focman worthy the steel of 
their own chief. 

Speech on tho whole disappointing. 
Partly perhaps in consequcnco of high 
pitch of expectation, chiefly because 
Prince Arthur found himself in false 
position. Everyone knows and feels 
that this three days’ debate on First 
Beading of the Bill is sheer waste of 
time. For all practical purposes Mem¬ 
bers might just as well, for the sake of 
their health oven belter, go out on 
Terrace and play at leapfrog. 

The whole business based on funda¬ 
mental absurdity of discussing a meas¬ 
ure that ^Members have not yet had 
opportunity of studying. In other 


days this condition was acknowledged! 
by custom of deferring debato till the 
Second Beading, when tho Bill was in 
everybody's hands and full oppor¬ 
tunity given for mastering its clauses. 
Nothing said last Thursday, nothing 
said to-night, or within possibility of 
being said to-morrow, can alter the 
situation to extent of infinitesimal iota. 
At momont Prince Arthur was talking 
round it tho Bill was being finally 
drafted and sealed up, ready to be sent 
to tho printers in timo for circulation 
on Wednesday morning. 

Meanwhile a speech was expected 
of him. Yielding to call of duty he 
sharply commented on Premier's 
description of tho measure, devoting 
considerable portion of attack to ridi¬ 
culing a scheme of federation to which, 
whatever elso the Bill may bo found 
to contain, thoro will not bo found 
within its four corners (ineluding tho 
proamblo) tho remotest reference. 

If, and since, there must be full debate 
on Homo Rule Bill, Prince Arthur, 
avoiding details that will properly bo 
dealt with in Committee, when real 
fight will commence and concludo, 


might bavo inspired an Opposition 
depressed by certainty of ultimate 
defeat had ho delivered a rousing speech 
on broad principle of self-government 
applied to Ireland, denouncing tho 
policy as harmful to that country, fatal 
to unity of the Empire. 

Nothing new in that. He has been 
saying it at seasonable times during 
tho last twenty-six years. Merely sug¬ 
gested as preferable alternative to dis¬ 
cussion of dotails of a Bill not yet 
in print. Incidentally it would havo 
saved him from embarrassment of 
trying to remember tho precise number 
of Irish representatives proposed to be 
retained at Westminster, a liguro that, 
with increasing hesitation, he suc¬ 
cessively named as forty-two, thirty- 
four anil forty. 

It was because Cousin Hugh, more 
accurately gauging the situation, dealt 
with it in another fashion that his 
speech was more effective. Avoid¬ 
ing, or but lightly touching upon, 
assumed details of the Bill, he dealt 
directly with its main and mighty 
purpose-tho transference’to Iceland 
of control of purely national affair* 
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On tho project he poured a lava-like 
stream of contumely and scorn, vigor¬ 
ously hitting out right and left at its 
supporters, whether seated on Treasury 
Bench or massed behind him on 
Benches below Gangway. 

Speech, not too long, glittered with 
sharp points of argument and some 
now things by way of illustration, lie 
delighted both sides by sketch of Cmnr 
Secretary soliciting atidicnco fiom 
Emperor of Austria with object of 
learning how Nationalist autonomy 
worked in his dual dominion. .1 ‘icluml 
8t. Augustine representing House of 
Commons suffering greatly by conges¬ 
tion of business under present system 
and prepared to run risk of adopting 
Austro-Hungarian Parliamentary plan. 
Vision of riotous scenes of common 
occurrence in Vienna Parliament rose 

before cyos of Members, - - 

who laughed immoder¬ 
ately. 

“ 1 am very much 
afraid," continued 
Cousin Hugh, lying 
himself together by in¬ 
genious inamcnvio of 
catching his loft elbow 
in right hand stretched 
across bis buck, “that 
tho voncrablo monarch 
would ring tho hell ami 
have tho lunatic taken 
i away.” 

business done.— 

Second night's debate on 
introduction of Home 
Hulo Bill. 

Tuesday .—House met > 
with feeling of weariness I L'uVvip/,' 

in prospect of another 

night wasted m spinning 1 - - 
words. Depression lightened by cer¬ 
tainty that before adjournment dhision 
would be taken and first reading of 
Home Buie Bill carried. Thereafter 
business might commence. Suddenly, 
unexpectedly, an unseen Hand brushed 
away ordered preparation. IIouso found 
its emotion stirred to profoundest 
depth. 

Asked if he had further nows in con¬ 
nection with wreck of Titanic,Yn emier 
read dispatch received by Board of 
Trade from White Star Company. 
Tho great ship had foundered. Of 
passengers saved there wore some¬ 
thing little more than one in three, 
nearly all women and children. On this 
last note Premier in tremulous tones 
added a few slowly-spoken sentences. 
The loss of life was stupendous, appal¬ 
ling, irrevocable. At least the nation 
in its sorrow might be comfprted by 
knowledge that the best traditions of 
the sea had been maintained in willing 
facrinco made to give first chance of 


safety to those least able to help them- 


Thus was the dreadful news of wreck 
of biggest ship in the world, with popu¬ 
lation of a hamlet on board, officially 
confirmed. 

Brief sentences accompanied by low 
murmur of sympathy. Touching to 
soo bands furtively raised and heads 
gravely uncovered. This a Parliamen¬ 
tary custom exclusively reservod for 
occasions when a personal message 
from the Sovereign is brought in and 
read from the Clmir. Members felt 
they were in presenco of a Monarch 
mightier than any seated on earthly 
throne. 

“Tho Angel of Death is abroad in 
I ho laud. You may almost hear the 
heating of his wings." 

Before midnight, Homo Buie Bill read 



“ Vinir.N s qi'kkk r.vTii.K. When yiw’iis ’ai> as siren 

A i WOT l‘\B ’All VOU’j.l, IT Ml •JIIKIIK AIN’T ONE .HTSIUOf. 


handed a folded sheet of foolscap into 
custody of the Clerk. 

Like debate, on First Beading this 
also an artificial contrivance. Docu¬ 
ment simply blank sheet of paper 
known in Parliamentary parlance as a 
“dummy.” 

business done .—Ilome Buie Bill 
brought in. According to Journal of 
House, “ read a first time.” Another 
little joke-— there being nothing to read. 

THE VAGABOND. 

The wind is in tho wood, 

Tho sap bath stirred 
Bluo flowers in multitude, 

And song of bird; 

And, though hor day hath boon, 
Last summer’s forn 
Is red among tho green, 

—.. For to discern! 

Wliftt scribo am I, I 
say, 1 

To mope within, 
Whcnas tho common’s 

With yellow whin, 
When sun and shower 
i and sod 

| In ancient plan 
j Do praise the horned 
j god 

j Aicatlian? 

For I must bo astir 
With scrip and si all', 
To hear tho woodpecker 
I In April laugh, 
j()r go with jest and 
| rliymo 

u 'ad as siren | A-journoying 
r one .i rsiMM: jjy Tattiis’ sido from 
- Prime 


a first tiino by majority of 94 in IIouso Till Nonos doth ring! 
of six hundred and twenty-six Members. , , , , , 

Not quite so big as was expected; but lusty poplars bond 

’twill serve. The patli ts roe; 

Long-drawn-out performance closed * , trew 1<! 1 a Lletu 

amid scene of excitement. lor company, 

“Who is prepared to bring in tho Tlion rest and drink a glass 
Bill?" the Si'F.AKKn inquired, when if they shmfld brow 

roar of cheers and counter-cheers fol- ^ H,. a _ 1 Hragon as 

lowing upon announcement of figures u8Ctl t0 llo! 

subsided. ■ . 

From Opposition Benches came jnbi- “Tho aviatrix made an excellent, landing, 
lant cry of “ REDMOND I BedMOND I " Him states tliat her trip was splendid ill Spite of 
Ignoring the gibe tho Premier read thedpg."— 
list of names on bock of Bill and set We always say, “Down, Fido. before 
forth on indispensable march to Bar starting a flight. 

literally to “ bring in the Bill." As ho - 

turned and advanced towards the Table • Tlie Chucker-Out. 

the Irish Nationalists leapt to their ‘‘At tho Notts Quarter Sessions, an appeal 

“a fin:sssssrsat-s 

Ministerialists above and below Gang- g, flnn j that the tenant had resorted to the long 
way opposite joined in demonstration; pall system was dismissed." 

Unionists, remaining seated, grimly , Yorkshire Tdegmfl. 

laughed. The Premier, impassive, He must try the long push system next 
Continued his passage to the Table; time. - 










April 24, 1912.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


T p. y the Countess of Skene ami Skye, on a suspicion that Mr. Vachell Wongs to 

AT THE PLAY. private mission connected with a that delightful class (rare and refresh- 

" Jelp’s,” personal loan. By 11.15 all these ing as the visits of angels) which has 

I have often thought that the characters (to say nothing of the head never grown up. And certainly if Lady 
animals at a Zoo or the fish at an clerk and the chief correspondence Fendin's dithyrambics on the theme 
aquarium are better placed than we are elerk and the porter—the last, as you of Palliscr's prowess in the chase and 
for seeing strange creatures on the may guess, a very heavily-worked; on the polo-field were to be taken 
other side of the cage bare or the menial) had been succinctly delineated, seriously, the author of them betrayed 
tank's glass facade, but I never felt and the sclimno for Act II. mapped an attitude of uneonquerablo youth, 

this so strongly as when I was privi- out; and nobody need laugh any moro [And Pnlliscr's snobbery, too, was 

leged the other night to sea for tho first when bankors boast of the exacting j curiously elementary. Docs a grown- 
time the clientele of a, bank (Jelf’s by nature of thoir business. j up banker over really tell another 

name) from the cashiers’ point of After all this dramatic compression i grown-up hanker who happens lobe 
view. I also got fresh views as to the of timo and space, how Mr. Vachell his rival in love that lie (tho speaker) 
disposition of a bank’s interior. In must have sighed for the lavgo freedom [has a better claim to tho lady's hand 
real hank lifo, beyond tho cashiers' of tho printed pago! j for the reason that ho can provide her 

counter (with its bars to keep you off I will not dwell on the plot, which;with a superior social environment ? 
the cash) I had always noticed .rows of worked up to a happy climax where 1 But when all these little cavillings 
other counters,unprotected, wlicro other sacrificial virtue was rewarded—if it's are worked off, it remains to say that 


clerks noisily flapped 
tho leaves of lodgers, 
containing the (lousier 
of your private life, 
,but weren't allowed to 
handle money. But in 
u stago hank it seems 
that immediately be¬ 
hind tho cashiers' 
counter is the place 
whore the partners’ 
sanctuary comes, and 
you get at it through 
swing-doors that let out 
a draught straight on 
to the cashiers’ backs. 
Of course it is a great 
convenience for tho 
Head of tho House to 
ho able to bnrst through 
Ins swing-doors and I«j 
at once within arm’s 
length of his depositors 
during a run on tho 




I'Sw 






length of his depositors „ 1UsK,N,i ‘' lEri " JW -. l,AVK ™ VNM ’im-mnvr vm. . os- f j, heavt 

. .. * HiiKvmi, nusiNr.n. (Why wkiikst iiik. sEuvAxrs .v-keh to nr. i'io>K'a’) 

l b ! 1 v. a H ° t l0 Krom left to right: Jxmn Mime, oj Mli* r's Rank- (Mr. Kr.n:nTi.r.v); Aden ''l? 11 interpreted 
bank, but for llie, who U’i onion-, Hmd cirri- ofj.-lf’s (Mr..!r i.ks Shaw) ; lliilionl .iff (Mr. m; M.mt.ikiO : Aliss ROSALIE To 
had never seen a sane- Lodi/ Skene and Ski/n (Miss Vaxi: Vkathkrstds) ; Lwhj yeneii,/ Mull ;Miwi Ho-.m.ii: The Palliscr of 


Jell's is a very fresh 
and pleasant play, full 
of quiet humour. And 
it was excellently acted. 
The angularity of 
Richard suited Mr. du 
Maurikr, and so did 
his way of doing noble 
things without insisting i 
on their nobility; but 
a drier and less emo¬ 
tional part would have 
suited him still better. 
The character of Lady 
Fenellu, a woman 
apparently of serious 
nature, who yet ad¬ 
mitted an insatiable 
desire for pretty 
“ things,” and con- 
fet s *d to the part they 
played in her affairs 
of the heart, was vory 
well interpreted by 
Miss Rosalie Toller. 
Tho Palliscr of Mr. 


tum SO situated, tho Tiller) ; Sir Joivdluui Dunne, Clcftcutitn, oj tho Anudipiunited Ansociofloo of Rooker w QyRlL KeioHTLEY was 
little stage realism of A, ' F,lEn Bmiov). qne of those good-look- 

those vistas rather spoilt tho air of really a reward to be accepted by a,ing, clean-limbed villains who with 
reality. . ; girl for your virtue, when she loves J a little more money of their own 

There was a like congestion of tilings someone else for his polo. But I want j might easily have been heroes. Mr. 
in the crowded hour or so before 11.15. to say a word about the Harrovianj Alfred Bishou was happy in the un- 
on the morning presented in the first hero. j forced humour of his heavy-father part 

Act. Within the limits of this brief j No one will snspoct Mr. Vachell of as Sir Jonathan Dunne, and Mr. Harry 
period, in addition to the usual] wishing to underrate Harrow of all Cane imparted a delightful quality to 
stream of clerks, plain or confidential, j schools; yet ho paid it rather a poor the methods of his bank-povtor—a 
there were introduced, singly and compliment when lie made Richard type that I have hitherto suspected of 
severally, into Richard Jelf’s pri-! Jelf (its alumnus) so little a man of ■ lining rather colourloss. All the other i 
vate room at tho bank the following j the world. If, during a course of, parts fell nicely into their places in a 
characters :—(J) his old friend, the] ranching in California, ho could pre- very agreeable mosaic. 

Hon, Archibald Mull, light-hearted servo the brave traditions of school-boy The rehearsal of the interview bo- 
hero, on his way to Ascot ; (2) his honour learnt on “ the Hill," might he tween Archie Mull (Mr. RESiiEL)and. 
old friend, Mr. James Palliscr, seductive not also have remembered how to put his potential fathor-iu-law (under- 
villain, on his way to Ascot; (3) his late on his clothes? And might not this studied by Mr. du Mauuier) was ad- 
uncle’s friend, Sir Jonathan Dunne Old Harrovian have retained some mirable fooling; and the final curtain 
(Chairman of the Amalgamated Associ- dim impression of the right way of j fell upon a charming variation on the 
ation of Bankers), on a mission of kissing a sehoolfollow’s sister, even if! usual finish. "Aren’t you going to kiss 
homely commercial advice; (4) his he had only heard of the process by|me?" says Fenella. “i was tjoiiuj to," 
fianede, tho Lady Fenella Mull, on her report. j says Richard, with a mock-angry st&ip 

way to Ascot; (5) his fianede’s mother, I have had breathed into my ear tho! of his foot for tho italics. 0.8. 





THE COLONEL. 

fThe origin of “ Bogis" appears to be shronded 
in mystery; the following verses are an attempt 
to solve tho problem by one who believes that 
he met the prototype in the flesh.J ' 

IIe had recently come from the tropics, 
From a land of shikaris and Sikhs, 
But instead of the usual topics 
He dilated on mashies and cleoks; 
Red-visaged and spare, you'll depict 
him, 

A warrior pensioned and l ame, 

I Brogue-shod and he knickered—a 
• victim 

Of the “ roval and untient game.” 

No bunker would cause him a flutter, 
His approaches were rhythmic and 
clean, 

But he wasn’t so sure with his putter 
And he always took two on the green; 
Though ho lacked the resource of a 
Sayers, 

Though his toe-shots were straighter 
than long, 

Tho doyen of average players, 

He couldn’t do anything wrong. 

Now it may have been owing to magic 
Or a touch of an Indian sun, 

But a game becomes terribly tragic 
When you know where tho globule 
| will run, 

I When you know that uo fluke can 
i diminish, 

I No foozle can ever inflate, 

A score that adds up at tho finish 
Precisely to seventy-eight. 

And Hu's habit of cailem tempt ), 

This freedom from stymie or swerve, 
Is apt to react on the temper 
On an elderly gentloman's nerve, 

And he grew so excessively borosomo 
Concerning his curious play 
That we never suggested a foursome 
Till the Colonel was out of the way. 

But a truco to his fads and his failings, 
Lot his idiosyncrasies be, 

For he lies t'other side of the palings 
Which run by the seventeenth toe, 

In a churchyard where visions oE 
gladness, 

Those dreams of confetti and rice, 
Are dimmed by a shadow of sadness— 
(You drop and count two if you slice). 

And oft in tho hush of the gloaming, 
When the greens are denuded of 
flags, 

When the caddies are wearily homing 
And the lockers are crowded with 
bags, 

There's a sound as of somebody driving, 
Of a weird and unnatural “ Fore,” 
’Tis the wraith of a Colonel that's 
, 1 striving 

To put Up a different score. 


TOSH ABOUT TITLES. 

' [“It is net generally known how Kipling 
chose such a happy title as 'The Light that 
Failed’ for the book that helped to make Mai 
famous. He had almost decided to call the 
novel ‘The Failure,’ although he was some¬ 
what dissatisfied with this rather prosaic title, 
One evening ns he was sitting in, lea study 
reading by lamplight the light went suddenly 
down, almost failed in fact. In a second 
Kipling jumped up and exclaimed, * By Jove I 
I 'vo got it.'- Pointing to the lamp ho said, 
‘The Light that Failed.' The Taller.] . 

r It is a curious fact that the felicitous 
title, “Get on or .Get out,’’chosen by 
Mr. Petek Keary for his soul-shaking 
work, came to him by accident. As a 
matter of fact he had .practically de¬ 
cided to call it" The Hustler’s Bunyan,” 
though ho was not altogether.satisfied 
with the name. But one day, as he 
was walking in Putney Iliglj Street, lie 
overheard a ’bus-condilctor remark to 
a vacillating passenger, “ If you don’t 
get on, you’d better get out.’ “(idly 1 ” 
remarked the famous litterateur in a 
spasm of uncontrollable enthusiasm, 

“ I ’vo got it,” and lie handed the ’bus- 
conductor a live-pound note for solving 
the problem which lmd so long per¬ 
plexed his massive and raegalithic brain. 

Roukut Brow king, it may interest 
our readers to hoar, was within an ace of 
calling one of his most famous poems 
by the banal and unconvincing title of 
“ An Italian Romance." In fact he 
was just sending off the linnl revision 
of his proofs to tho printer, when a 
motor-car —a very early ami explosive 
type—passed down the street, ejaculat¬ 
ing at intervals, " Pip, Pip." “ Groat 
Cicsar's Ghost!” exclaimed the de¬ 
lighted poet, “ the very tiling I wanted 
and in a voice trembling with emotion 
lie remarked, “ Pippa Passes.” 

Mr. Henry James is another case of 
an author saved by mere chance from 
appending an unimpressive designation 
to a masterpiece. Homo years ago he 
was about to bring out a volume ot 
short stories over which ho had spent 
more than an ordinary amount ot the 
Hum labor, and had resolved, not 
without serious misgivings, to christen 
the volume " Convolutions." But as he 
was strolling one ovoning on tho boacli 
at ltye he heard a lady say to her 
little boy and girl, " Come here, you two 
mad clucks!" “ Hakes alive! ” shouted 
tho illustrious novelist, “ you Ve given 
me--unconsciously — the title which 
beautifully expresses the inner moaning 
of my book." Half-nn-hour later Mr. 
James had dispatched a telegram to 
his publishers containing the words 
“ The Two Magics,” 

Coleridge, as Mr. Snorter has con¬ 
siderately reminded us in one of his 
masterly paragraphs, originally in¬ 
tended to call his most famous poem 


"The Assassination of the Albatross.” 
Wordsworth tried in vain to induce 
him to reconsider the title, bub 
Coleridge was as adamant. At lost 
he was converted by Lamb, who, ihthe 
course of a visit to Highgate, tried to 
divert the philosopher-poet, then suffer¬ 
ing from a seVere attack oLmumpa, by 
asking him riddles and conundrums. 
One of these was suggested by the 
faot that the roof of Coleridge's 
sUmmer-houSe had been freshly tarred, 
and was as follows:—-“.What is the 
difference between Sir Francis Drake 
and the substance on the roof of your 
gazebo?” Coleridge professed to 
be unable to give the answer, so 
Lamb supplied it: “The one is a new 
tar and tho other an ancient mariner." 

“ Trismegistus! . Abracadabra 1 K6y{ 
fyitraf! ” -ululated the philosopher in 
tones of rapture. “You’ve got it in 
one 1" ■ _ 

- k. 

“PALL MALL” PALAVERS. 

Till Norfolk Howard. 

Welsh Disestablishment—at the 
\ Guards’ Club. 

Bertie. Ullo, ole sport! Give it a 
name.' ■ 

Doddles. Well, I don’t mind if I do 
have a Guinness and Creme de Mentlio 
—arf-an’-avf. 

Bertie. I say, you ole blighter, have 
you seen what they’re saying about 
Welsh Disestablishment? 

Doddles. No ; why should I ? 

Bertie. ’Pon mo soul, you Vo u fair 
treat! 

Doddles. Well, T s'pose they're 
goin’ to disestablish welshers--jolly 
good thing too for tho Turf. 

Bertie. Me dear chap, you ain’t 
got the hang ot tho thing at all. Yo 
see it’s this way: they want to dis¬ 
establish the Church in Wales. 

Doddles. Well, why shouldn’t they? 
What’s Wales good*for anyway but 
football and rabbits? 

Bertie. Oh, come, dow, that's 
pitchin' it a bit strong! Y’sec, if we 
disestablish tho Church, all the Non¬ 
conformist bounders will be simply 
kangarcoing all over the shop. 

Doddles. B’Jove, so they will. I ’d 
never thought of that. Yon 're a reg'lar 
devil of a chap to think. 

Bertie. All the same, couldn’t we 
simply chuck the whole bally country 
—cut the painter, doutcherknow—eh,j 
what? 

Bertie. Oh no, no, that'd never do. 
Ireland's separated from us by the sea, 
y’ know, and that makes it different. 
But Wales is joined on to England- 

Doddi.es. Gorblimey, so It isl I'd 
never thought of that before. You 
arc a clever chap, Bertie. 



(LI 



fMWci'ii (ci iicu'lij-MmU niiiiL'ij ij'iillcMtu trh.i in ehUimj llte rillaije *'W). “Xow <'.\\’ any or von dots mi. -Mr. witir nothing In! 
Small r<nV« [ijtcr lwjsilairr). •• Please, ivi\, mot you ci v jic »tb 'ui.mx' ye it ’uit-n abmi iiihy." 


Bertie. Besides, Wales has some 
jolly good points. 

Donnun. I thought it was all bally 
coal-mines. 

Bertie. Have you over been there ? 

Doodles. Never further than the 
Welsh Harp. 

Bertie. Well, I have, and T can tell 
you I’ve s’alkeJ some of the lincst 
salmon in Wales that you’ve ever seen. 

Doddles. But what tho blanky 
buttercups have salmon got to do with 
dish-tablecloth — I mean (hits) disli- 
stablisluneut ? 

Bebtie. Wy, simply this, nt’ dear 
ole chap, that if wo onco disestablish 
the Church tho Nonconformists will 
make poachin’ legal! 

Coddles. Wow, wow, T never 
thought of that! What an oflle, offle 
idea! 

Bkutie. Well, have I eonveited you? 

Doddles. Swelp me, but you have. 

Bebtie. Good ! then have another 
Guinness and Cr&me de Menthe. 

Doddles. Yes, just to steady my 
nerves. I’m all shaken up. No, on 
socond thoughts 111 have a champaguo 
and old brandy. (TFecjis.) 


Spring! Fashions for 1019. 

"Blanche drooped |i«r lips over her smooth, 
dark grey eyesd’-ito/fy Jleeanl. 


■WE A1111 THE PEOPLE.” 

| At Hid inmi I'nnfi'ivi i'c of tin! National 
Union of Tiwiim a ‘.iriikir fiom Dotty is 
iv|ioitod Ui have said: “It is the 0 a lord or 
(tunluiiloe (haul, and not trains, that now 
i|tia!ily for the highest set vine in the eotmtry. 
These are the moil « ho have modelled, or rat her 
inuitdhsl, our education. They have shown hy 
their natural iucajurity I hat there is nothing 
in the claims they inake."J 

Fellow-teaciiebs, raise your banner! 

Wherefore ape the timid lamb ? 

We no longer care a tanner 
For the Oxford-Camhridgo sham! 
Jiang the pedagogic vices 
And llie ignorance of Isis! 

Ilang the supercilious manner 
And tho priglcts of the Cam. 

Who aro these that wo kowtow to 
As tho salt of all tho earth ? 

Let us start forgetting how to 
Cringe to money, blood and ba th! 
What are wranglers ? what are greats- 
men ? 

Aro they heaven-appointed statesmen ? 
It is brains alone we’ll how to 
As the only thing of worth. 

Brains! And whore do people hide 
them ? 

Oxford quods and Cambridge courts 
Only seem to keep inside thorn 
Fools in flannels and in shorts. 


Vain the years they spend at college 
Win u the only kind of knowledge 
That tho varsities provido them 
Is the loro ot swank and sports. 

lxt us bid the prigs defiance 1 
Of their muddling we aro sick. 
Brains adorn the great alliance 
Where we are ourselves the pick - - 
We ourselves who have meandered 
Through the sixth or seventh standard 
To the London lutor-Scieneo 
Or the glories of Matric. 

We have studied education, 

We ate able to explain 
All the ratiocination 
in the childish miml wc train; 

Wc have spent our mental forces 
On laborious training courses, 

And researches on dictation 
And its action on the brain. 

Wo ourselves possess the pick of 
All the hall-marks Culture heeds, 

Wo arc moving in the thick of 
Hoods of London, Brum and Leeds— 
Hoods that make tho Cambridge silk 
pale 

As tho liquid in the milk-pail, 

While the Oxford blushes, sick of 
All its manifold misdoeds. 

SSSS SSS sssss = ♦ 

“Stable Akuoi'i.vskn-."— .Vorni*<jPoslf 
Why not “Pegasi”? Much more 
catchy. 
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vuncii, cm tiie London charivari. 

THE DANDELION. 


When I came upon Sir. Macoy this morning ho was in 
his favourite attitude. That is to say, he was bent double, 
and ho was caning viciously with a"short curved blado at 
tlio grass. Mr. Macoy does me tho honour to help in tho 
work of the garden, lie is made, .1 think, out of an 
old oak-log. llis rough weather-beaten face lias all tho 
honesty and much of the consistency of such a piece of 
timber, and his whole figure is wooden, if 1 may employ 
the term without any implication of disrespect. The 
greater part of his life he devotes to I ho garden, Iml in his 
off moments ho repairs hoots and shoes with admirable 
skill and celority. Giro Mr. Macoy a pair of wrecks which 
wero onco shoes, and a day or two afterwards he will hand 
thorn back restored to all their former soundness. 1 do 
not doubt that, if bis leisure sufficed, lie could produce you 
a new pair, his own manufacture, soles, heels and uppers 
complete, Ho is, therefore, a snob in its best sense, that 
is, a working shoemaker, and for a family of shoe-deslroyiug 
children lie is quite invaluable, lie lias bis recognised 
dignity, too. Other gardeners may be Bob or Harry, but 
bo is always addressed and referred to as Mr. Macey. 

This morning, as 1 say, he was working on the lawn, 
and was carving beneath the surface of the turf at the 
imboddod roots of dandelions, his hereditary enemies. This 
year there is a tremendous crop of these gilded usurpers. 
They have made the green of the lawn one yellow, and 
from every square foot of it at least one of them flaunts his 
banner and shouts defiance at you. The plantain, which 
is also abhorred by Mr. Macey, has, at any rate, a certain 
natural modesty. It lays itself out as llal as a perfectly 
dotrimontal woetl can well be laid, and, if it docs not miti¬ 
gate your murderous designs, at least it docs not. irrilato 
them by superfluous ostentation. But tho vulgar dandelion 
has no scruples of any kind. Like a tall bully it lifts its 
head and ruins your fair expanse of lawn. This year it is 
more numerous than ever before. Mr. Macey speaks darkly 
of last yoar's drought as the cause of this unexampled 
increase. 

“ Nice little lot of dandelions, Mr. Macey," said I. 

11 Ah, Sir, they be that," said Mr. Macey. 11 It’s a turblc 
sight to see ’em like this on a gentleman's lawn. I cuts ’em 
out all I can, but they'll como up again, never fear. 
If I was to uproot ’em they’d lake me from now to 
kingdom-come, they 're so deep-rooted and all; but 1 stops 
their seed anyhow." 

“It’ll take you a long timo even to cut I hem out like 
that, won’t it ?" 

“That it will. It 'll he a mortal long job, and when I've 
done it it’ll ho to do over again. But I don’t believe 
Oliver Cromwell, no, nor BoNmiav, could ’a’ settled 
a lot of dandelions.” 

Oliver Cromwell and Box.U'Airn; are Mr. Macoy 's 
favourite heroes and world-forcos. I have never dared to 
question him about thorn, but I suspect lie believes them 
to be still in existence. What they cannot do c\cn Mr. 
Macey himself hardly aspires to accomplish. 

I left Mr. Macoy to bis task and strolled into the house. 
It had occurred to mo that I lie ferocious and recurrent 
dandelion might form a fit subject for verso. Tlio former 
groonnoss and smoothness ol the lawn might bo described, 
and thou would follow tho hateful contrast of its present 
garishness under the sway of the yellow intrusion. Mr. 
Macoy would be the hostile spirit of the grass, incessantly 
warring but constantly baffled by the hideous vitality of 
tho foe. The night would descend on his labours and the 
dawn would still find him plying the knife and tumbling 
the heads of bis victims into the baskot. Dandelion seemed, 
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at first sight and without close investigation, to ba a 
promising word for rhymes. I rushed to my desk and 
went at it, 

lily lawn, upon thy smooth extent 
In sobor joy I eamo and went, 

Shedding at every paco a care, 

And folt thee soft and found tlico fair, 

The fairest that was over seen, 

And brightly, beautifully green 1 
That would do for a beginning. Tho fifth line was 
weakish, but it could bo altered. Now for dandelion, which 
must, of course, be the koy-word:— 

J hardly think the poets Bion 
A nd Mosaics knew the dandelion. 

Something of that kind might bo worked in. Or, again, in 
tlio plural: - 

Not one of all tho many Dions 
H ad over heard of dandelions. 

But this might involve a description of at least two or 
throe Dions--Dion of Syracuse and Dion Caksies, for 
example.—and would lead one too far afield. What else 
was there’. 1 

Hear me with all niv strength cry Fie on 
That gaudy sham the dandelion. 

That was a little nearer to reality. Then there was 
Zion:. 

'Waft me, who lout lie the dandelion, 

Swift to tho verdant lawns of Zion. 

Ye-es. No. Too irreverent. 

Cry on, Guy on, Fly on, Shy on, Tie on, Try on. 
Ridiculous! What verse-writer could dare to drag in such 
rhymes as these one after another ? 

1 ga\o it up. Tho dandelion, it seems, is infamous in 
horticulture and perfectly useless for poetry. Not even 
Oliver Ckomueli,, no, nor Bonicautv, could manage to 
vorsify properly about it. 


THH ROAD. 

“ Now where are ye goin’,” ses I, “ wid the shawl 
An’ cotton umbrella an’ basket an’ all? 

Would ye not wait for McMullen’s machine, 

Wid that iligant. instep befittin’ a queen? 

Oh you wid the wind-soft grey eye wid a wile in it, 

You wid the lip wid the troublesome smile in it, 

Sure, the road s wot, ivory rain-muddied mile in it 
"Ah, the Saints’ll he havin' vie petticoats clean !’’ 

“ But,” ses 1, “ would yo liko it to meet Clancy's hull, 

Or the links poachin' rabbits above Slicve-na-coul ? 

An’ the ford at Kiltnaddy is big wid the snows, 

An’ the whisht Littlo Pooplo that wear tho green eloso, 
They \l run from tho hog to he makin' a catch o 'yo, 

The king o' them's wishful o' weddiri' tho match o’ ye, 
'Twould bo long, it they did, ere yo lifted tho latch 
o’ ye-” 

“ What fairy’s to Pitch her that sings as she goes! ” 

“Ah, whoro are ye goin’,” ses I, “ wid tlio shawl, 

An’ the grey eyes a-droamin’ beneath it an’ all? 

The road by the mountain's a long one, depend . 

Ye ’ll ho done for, alannah, oro roachin’ the ond; 

Ye 'll he hate wid the wind on each back-breakin' hit on it, 
Wet wid the puddles and lamed wid the grit on it,— 
Since lonesome ye 'ro layin’ yer dolicut fit on it?— " 

“ Sure whin's a road bnesomc that’s stcypcdxvid a friend 
That's stepped wid a friend? 

Who did Bridgy intend ? 

Still 'twas mo that went wid her right on to the end I 
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OUR SNOBS. 

Jiff jMdtjxhip. ‘‘Isn't th\t mv carheseu's nAranrER, Ch.i>!" 

Cilci. “Yes, yki; iahvmmi' ; qi'itb a mistake, Tomiixc. mv ’at to Y.e. IViiv, sm.'s a* rour, as I r.i:.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In Defence of America (Swift), a volume further described 
as being “ for the enlightenment of John Bull,” is the work 
of the Baiion von Tauiie. He has raked together and 
arrayed in the fore-front of his book thirty charges which 
lie imagines Englishmen to bo in the habit of making 
against Americans. Wo aro supposod to deride and abuse 
the machinery, the business capacity, the education, the 
politics, the public servants, the statesmen, the morality, 
the manners, the women and children, the digestions, the 
humour, the language, the patriotism and the hospitality 
of our cousins. All these charges the Bauon sots out and 
solemnly discussos. If I had the honour to lie au American 
I should resent both the Bakon’s method, which is that of 
confession and avoidanco, and his manner, which is that of 
a heavy and patronising father. Even though I am a 
Briton I may be permitted to remark that theso “ indict¬ 
ments”. aro a mere hash-up of the inane stupidities 
occasionally flung about by the few who desire to be 
accounted witty and who aro, as a matter of faot, offensive. 
Some of theso superior persons aro English, some 
German, and the American specimens of the tribe are by 
no means backward with their retaliations. No sensiblo 
man troubles his head about suoli things. But where 
in the wide world did the Baron find the Englishman 


who donied American hospitality or failed to admire 
American women ? I take the two most glaring examples 
of his woodon-headodnoss and judgo him by them. I 
ought to add that his publishers announce on the paper 
cover of his book that “the text is illuminated by a 
number of more or less humorous anecdotes and dia¬ 
logues.” I applaud the candour of theso gentlemen. 

The Bishop of Bedford was tho most notorious gourmet 
in Europe. It was unfortunate, then, that the day on 
which ho proposed to visit his cousin Molyneux in St. John’s 
Wood w as tho very one which tho cook chose for loaving 
without notice. Bra, tho protty parlour-maid, though she 
know a little cooking, was not to be trusted with a dinner 
for a bishop. The only way out of the difficulty was for 
Mrs. Molyneux to spond the evening in tho kitchen, and for 
Mr. Molyneux to make excuses for his wife's absence. 
Unfortunately, the oxenses were given with such an air of 
guilt, and were so obviously untruthful, that the Bishop 
began to suspect. Thoro was nothing half-hearted about 
his suspicions; he communicatod to Scotland Yard his 
.fears that Molyneux (in reality the most modest little 
man) had murdered his wife in order to pursue undis¬ 
turbed his intrigue with the pretty parlourmaid. From 
these promises Mr. Stores Cuouston has constructed on 1 
ingenious and diverting farce, Ris First Offence (Mitts and 
Boon)— a satire, for the most part, upon modern press 
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methods of conducting murder cases. The getting of constrained, after he fiSd fried to adopt one and bad hope- 
Mobjncux in disguiso upon the sceno of the crime through- lossly quarrelled with him, to enter into the bonds of unholy 
out the investigations is the happiest idea of the book. Ho matrimony, lie chose a wife, a girl whom he had never 
had written, under the name of “Felix Christie," a lurid seen before, exactly as he would have bought a mare for the 
de tective novel, and the newspaper in chargo of th3 case Homo Stud Farm, and then proceeded to bully her out of 
offered “ Felix Christie” an enormous fee to lake up his herlifo. But bo fore she left it the gods took her part, and 
residence in'the house and writo weekly articles about the wreaked on him a vengeance far more ingenious and subtle 
murder. So our hero in false whiskers returns home and than anything that I could liavo thought of. I only wanted 
writes about “ the fiend Molyncux." It was obviously the to smack his face and knock him down and tread on him. 
CfurrKX case which started Mr.Ci.orsroN on this adventure, The author knew a far, far better way than that. And she 
but, however sordid the source of inspiration, His First knows a good many things which are hidden from the 
Offence is both effective as satire and decidedly amusing as hearer's of some of the most distinguished literary names in 
a story. Who's Who; she knows, for example, exactly how people 

~7~ | talk and think; and I, for one, have greatly enjoyed read- 

Tho life of the heroine ol Mrs. Anrm n IlnxsiKiju's new j n .» her excellent novel. 


novel, published by Nash, was made up of two great and 
exhausting passions—one filial, tlio other conjugal; and 


The sccuo of Annabel and Others (Murbay) is laid in 


in cadi case she filled the title-role of the hook — Second “the sleepy old town” of Mieheuden, and Annabel is an 
Fiddle. For the bachelor uncle who had been a father to overfed pug. At onco 1 wish to congratulate Mr. 11. W. 
her “ fell on a dotage” and took an impossible person to Wiiioht-IIendeubon upon his graphic description of 


wife; ami the person - .Mich 

whom she herself —~ ~~ . . . "■ * — - did s 

married (for no reason I provi 

that could discover) ^ bccoi 

l datively negligible and soliei 

coniine ourselves to the wicki 

later one. Hero 1 find r/^1 raids 

that tho fundamental 

It was not simply that phila 

she took life seriously, v . f ' , 'Jgi is ea 

that she demanded too . __ r AW-' fr:, Al. with 

cxigcntly in others the <r J p r: * ? ' ' fat p 

same liigli ardour of ,y' / ~:.Z~ . > a sig 

sarffj&st! v w»«S t 

f ’ ,1 \ I.XATI.M S SllCATlOX OF A FAUSF.ll WHO 11AS TO J11IV VC 1115 FIKlJW ... 

liavo lounu coinpensa- ulKlt .\m,ihkh of those baituis dukinu the Wars of tiik Husks. sellis 

tions if she had possessed--—— --- ---book 








Mieheuden, a most splen¬ 
did spot for a rest-cure, 
provided that one did not 
become entangled in the 
meshes of trivial gossip. 
I lore wo seethe “society” 
of tho placo roadiug 
Shakspeake, chattering 
a,t garden-parties, flirt- 
ing mildly; the only 
salient character being a 
wicked lawyer whomado 
raids upon ono lady's 
heart and two other 
people's fortunes. A 
dismal failuro both as 
philanderer and tliief.it 
is easier to sympathise 
with him than with tho 
fat pug, and I breathed 
a sigh of roliof when the 
latter went off to London 
with lior incorrigibly 
selfish mistress. The 
book gives a perfect 


that gift which is the corrective of ail excessos, even ill [ picture of a very local town, but whether it is of groat 
virtue. “ If only slio could have laughed more,” thinks j interest is another matter. At any rate, it is entirely 


Anne Curtois— one of two characters in the hook of whom | devoid of offence, and nmy lie recommended to those who 
I wanted to hear more, and from whose regard for Elizabeth do not like their feelings to lie harrowed or are tired of 
I gathered, incidentally, that sho had lovable qualities if “ fearless " fiction. 

only you could get at them. In choosing for her leading - 

character a typo that can never make allowances or see Jack London's When God Laughs provides 

life with other people's eyes Mrs. Hrnnikkr has shown (/Yr Muxs and Boon) a lurid crow: 

courage; for it is one that is apt to bo as dull in fiction as in Murderers, burglars, suicides, 

fact. Tho author’s manner makes no pretence to subtlety, With settings fitting thereunto, 

but it is sincere; and if her story suffers from triviality 

of detail there comos a moment (as late, I admit, as page Dotted among tho rest are found 

26G) which will reward your patience with a note of fine Some lighter matters, as, e.g., 

wisdom. A boxing contest, round by round, 


I don’t know Valentina IIawthey’s other work, hut if 
it is all as good os Heritage (Constable) she ou-dit to get 
at least a Beta plus in the Honours School of Modern 
Fiction. Her chief character has inherited from his father 
a fine and large family place, an ungovernable temper and 
a profound contompt for women. ■ For the fine ami large 
family place he very much wantod an heir. But heirs, 
unfortunately for people of his views, do not grow on 
bushes, nor even under trees, like Easter eggs. So he was 


Dotted among the rest are found 
Home lighter matters, os, e.g., 

A boxing contest, round by round, 

And famine in a ship at sea. 

• 

It's clover work, without a doubt, 

But I, for one, can rub along 
With milder things, and do without 
Tales that are quite so beastly strong. 

Oar Word-Painters. * 

“An audible pang escaped from the Radical economists.” 

Daily Chrtnlde. 
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ruAQlVASlA ■ 11 soldiers ik A kennel " From Shanghai it is reported that a 

, CnAHIVAnlA. announces a paragraph in The Mail, now method of executing prisoners now 

Amebicans would do well to nolo that It looks as if somobody had forgotten prevails in the Province of Chekaing. 
the British way, when a Commission to let loose the dogs of war. instead of being beheaded, criminals 

of Enquiry is appointed, is to temper * are now first chloroformed and then 

justice with Mersey, The case of a labelled crab that shot. As a result of this improvement i 

*■' , walked ninety-eight miles is mentioned in local conditions, criminals are said J 

The Earl of Dpnbavkn has published in a report presented to tire Eastern to be flocking to the neighbourhood, 
a pamphlet entitled “The New Spirit Sea Fisheries Committee. It is thought 

in Ireland." Wo had always imagined that the poor creature, maddened by Fashion Note. — " Father," asked 
that its whiskey would brook no rivals, the chaff of its friends, travelled this the child, "what are ‘panniers’?" 

! distance in order to escape their feeble “ Things, my son,” tho parent answered, 

The story of Air. Li: Qrci’x's “Tho jests about the label. "that donkeys wear.” 

Invasion of 1910" is, we read, to bo ' 

reproduced by cinematograph, and with A woman arrested in Li ppa, Hungary, " ixoddek weld an mains” 

two endings one favourable for Great has confessed to the murder of four «>f ■ is (ho heading of a paragraph in The 
Biilain, and anotheroqually favourable her husbands. As a husband ourself '.rail Mall (lazetlc. With so many 
for Germany. Something surely might we may be permitted to express the American curiosity-hunters in the field 
be done to allay tho war feeling in both hope that this horrible hobby will not I wo arc g'ad to hear this statement. 

countrios if Britain-- -. __ 

Victorious were • . i.>. 

! shown in Germany, , , 1 MsjOL. i 4 t 'J {$£ jj "' ^IlE REBEL, 

and Germany Vic- • 4 ' '* jS • 1 Once upon a 

I totious iu Britain. aM '* Jr _'ver f >» itimo tlioro was a 




s 


to judge by the re W mi the #V« m7/ ettua). “D’yor know Kuk-, juu .-> hie au< 2- tlurow orange 

ports n 7/ifi Daily nKS , n;l . s0N ' xut0 -„ MM)KE llEU , Kncumi mm b wu’\b covk." pool on the pave- 

Mail, Buxton- --—-- - - — ment. ITo smoked 

would seem to have score l over her spread. We are all tho more noivous jin the tube lifts. On railway journeys in 

rivals. Buxton, it appears, has been os we are told that ladies are at last]England lie put heavy articles ou tho 

enjoying “climatic conditions,”-while showing signs of getting tired of Bridge, hat-iaek and his feet on the cushions, 

Cheltenham, Droitwich, Llandrindod 1 and got out before the train stopped; 

Wells, Malvern aud Matlock have Both Italy and Turkey, the Fiankfur • j while on railway journeys in France he 
merely had weather. lev Meitnmj states, have given presents always “penehe-A himself au dehors” 

* to the Palace of Poaco at tho Hague, j A et when he came to die he had jnst as 

Among the exhibits shown at tho Thoir presence there would have been nice a tombstone as anybody else. 
Nursing Exhibition at tho Hoiticultural even more acceptable. j „ 

Ilall is a perambulator which can he f • Commercial Acumen ; 

folded up. This is a capital idea. One great advantage of tho now ‘ n .. 1 . 1 ', 1 ^ Boal-Mimno. 

There is nothing a nurse dislikes so Campanilo at Venice being an exact t l»p only way 

much, when a baby has boon kidnapped replica of tho old one is, the proprietor titi.-s is to nuke « lit nidi 1 ■nouch for the 

during her flirtation with tho Guards- of anillustrated paper tells us, that one mim-is t« go <lo« nandfui the«ul t» i-clu ought 

Man, as to bo seen wheeling the empty can uso an old block instead of having t ". 1 ’ 1C . 11 ” l ml 1 f«f r I"'* «•its 

‘ ’ toImvet newone iiiiMb. 


perambulator home. 


to have a now one mode. 


A jackdaw, The Express tells us, The Chairman" of tho Cheshire , ! 

visits the British Museum daily to feast Education Coramilteo complains that J iiMoio.tJ'iit for the moving li,ue-V’ j 

on the eggs of tho pigeons that nest spelling is getting uncommonly had all ’ tMbtmr,>e 

over the portico; and the pigeons, we over the country. Oil the other hand, Those in the know tell us that the idea 
hear, are beginning to complain bitterly this may prove the spread of spelling of moving figures is really tho secret of ’ 
I of the supineness of the police. reform. the popularity of the kiuema. . 


T 
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BONES OF CONTENTION, 

No. II. 

“ If,” said my wife with tearful as¬ 
perity, “you wish to min the dog’s 
character and degrade his point of 
viow you aro going tlio right way to 
work.” 

“ My dear," I returned with charac- 
toristio moderation, “ I am adopting a 
method approved by reason and ex¬ 
perience. Nothing else will leach 
him.” 

“And it simply means that I have to 
take him straight up to the bath-room 
and wash his nose! ” 

“If your conscience imposes that 
obligation you aro doubtless right to 
perform it." I tried to speak without 
bitterness. 

My wife took the dog on her lap. 

“ Poor darling,” she said, “ you were 
bom to unhappiness, and I confirmed 
that destinywhen I christened you.” 

This was distinctly a hit at mo. The 
dog is four months old and slio called 
him Hymen, picturesquely enough, 
bocauso ho was born on our wedding 
day. I assumed my wounded expres¬ 
sion which, in days gone by, I have 
known to prove exceedingly effective. 

“ There is no reason,” I said, “ why 
Hymen should not be the happiest of 
dogs, but if, like the rest of the world, 
he resents a little wholesome discipline 
--or yon do for him—ho will naturally 
lieoomc discontented ” 

“ I don’t suppose,” returned my wife, 
meditatively addressing the dog, “ that 
you will over forget the boating ho gave 
you when you woke him up by barking 
at the milkman." ; 

Hymen looked up at her and de¬ 
liberately blinkod a tear fsoni one of his 
large yellow eyes oh to his nose. I 
have always deeply resented in him a 
tendency to work tlio “poor dumb 
animal” turn at inappropriate moments. 

“ If it is your desire that an innocent 
milkman should be attacked,” I began 
with some bitterness. 

My wife extonded her thumb and 
forefinger and hold up IT) men by tlio 
scruff of his nock. “ Attacked!" she 
sniffed. 

I tlocided to abandon that point for 
tlio moment. “ Of course I know," I 
pursued sarcastically, “ that it is quite 
unreasonable to indulge in feolings of 
resentment when one finds one's hair¬ 
brushes on the door-mat with half the 
bristles chawed off.” 

“As if," retorted my wife, “I had 
not solemnly warned you never to 
leave a ohair near your dressing-table. 
Besides, he was more than adequately 
punished for that; he suffered tortures 
while I pullod the bristles out of his 
throat.” 


“ Then if only he would oonfine him¬ 
self to one pair of my boots,” I added, 
11 but he can't bear left-foot boots." 

“ I suppose it would be too much to 
suggest that you could use your boot 
cupboard for the purposo for which it 
was modo and bought." 

“Then there’s the garden,” I con¬ 
tinued pntiontly. “Of course a dog 
and a garden are mutually exclusive." 

“ Isn’t that a clovor way of putting 
it ? ” said my wife to Hymen. 

Hymen curled his tongue slowly 
round from one comer of his mouth 
to the other with an air of judicious 
impartiality and yawned. 

“Tho other day,” I proceoilod, “I 
found that he had substituted a chicken 
bono for six tulips. To begin with, lie 
oughtn't to have chicken bones-" 

At this moment Hynion created a 
diversion by jumping suddenly to his 
feot, rushing wildly to tho door, sniffing 
at tlie crack, rind letting off a series of 
impassioned harks. 

It is very difficult to disbelieve a dog, 
tradition having inspired ono with an 
almost imbecile credulity where the 
species is concerned; accordingly I 
hastonod to the door, looked • out, 
listened in tho hall, turned on all tlio 
lights, unbolted tho front door, and 
took all the precautionary measures 
usual in cases of emergency. The 
servants were at supper, and no man 
or beast stirred in the house. Thera 
was no doubt about it, Hymen had 
told a deliberate lie. 

“ It must have been a mouse,” ob¬ 
served my wife nervously. “He's a 
wonderful mouser.” 

At that, Hymen resumed sniffing 
with somo confidence, then ho looked 
at me out of tho corner of. his eye to 
nolo tho effect, and just managod to 
slop himself from repeating the harking 
turn. Possibly ho was wise, for I was in 
a dangerous mood. At that moment I 
was silently formulating a brief sum¬ 
mary of his character and his conduct, 
which culminated in the resolve that 
lie should thenceforth work out his 
destiny in more sympathetic surround¬ 
ings than I or my house were prepared 
to offer. I don’t suppose that in all 
my life I have ovor been so determined 
about anything. I opened my lips to 
speak. 

“ Of course,” said my wifo suddenly, 
“ if you decide to get rid of Hymen I 
could mako no objection. His presence 
in the houso, his vory name, must keep 
you so constantly in mind of that dis¬ 
tressing, that irrevocable moment of 

your life when-■” Her soft voice 

broke and she bent hor head to the 
dog. “Hymen,"she whispered pitifully. 

With a sudden impulsive gesture I 
threw myself on my knees, before her, 


words of opmfort and love, even of con¬ 
trition, trembling on thy lips. 

Naturally I knelt on the dog. 

, , V * (5 _ #,■ .» 

Afterwards—some time afterwards— 
we sat quito eloso together with Hymen 
sleoping self-consciously at our feet. 

“ And so,” whispered my wife, “ we 
will always keep him with us— for 
bettor for worse, to remind us of that 
wonderful day that was blessed by 
Hymen.” 

“Amen,” I sighed. 


MORE NANBENSE. 

Wk have read with intorest the 
stories relating to Nansen in The 
Westminster Gazette — that of Sir 
Henuy Juyjng, who referred to the 
great explo’ror as “ tho chap who stood 
the cold so well,” followed on the next 
clay by that of the late Duke of Dkvon- 
hhiui:, whose first remark to Nansen 
on meeting him was, “ I supposo you 
found it pretty cold up there? ” 

May wo, from our own uncertain 
knowledge, add to these stories, so that 
the subject may not be allowed to lapse 
too soon ? 

Dr. Nansen was visiting Aberdeen 
during . his lecturing tour. It was 
January and a blizzard was raging. 
Outside tlio railway station he hap¬ 
pened to run against liis chairman of j 
the . night bofore, 1 who remarked i 
pleasantly, as he picked .himself out of 
tlio snow: "Chilly for so far south, 
isn’t it ? " i 

An amusing incident took place dur¬ 
ing Dr. Nansen’s visit to one of our: 
well-known Marquises. The heir to 
the marquisato, then a little boy of 
I seven summers, was told by his mother 
j (o come and speak to the intrepid 
voyager. "Is his nose frost-bitten, 
Mummy door ? ” asked tho handsome 
child, looking up lor a momont from 
his model gunboat. “Why no, darling,” 
she said. “Then I think I’m rather 
too busy to seo him just now,” was the 
''op'y. ‘ 

From a circular on tho food values, 
of nuts: — 

“ Head also* Tho Ideal Dio.”’ 
Euthanasia, indeed, to pass away sur¬ 
rounded by gentle cobnuts and with 
ono's favourite Barcelona at one's knee. 

Modesty at Carmelite House. * 

“After all Victor Hngo was a fur greater man 
Hum most of us."— Daily Mail, 

“And that recalls the anions combination of 
‘liui'ii, violin, bassoon’ in the band of musicians 
at tho dance hi Tennyson's Maud."— Spectator; 
There must hive been a little rift with¬ 
in the flute which, led to this substitu-i 
tion of the harp. * 
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SHOCK TACTICS. 

Euhopa (to Italy, who has temporarily discarded the barrel-organ in favour of the bombardon). “ 11',YOU 
GO ON LIKE THAT, YOUNG MAN, YOU'LL GET YOURSELF DISLIKED." 

Italy. “WELL, THAT'S BETTER THAN NOT BEING NOTICED AT ALL." 



























Till* IS AIWUKII; TOO MAN V IN THE MIEN. pNW:i.li/ ftfriMiV.} 
III; SIX YAKD.S—JUST TO NWH THE MNIII.EI." 


| TUB ITNFAIKNKSR OP IT; 

j Or, Linen to a Motminl in Ki>rimj. 

j lr through the icv mask of tlint disdain 
; That leaves mo in a cloud of odorous dust 
I could despatch some signal to your brain, 

Could puncture your conceit and hear it bust; 

Or if some second-sight enabled you 
To loarn tho secret workings of a mind 
In one so awe-struck to the outer view, 

Cringing before your temppst, stunned and blind, 

I were content. ] do not carp at all 
Because you gaze at me, as some calm god, 
Holding creation in his dreadful thrall, 

Might gaze upon a beetle. 1 m odd. 

I like to walk abroad and sniff the air 
Fraught with the scent of all the floweis of May ; 
Foots (perhaps you chanced to see my liairj 
Arc sometimes taken in this curious way. 

, I am well used, besides, to liavo the morn 
Hidden by vapours of your homo, the Fit, 

Ami hear Hie bluckbird silenced by a horn 
Shouting some happy stavo of street-worn wit. 

. But what I do complain of is the fact 

That you can spout the spume of your contempt 
Over my .dumb form like a cataract, 

But mine for you remains unguessed, undreamt. 


Yw, ii iv, ci r koinh to .-mm n:c, ami ior, jim-uir, come in mu 


f liavo no power to show wliat kind of bug, 

What u'rmiu, I esteem you: how you taint 
The blessed hedgerows like a poison-drug 
Till the nils sicken and the toads linn faint. 

How in the witches' broth (<;/'. Morhetii) 

Was no ingredient mingled by their ait 
So utterly abhorred, so kin to death, 

As you and your confounded petrol-earl. 

How for the wealth of palaces of lud 
1 would not sit beside you in that hearse, 

Would sooner by a lot be scalped and skinned, 

Or write no oilier linn of deathless verse, 

Than thus polhtle the glories of the Spring: 

That is (he point of view you caunol see, 
llhinoceros! thrice-epithetted tiling! 

And yet, you deem inc envious. F.ailhwonn ! flea 1 

Blind lo all 1 eauly, flattered by your Funs, 

Mere reveller in the pride and pomp of pelf, 

1 know you, lor t feel exactly tluu 
When travelling in a motor-car myself. i'.tor.. 


*• III anting of tin' ilimec of AIunIimuiii I was made lo s>.iy, ‘Ino hoi so 
! tins won two City and Siibiirlutn.’ I presume llml every schoolboy lma 
heard of tlm exploits of Deuii Suift in eomic.tiwii w.lli this famous 
handicap. The sentence should lam- lead, ‘Xo horse at four years old 
has won two City and Suliurhaue,’ “—Ikn'ty Trbynplt. • 

A nasty one for tho clever people who thought they M caughf 
“ Hotspur ” napping. 
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BACK AGAIN. 

(Communicated by a Returner.) 

Wk got home all right from Paris, but we had to rush 
about a lot with crowds of other people all rushing about 
and lighting for seats. Dad says ho’s an old traveller and 
he got it all planned out days* before, but ho wasn't a bit 
calm when we got to Calais; and when he found tho boat 
was already packed full and none of us could get a chair to 
sit upon he said some very angry things about railway 
companies and the Channel. A very polite gentleman gave 
up his chair to Mum, and we three sat on tho deck and hoped 
we weren’t going to be sea-Hick, which wo weren’t; hut 
when wo got half-way over Peggy said she thought her 
noso was getting red at tho tip -it isn’t a veal tip,because 
it's so round—and she asked Dad if that was a bad sign, 
but ho said, No; if it got pale 
that would bo a bad sign. After 
that wo all rubbed our noses a 
good deal to keep them from 
going pale, and it was very 
successful. 

It was very jolly getting home. 

John was standing on tho door¬ 
step, and bo kissed us all in a 
great hurry because he wanted 
to see what presents we’d 
brought him from Paris. Ho 
never stopped asking about them 
till wo lished them all out of our 
luggage, and then he was very 
happy; hut he didn't care a bit 
about what we’d dono in Paris. 

We tried to tell him about the 
Louvro and Versailles and tho 
Cuirassiers, but it wasn't any 
good. Ho wouldn't listen to 
us, and went on playing with 
his toys and tolling us how ho M 
fallen down in tho garden that 
afternoon and cut his kneo and 
not cried. It was a good thing 
wo didn’t take him to Paris, 
because it wouldn’t have in¬ 
terested him. Mademoiselle 
had taught him a little French 
welcome to say to us when wo 
came back, but he forgot all 
about it. Mum says bo’s the 
most unsentimental boy sho over met. 

Thon there were the dogs and the cats. Tho dogs were 
much more pleased to see -us than John was.. Duke and 
Lufra, the Groat Danos, prancod round us and thon began 
pulling one another about, and then they dashed into tho 
bouse and slipped up on all tho loose carpets and upset 
everything, and then they dashed out again and raced round 
and round tho lawn in circles with their tails tucked in in 
the funny way dogs do when they’re excited; and Su-Ti, 
the Pekinese, rushed after them as hard as his littlo legs 
would carry him, barking like mad, and then most of us 
got knocked down, and they licked our faces, which is a 
great pleasure for dogs. I thought Su-Ti would never stop 
screaming for joy when ho first saw us. Ho s a vory well- 
bred dog—I mean his pedigree—and most of him is as black 
as soot. That’s how ho got his name. 

The cats were much quieter than the dogs. They didn’t 
,look as if they had noticed we'd been away, but they sat 
and blinked at us, and didn't even rub up against our legs. 
They seemed to be saying thqy weren't going to make fools 


of themselves like the dogs. Dad says there’s a deep well 
of affsotion in a cat’s heart, but Mum says it's only milk 
and fish. 

There was a tremendous heap of letters for Dad, and we 
all helped him to opon them. Some of them were the sort 
that come in long envelopes with half-penny stamps, and 
they went straight into the waste-paper basket; but eVery 
now and then there was a cheque, and Dad called it sn 
oasis or something of that kind, and we all shouted Hurrah 1 
when we got one of that sort, because cheques pay for things, 
and Dad said all his money was gone because of Paris ami 
the workhouse was loomiug in front of us, Tho workhouse 
always looms when Mum asks for money for the bills, 
Dad also said that most of his host letters had been kept at 
home and only the stupid ones forwarded, and it was always 
the same when ho went away anywhere. 

Wo’d bought presents for all 
the servants, and when we’d 
finished with the dogs we went 
and saw them all and gave them 
what we’d got. James the 
butler's pvosout was a fountain 
pen, and tho footman’s was a 
little leather pureo, and the 
cook's was a big necklace of 
beads, pink and light bluo. Tho 
housemaids got a silk scarf each. 
They all seemed very pleasod 
when wo told them they were 
real French things l>ought in 
Paris-hut cook gavo us all a 
hug and said she’d been dread¬ 
fully dull without us, and the 
best present she could have was 
seeing us all hack again, though 
we were such mischievous 
plagues sho .sometimes had to 
turn us out, but wo mustn't 
miml bccauso it was only her 
way and sho was too old to 
change now. So wo all hugged 
her hack, and told her that 
gotting home was evon jollier 
than going away. Then she 
gavo us a jam-tart each. 

Bed was beautiful. We really 
did want to go, and it was so 
comfortablo, and tho night was 
so quiet without ■ tho motor- 
omnibuses and tiro laxi-cahs that wo went off to sleep 
directly. And the uext morning thoro was fried sole and 
bacon and eggs for breakfast. Wo never know we liked 
them so much. 


The Bridyc of Allan Gazette, in a complimentary paragraph 
upon a gentleman who has apparently taken up some new 
editorial labours, mukes tho following remarks 
" Ho is a siwccssful story writer himself, serials from his pen having 
appeared in The People's Journal, The Weekly Record, The Liverpool 
rost, and other popular newsrapers, and on tna principle of setting a 
thief to cnteli a thief he should tic able to enlist the services of capable 
authors.'' ' * * 

These sweeping and, no doubt, baseless insinuations of 
plagiarism are greatly to bo deprecated. 


“ Op more than one occasion he was within an aeo of being boilod and 
eaten by nati vo chefs ."—Daily Mews. 

In this country the chef has to confine his activities to the 
kitchen; he nevor joins the guests in tho dining-room. 
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THBBIGLEY PAPERS. 

[With RckuoiwledgmHits to Mr. (I. W. 
S»AMJtY'H.' ‘Anglo- American Mommies," Second 
Series (DitiOVoktk)]. 

It is not necessary to introduce Mr. 
Bigley tor English readers, for lie is as 
well known on this as on the other side 
of the Atlantic. A veritablo Nestor of 
journalists, he has known everybody 
worth knowing, and as ho is gilted with 
an extraordinarily retentive memory it 
goes' without saying that his book is 
packed with those racy personalia 
which aro the very iife-blood of 
reminiscence. 

Above all Mr. Bigloy has the saving 
grace of not being afraid to recount 
anecdotes-at his own expense. What, 
for instance, could be more charming 
than the^ instanco which ho gives of 
the ready wit of the late Abbajiam 
Havwaiu). IIaywabu was rallying 
him on his social activities and Mr. 
Bigley assured him that ho was quito 
mistaken—that the only form of ontcr- 
tuiamont lie really cared about was a 
“small and early.” “Oh!” replied 
Havwabi), “ I thought it was ‘ an Hurl 
| and Bigloy." In this context one 
may also note a characteristic anecdote 
of Eobkut Bbowsiku. Tho famous 
poet was challenged to find rhymes for 
all the company at a country house 
party given by the Puko of Poldrurn, 
and, when it came to the turn of the 
narrator, improvised tho following 
couplet- 

Worms when they me nmSI wriggly 
. Remind me of Mr. Itigley. 

Though partial to ontortainmonts on 
a restricted scale, Mr, Bigley admits 
that on one occasion ho dined out 
eight times in one woek. Tho eighth 
dinner was accounted for in the follow¬ 
ing interesting manucr. It appears 
that he went by mistake to Sir Parry 
(iorwick’s, but did not discover that he 
had come to tho wrong liouso until he 
had reached the entree. Ho then hurried 
off to Lord Primbury's, next doer, in 
time for tho fish, as Lord Primbury's : 
dinner bod bogirn a quarter of an hour 1 
later. 

The famous saying, Clierche: h 
femme, receives abundant illustration in 
Mr. Bigley’s chatty pages, and he ex- 1 
presses the opinion that Mr. Balfour's 1 
resignation of tho leadership was solely 
due to the remark of a lady, in a mixed ■ 
foursome at North Berwick, that a man 
who talked psychology on tho links 
could never become a scratch player. 1 
Mr. Bigley, we may add, confirms the 
statement that even in the most trying 
circumstances Mr. Balfouu uses no 
stronger expletive than “ Blow 1 ” The ; 
P#*van Bkfrbob, it is interesting to 
•earn,-is, greatly addioted to the pic- 


/A'/////// 

jJpfL 

m /' V///M 




- - 

y/V'/ 

J V/ M 
, J,/ /. 

W.'/i. 




m 




rm 



lit 


V/tiy,: 

» 




Tiirlloa Frktitl [to mmikiv art id, 

•Yi.v om.v m:m tiiuke, I stnwn 


tuvesquo exclamation, “Dash my im¬ 
perial buttons! ” 

Another of Mr. Bigley s heroes is 
Senator Smith, of whom he relates 
several anecdotes, showing that his 
desire for preciso information was de¬ 
veloped in early youth. Mr. Bigloy 
mode the acquaintance of tho Senator 
when ho was only ten years old. Even 
at that age, wo arc told, ho had the 
same clear notion of what he wanted 
and liow to got it, which has dis¬ 
tinguished him ever since. 

“At breakfast I remember his asking his 
mother if the salt was kept in tho collar, and 
what batter was niado of. She told me also 
that on a recent yachting trip he had Climbed 
up to the crow's nest to sec if crows laid their 


eggs I hem, and was bit telly disappointed to 
Imd (list the donkey-engine was not worked by 


The Bight lien in the Bight Place. 

•‘About twelve o'clock smoke was untiled io 
1« rising from a lielil on the far side of the 1’srk. 
The ranger, l\(.\ Plow, went at mice to the 
ot and found the long glass blazing furiously, 


amazing rapidity. With tho assistance of 
Sergeant Ilelliweil and Ai l ing-Korgeant Ilowley 
tho tiro was eventually stamiK'd out, but not 
before about an aero had liccn burnt.” 

Hrait/anl Iktihj Tctcyruph. 

The police, it has often been noticed, 
have always been ready for an.emer- 
gency like this. An acre would b* 
nothing to throe of them. 
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mv ccmpTARY „ (°) Both , Mai '? et 'y anJ Bkrnaud 

mt aconc i niu. Shaw prefer to leave out too apos- 

When, five years ago, I used to write trophein writing such words as “isn’t" 
long letters to Margery, for some and" don't." 

reason or other she never wrote back. (d) Years ago I claimed the privilege 
To save her face I had to answer llio to monopolise, on tho occasional even- 
letters myself—a tedious business. Still, ings when I was there, Margery's last 
I must admit that tho warmth and ten minutes before sho goes back to 
geniality of tho replies gavo me a some heaven of her own each night, 
certain standing with my friends, who This privilego was grantod; it being 
had not looked for me to be so popular, folt, no doubt, that she owed me some 
After some months, however, pride compensation for my early secretarial 
stepped in. Ono cannot pour out letter work on hor behalf. Wo usod to spend 
after letter to a lady without any tho ton minutes in listening to my telling 
acknowledgments save from oneself, a fairy story, always the same ono. One 
And when oven my own acknowledg- day tho authorities stepped in and 
men Is began to lose thoir first warmth— announced that in future the ten 
when, for instance, I answered four minutes would bo reduced to fivo. The 
pages about my now pianola with the procedure seemed to me ab-olutely 
curt reminder that I was learning to illegal (and l should like to bring an 
walk and couldn't he bothered with action against somebody) but it cor- 
niusie, why, then at last 1 saw that a lainly did put tho lid on my fairy story, 
correspondence so one-sided would liavo of which I was getting moro than a 
to eoiue to an end. I wrote a farewell little tiled. 

letter and replied to it with tears ... . “Toll mo about Beauty and tho 
But, bless you, that was nearly fivo Beast,” said Margery as usual, that 
years ago. Each morning now, among evening. 

the usual pile of notes on my plate “There's not time, "I said. “Wo Vo 
from duchesses, publishers, money- only fivo minutes to-night." 
lenders, actor-managers and what-not, “ Oh! Then tell mo all tho work 
1 find, likely enough, an envelopo in you'vo done to-day.” 

Margery's own handwriting, Not only (A little unkind, you ’ll agree, hut you 
is my address printed upon it legibly, know what relations are.) 
but there are also such oxtra directions And so now 1 havo to cram the 

to tho postman as “England” and record of my day’s work into five 

“Important” for its moro speedy breathless minutes. You will under¬ 
arrival. And inside—well, I give you stand what bare justice 1 can do to it 
the last but seven. in tho time. 

“My dear Uncle I thot you wher 1 am sorry that these footnotes have 
coming to seo me to night but you grown so big; let ns leave them and 

didnt why didnt you baby has p t o return to tho letter. There are many 

hurt her kneo isnfc that a pity I havo ways of answering such a lotter. Ono 
some new toys isnt that jolly we didnt might say, “ My deau Margery,—I t 
have our five minutes so will you krite was jolly to get a voal letter from you 

to mo and tell me all about pto your at last-” but the “at last” would 

work from your loving little Margie.” seem rather tactless considering what 
I always think that footnotes to a had passed years before. Or one might 
letter are a mistake, but there are ono say, “ Mv deau Makukuy,—T hank you 
or two things I should like to explain, for your jolly letter. 1 am so sorry about 
(it) Just as somo journalists feel baby's knee and so glad about you)' 
that without the word “economic" a toys, l’orhaps if you gave one of the 

leading article lacks tone, so Margery toys to baby, then her knee-” But 

feels, and I agreo with her, that a certain 1 feel sure that Margery would expect 
cachet is lent to a letter by a p.t.o. at me to do better than that, 
tho bottom ol'each page. In the particular ease of this last 

(6) Thore aro lots of grown-up people loiter but seven 1 wrote: 
whq think that “writo” is spelt "rite.” “Dearest Margery,— Thank you for 

Margery knows that this is not so. your sweet letter. I had a very busy 
She knows that there is a silent lotter day at the ofiicc or I would havo come 
in front of tho “r,” which doesn’t to soo you. r.T.o.— I hope to bo down 
do anything but likes to bo there, next week and then I will tell you all 
Obviously, if nobody is going to tako about my work; but I have a lot more 
any notice of this oxtra lotter, it doesn't to do now, and so I must say Good- 
much matter- what it is. Margory bye. Your loving Uncle.” 
happened to want to make a “k" just There is perhaps nothing in that 
then; at a pinch it could be as silent which domauds an immediate answer, 
as a V w.” You will please, therefore, but with businesslike promptitude 
regard the “k” in “krite" as absolutely Margery replied: 
noiseless. “My dear Uncle thank you for your 


letter I am glad you are coming next 
week baby is quite well now are you 
pto coming on Thursday next week or 
hot say yes if you are I am pto 
sorry you aro working so hard from 
your loving Margie.” 

I said “ Yes,” and that I was her 
loving uncle. It seemed to be then too 
late for a "r.T.o.,” but I got one in and 
put on tho back, "Love to Baby." Tho 
answer oamo by return of post: 

“Mv dear Uncle thank you for 
your letter come erly on p t o Thursday 
come at half past nothing baby sends 
her lovo and so do p t o I my rokiug 
horso has a sirrup broken isnt that a 
pity say yes or no good-bye from your 
loving Margie.” 

Of course I thanked Baby for hor 
lovo and gavo my decision that it wax 
a pity about tho rocking-horse. I did 
it in large capitals, which (as I ought 
to havo said bofore) is the means of 
communication lietwoen Margery and 
her friends. For somo reason or other 
I find printing capitals to bo moro 
tiring Ilian tho ordinary method of 
writing. 

“ My dear I Ingle," wrote Margery— 

But wo need not go into that, What 
1 want to say is this: 1 lovo to got 
loiters, particularly these, but 1 hate 
writing them, particularly in capitals. 
Years ago 1 used to answer Margery 's 
letters for her. It is now her turn to 
answer mine for me. A. A. M. 


THE FESTIVE ASH-HUNTERS. 

The lust complimentary dinuer to tho 
various members of the English team 
which recovered the ashes has now 
been eaten just in time fortheilloffects 
of tho banqueting season to vanisli 
before tho cricket season begins in 
earnest. They were remarkable affairs 
in which the richness of tho dishos and 
excellence of tho wines were equalled 
only,by tho eloquenco and fervour of 
the company. 

Tho public has already had some 
opportunity of reading accounts of tho 
proceedings at eortain of tlioso feasts, 
notably at that given at Cambridge to 
Jack IIoisbs, where a considerable por¬ 
tion of tho ovening was oocupiod in 
the reading of a letter from Mr, P. E. 
Warner, in which, having begun by 
saying that ho bad praised Hobbs so 
consistently and for so many years that 
he had no'moro to say, he went or* to 
praiso Hobbs. But there are several 
dinners still to be reported, and we aro 
lucky in being able to report one or two 
of them. 

Iiiemonoer Entertained. 

Irhmongeu was entertained by the 
Travellers’ Club, to which he has just 
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been elocted under Rule 2, which em¬ 
powers the committee to add a few 
distinguished globe-trotters to the list 
of members every year. The chair was 
taken by Dr. Sven Hkdik, who read a 
number of letters from public men in 
praiso of Iremonger’s horoie voyage to 
Australia and back for no other purpose 
than sheer love of travel. t Tire Rfc. 
Hon. Mr. James Bbyce sent a special 
cablegram of felioitations, and there 
were also ft few choice words from Mr. 
Warner, who bad hopod to bo there 
but was too busy correcting the proofs 
of his history of tho recent cricket tom- 
in the Antipodes. Mr. Warner com¬ 
mented gracefully upon tho happy 
chance for tho recent English team in 
having so sterling a fellow as Ire- 
monger on tho samo boat, and in the 
same hotels. Mr. Douglas, who also 
wrote, said something very similar, but 
added that ho wished that Iremonger 
had told him that he was a cricketer, 
as he badly wanted an extra man when 
placing Thirty-two of Dingamooloo. 
As it was, however, ho found another 
Englishman named Kinnbir, a left¬ 
hander, quite decent in his way, and 
so pulled through. 


Iremonger, in rosponso to the drink-' (Cheers.) That's what he (Mr. Warner) 
ingof his health, made a few modest called sympathy in exedsis. (More 
remarks to the effect that travel to be ehoers.) Vine was a born lover of 
really cnjoyablo should be an end in cricket. Ho liked everything ubout it; 
itself rather than a means to an end. but most of all ho liked the batting 
Australia is a delightful country to crease. Ho liked it so much that he 


anyone with plenty of time to look hated to leave it. (Loud applause.) 
about him. (Sensation). If be bad his way Vine should always 

n v lie tho twelfth man in every oleven. 

v ‘ (Great enthusiasm during which Vine’s 

The dinner to Joe Vine, tho “Sussex health was drunk to slow music.) 
Whirlwind” as ho bus been aptly Mr. J. W. H. T. Douglas also wrote 
called by Sir Home Gordon, tho doyen saying that Vine was by far tho best 
of baronet cricket-paragraphisls, was mat i Sussex had contributed to the 
held at Brighton in tho Dome, no other conquering team. Nothing but the 
building being largo enough to hold his necessity of getting back to Eugland 
numerous admirers. In tho absence in 1913, in timo for tho Triangular Test 
of the Jam of Nawanagar, tho chair Matches, prevented him from going in 
was taken by Mr. Chitlin, the Sussex first with Vine every timo. (Loud 
Captain. cheers.) IIo had only one criticism 

Air. Warner, who was to bavo been to mako of Vine’s play, and that 
present, hut was unavoidably detained was that he wanted more initials, 
at his barber’s, sent a telegram of (Applause.) 

regret in which ho said that, ready as Vine in reply said that he had 
he was with his pen on most occasions, always loved cricket and always dono 
words failed him when it camo to tho his best. Ho might not he a Jkssov 
brilliance of Joe Vine, tho scorer's (Cries of “ Oh 1 Oh 1 ”) but he had 
friend par excellence. No matter what always done his liest (loud cheers'] and 
time of day Vine wont in, the scorers always should—however long it toox 
could have their hard-earned nap. him. (Sympathetic applause.) 




















GANYMEDES TO ORDER. 

|Tlic London County Council aminuuccs tlir 
opening of a school where 1a>ys will lw 1 might, 
tho myntoiies of uniting at table. This will 
include training in all branches of rcslunrant- 
oraft, and pomihly also instnidiou in Italian 
patois (so useful in retorting to the wine-waiter) 
and menu-French, though these are not speoi 
lically mentioned in the cniTiculuni.J 

Hitherto Waiting lias boen regarded 
morely as a btul habit. This stop of 
the LO.C.’s is confidently expoeled by 
oplitnists to secure its recognition as 
a full-blown art, too long cradled in its 
infancy. Somo idea, therefore, of the 
advances possible in the near future 
may be gathered from tho following 
examination-paper, drawn up by an 
oxperl. The moro advanced students 
of the new school will of course make 
light of such problems as these: - 
(1) Give the derivation and English 
pronunciation of the following ox- 

E iressions: “ Sotrisor, beofisoff "; “ Two- 
umpsandipilksir?"; “Yessir." Indi- 
cateethe inflection (jaunty or pathetic) 
•given to the lost of thoso when replying 
to— * 


(a) A re(|ucst for a Jeroboam of 
champagne; 

(h) An order for a sandwich and 
ti glass of water; 

(e) A demand that the band should 
cease; 

. (d) A desire for change out of a 
threepoimy-bit. 

(2) What would be your course of 
procedure when, intentionally or acci¬ 
dentally, you have spilt a sauce-boatful 
of mayonnaise - 

(a) On the cloth ? 

(b) Jnto a flower-vaso? 

(c) Down tho hack of a male 
customer? 

Id) Down the hack of a female 
customer? 

(c) Down the hack of an infant 
customer ? 

(/) Over a toy pom ? 

(3) Doscribo tho attitude you would 
adopt in the event of customers ad¬ 
dressing you as follows:— 

(a) “ I want something to eat ’’; 

( b ) " What’s this you've given 
me?" 


(r) “ 1 ordered those oysters more 
than lfalf-an-bour ago. Haven't you 
caught them yet?" 

(4) Indicato what dogreo of amuse¬ 
ment, if any, you should exhibit at the 
following remarks: — 

(а) “,Js this a Noah's Ark 
chicken?" 

(б) “Have you a cheaper cigar 

than this?" - i* 

( c) “ Do you call those things hors 
d’auvre bocause nobody will employ 
them?" 

(d) " I’leaso bring mo a dumb¬ 
waiter,” •_ 

“Wliat lias happened is best conveyed by 
quoting the receipts for tin* sales of grease. 

! These bear testimony to the use of the brains 
of Us sewage engineer. "—VuntmHor's Hcnrd. 

This is the sort of thing which has to 
be explained to the sewage engineer 
afterwards._ 

Wales at a Olance. 

“In Mr. Lloyd George appealing so elo¬ 
quently to the House of Commons one saw and 
heard wales incarnate and artioulat*.” 

The Daily Chmlcle, 


















































































































(lui'Jf Ihirul .VcKi W<hh cidi m), “Rohiun’u you! Why, I’m i.ethsh you kf.ev xIs-ami-uii.iiiiesi-k in the voi'SH.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

(KXTRACTM) FROM Till: PlAllY OF TOBY, M.V.) 

House of Lords, Monthly, April 22.— 
Noble Lords, after Easter Recess of 
length inadequate to occasion, returned 
to scene of patriotic labours. Commons 
lieing duller than usual, thought T would 
look in and humbly share exhilarating 
atmosphere of tho other Chamber. 
Entering on stroke of half-past four, 
when public business commences, 
found the place absolutely tenantless, 
save that on Woolsack sat Lord 
Chancellor iu animated conversation 
with his predecessor. Fancy thoy 
were comparing notes of appointments 
to magisterial Bonch, with commentary 
on the unreasonable attitude assumed 
by interfering, ignorant, irresponsible 
Public. 

Business of sitting entirely military. 
First order, second reading of Army 
Annual Bill. At four-thirty enter my 
Lord Viscount Morlky. What did he 
do in this war galley? Lansdowne 
immediately following, mystery partly 
explained. Leader op Opposition, 
leaning over Table, murmured inaudible 
remark. Morley, rising, read passage 
from paper brought with him. From 
stray word caught here and there 
gathered he was replying to question 


about awkward situation recently 
created in tho Dardanelles. 

By this time quite a dozen peers 
had strolled in. Napoleon 13. Haldane 
rose to move second reading of his 
Bill. Now at last wo were in for it. 
Remember days of old in tho Commons 
when he daily reeled off speech in 
reply to a question, talked for an hour, 
sometimes two, when submitting a 
Resolution or moving stage of a Bill. 
Alack, House of Lords lias proved the 
St. Helena of our Napoleon B. Never 
been same man since he wont into exile. 
To-day positively moved second reading 
of Army Bill in a sentence! Before wo 
knew where wo were tho stage was 
passed. i 

Here sitting might have ended hut 1 
for Lord Save and Sele. In his 
namo (which always suggests attesting 
a will or other legal document) there 
stood on paper a conundrum addressed 
to Secretary op State por War. 
Propounded tho query, " How does ho 
propose to deal with tho National 
Reservo in case of National Emer¬ 
gency?” What followed illustrates 
marked difference between Lords’ and 
Commons’ procedure in matter of 
cross-examining Ministers. In latter 
House a question must strictly 
preserve interrogativo form. Lapse 


into anything approaching a speech 
Yvould he mot by angry cries of 
“Order!” emphasised by rebuko from 
Chair, In the Lords a Peer has merely 
to put down question on the paper and 
is at liberty to enlarge its borders to 
fullest proportions of a speech, fre¬ 
quently loading to long debate. Thus 
Save and Sele said and sealed, so to 
speak, a lengthy disquisition on con¬ 
dition of Territorial Army, bringing up 
Haldane with speech iu reply. 

Little bit of stage management, which 
deserved a larger gathering in front of 
curtain, gave peculiar effect to episode. 
Save and Sele, rising from back Bench 
on Ministerial side, found that, with 
exception of two Ministers on Front 
Bonch, ho had tho long red-cushioncd 
range all to himself. Radiance of rare 
Spring sunlight shone through windows 
richly (light. At ono particular spot a 
shaft shooting across through sheet 
of plain glass fell on the corner seat by 
Gangway above which the presence of 
white - lawned Bishops occasionally 
lends atmosphere of simplicity and 
purity. Here Saye and Sele stood. 
Whilst he spoke the shaftof light fell full 
upon head and countenance with wliat 
is known on other stages as •limelight 
effect. Little manoeuvre so successful 
that it is likely to bo imitated. Only it ‘ 
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requires certain concatination of cir- are the uses of adversity when in case State. True when, as not infrequently 
cumstances not regularly recurrent. of a Church they decree Disestablish- happens, he has half-a-dozen Questions 
Business done.—Loris sat for twenty ment and Disendowment. on printed paper, he is master of situa- 

minutes. In Commons announcement McKenna took especial pride in tion. Like the Wedding Guest stopped 
mode of appointment of Board to in- generosity of measure. As he re- by the Ancient Mariner, the House in 
quire into disaster to Titanic. pcatedly insisted, while taking a full such circumstances 11 cannot choose but 

House of Commons, Tuesday.—Long sovereign from the Welsh Church, the hear.” It is in matter of Supplementary 

time since Opposition were in such Bill did not leave it comfortless. It Questions that Winterton, Gilbert 

merry mood. The more notable since nobly pressed on its acceptance six- Parker and other of his devotod 

circumstances of moment don’t seem and-eightpenco. followers are jealous on his behalf, 

calculated to inspire mirth. Order Business done.—Welsh Church Dis- Take, for example, debate sprung, 
of day, Bill for Disestablishing and establishment Bill brought in. at Question lime- tho other day, upon 


Disendowing Wolsh Church 
mourner’s seated in Peel’s’ 
Gallery. Tho portly Primate 
over tho clock ■ Bishops of 
St. Asaph and St. Davids 
weeping apart. Bishop of 
Hereford on back bench suc¬ 
cessfully mastered omotion. 
Amid throng in Strangers’ 
Gallery gleam many white 
neckcloths. Actually a solemn 
occasion. Perhaps, after all. 
the laughter which frequently 
interrupted Home Secre¬ 
tary’s speech was hysterical, 
testifying rather to deep 
emotion than to high spirits. 

Cousin Hugh went off at 
half-cock. McKenna scarcely 
started on exposition of Bill 
when he remarked, “ Tho 
Bight Honourable Gentle¬ 
man is misstating the facts.” 

One so familiar with the 
Athanasian Creed might have 
boon able to put the assertion 
iu briefer form. This, how¬ 
ever, the Parliamentary way 
of phrasing it. Nevertheless, 
Speaker sharply interposed 
with suggestion that '! It 
would bo better if the Noble 
Ijord permitted tho Home 
Secretary to proceed.” 


Thursday.—by way of Supplemen- 




O A I. 


TKIn l,„ ,u,i „„„ lku.Htij.il O.IC {c.tl. riiiii Cm Coiii/Miiy's Iifuc). “ 1T.KASK, wiv'.NOR, r . y. . 

Lius lie did for a few sen- jj MS | W quno .v cooker i.ast wkkk ax’ would you rk so kino as Question on paper. Tins 
tonces. Again interrupted 10 tell t/. ’ow wb stand} Supposin' wk was to 'avk a i.iitus may, of course, liavo been 


Parker mid other of his devotod 
followers me jealous on his behalf. 

Take, for example, debate sprung, 
at Question lime- tho other day, upon 
President of Board of Trade. It 

-appropriated an appreciable 

portion of period set apart 
for Questions of which due 
^ notice had been given. It 

-I* filled a column-and-a-bulf of 

fct ft.C next morning's Parliamen- 

I’nt"** '* ,£: ' tar J’ Report. No fewer than 

1 —-nJ twenty-four so-called Sup¬ 

plementary Questions were 
burled at the Minister; and 
— - Kinlocu-Cookk did not get 
1 in one. 

Failure not consequent on 
(pH lack of effort. As each in- 

ff d quisitor, after speeding liis 

I j } dart, resumod his seat, K.-C. 

I’l j 1 slowly rose, fixed his pince- 

l ; noz preliminary to reading 
\ , Question scribbled on Order 

A of tho Day, when, lo! he 

KA found another Member had 

JO, i been called by the Speaker. 

Six times repeated, or even 
i four, this slow rising and 

1 swift recoil would bo em¬ 

barrassing. But think of 24 
times. And just as overyone 
bad had bis turn and K.-C. was 
sole compet itor for Speaker’s 
oyo, the right honourable 
owner suggested that per¬ 
haps the matter had gone far 
. enough mid called on uoxfc 


Gangway, eloctrical. Popped up and a nasty one for Lord - Lieutenant. 
down on seat with rhythm aud alacrity Wanted to know whether it is not true 


Bui (tics with all his questions in him. 
Business done .—Welsh Disestablish - 


that would have created feeling of envy that His Excollcncy went about Dublin 0)Gnt jqq rea( [ ‘ ft q rs j. ^ mo jL 
in bosom of Swift MacNkili, had lie trying to peddle surplus fruit from voles aHa i lls t 2-W * 

lioen present. Through some anxious viceregal gardens, and was rebuffed by 0 ' 

momentslhereseomodprospcetofHouse the Trade? ... 

being temporarily deprived of presence “A question both ungentlemanly StcV^Sl« B.t S ‘ 

and counsel of the Ckcils owing lo and undeserved, remarked Slavin’. , Standard. 

Lord Bobert and Lord Hugh being And the Speaker ignored K.-C.’s Not too pedantically exaot, however. * 

11 named." Pulled themselves , up just appeal to rule him out of order. __ 

in time. Without other interruption Growing opinion of group of - Fov w le, or exchange, an labnhy officer’, 
than bursts of mocking laughter and Members who sit at foot of Kinlocti- Awlc coat, bought by Territorial officer in error ; 
ironical cheers from gentlemen oppo- Cooke at Gangway-end behind’Front cxchaagcmW>its,Augoro."~£«’S«»(t(’(niiirt»ii, 
site, Home Secretary went on demon- Opposition Bench that their esteemed If the Territorial really wanted rabbits 


stAiting to delight of thirty-one Welsh Chief is unduly hampered in pursuit of and got tbe frock coat by mistake, tho 
Members out of thirty-four, bow sweet information undertaken on behalf of the ease is a bad one, .. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



MARGINAL NOTES ON HISTORY. 

JuV or UkA-AVIX VT lIKAltIKO JI-MiNA Clt.SllTA 1IJSAB TO 111 EM IN HIE •■i:|i.|*> M, T.iriV. 


A FLY ON TUB LINK. 

I don’t think I observed the fly 
before tlio train stopped for tbo third 
tiino at Messingtou Junction. But as 
soon as 1 did I perceived that thero 
was something unusual about liiin. lie 
was crawling steadily along the “ six- 
foot," and ahovo bis head were hovering 
two other flies. 1 have forgotten how 
nrauy hundred facots tho eye of a fly 
has, but I know that indomitablo pur¬ 
pose and iron resolution were written 
upon overy single facet of each of this 
one’s, and in a moment I realised what 
he was doing. IIo was racing tho train 
for a wager, and the other two flies 
were referees, to prevent him from 
taking an unfair advantage by using 
bis wings. 

t Now I do not wish this little narra¬ 
tive to be disbelieved, and so I frankly 
admit that tho train (although it was a 
"through” train on tho Great West 
Oentral Bailway during the fourth 
,stage of “ strike ” runnings) travollod 
considerably faster between the stations 
than the fly. But tho train stopped 
for a long time at every station, and it 
also stopped three times at every station. 
It was a very long train. It was almost 
as long as one of Mr. Masefield's 
poems in The English lleview. And 
first of all it exhibited the engine and 


some of its carriages to tho people 
waiting on tho platform, and then its 
middle and then its tail. It reminded 
me of tho Chimaern. It reminded me of [ 
all Gaul. It reminded mo of essence j 
of wormwood. And of course during 1 
these stoppages tho fly lmd its clmneo 
of making up lost ground. It was the 
old story of the hare and the tortoise, 
though any bare that had not been i 
jugged would have had the legs of my | 
train. It was while we lay at anchor 
off Toadworthy that tho fly first showed 
signs of flagging. And, fortunately, it 
was at Toadworthy also that the 
man with the bag of biscuits and tho 
bottle of ginger-beer moved into tho 
last available spaco in my corridor. 
As ho had startod tho day before 
from Palmerston, which is over eighty 
miles distant, and there was no refresh¬ 
ment car on the train, he was some¬ 
what hungry; but all tho same I begged 
a few crumbs of biscuit and some,drops 
of ginger-boor from him, and baited 
tho fly out of tho carriago window. 
The gallant creature was evidently rc- 
invigoratod and made a splendid spurt. 
His legs were going about thirty-two to 
tbo minute, but five was getting a trifle 
lato. By tbis time he was naturally an 
object of considerable interest to all the 
passengers on his side of tho train, and 
necks were everywhere being craned 


out of the windows and bets were 
being laid on him. I still think he 
would liavo won had it not been for 
the down-slope which begins just after 
I’oppieoinbc and Mortleigh. In taking 
a down-slope tho Great West Central 
Kailway, even during a coal-strike, is 
second to none in verve and sprightli¬ 
ness, and whilst wo were still somo 
twelve miles from Dilchwater, he threw 
up the sponge. We all took off our hats 
and gave him a rousing cheer os he faded 
away slowly in the distance behind us. 
It was a foolhardy but heroic effort, 
and our English hearts went out to him. 

The moral of tin's truo anecdote is of 
course that wo are very glad that the 
coal-strike is now over, and we hopo 
that tho Great West Central Railway 
will soon get to hear about it. 


" ‘ Wli.it is the meaning of tho X on the 
brewer’s barrel I’ asked a curious questioner at 
tho lunch table. And the frivolous replier said 
that it was tho first syllable of 1 excellent.”' 

" The lhti/jj Cht'wuck’i ” Office if'iiuUiic. 

We cannot say if tho above conversa¬ 
tion was inspired by a recent picture 
in Punch representing a gontloman 
in a public-house with XXX in com¬ 
promising laundry-marks on his white 
waistcoat; but, if so, wo are very glad, 
as wo always are, to hevo been tbo 
innocent enuso of humour in others. 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


IMayI, 


. QTOiiruT Tip , Stand for ll0, ? in 8 Mowspapu-. (I 

A STRAIGHT TIP. don’t read at meals.) 

Dear Mr. Punch— In view of the Candlesticks or lamp. (The house 
approach of my Wedding Day, 1 have has electric light.! 

| made out a list of things I really want, Clihfing dish, '(f never chafe.) 
j tho receipt of which will undoubtedly Antlers, (t cannot bear them.) 
awaken in me a high sense of Festival j Chatty books on gardens. (I write 
and of Bliss; and in order to prevent J them.) 

misunderstandings I have also prepared |,. —£•/,•/»/»■*’ nr ,Turn von lMil’VKIM-OT 
a list of things that I particularly do ; a NO N PT-PIOK MKiAPK. 

•■'»"> ** 1 ^»/ 
have drawn lip an onlrc chi por for tho . . . 

! use of tho Pepper-pot and Nut-pick 'Iho Brigade will include all persons 
(Brigade. Kindly publish ami oblige, enlisted by fate to supply mo with 
l Yours roeeptixelj, salt-cellars, mustard-pots,butter-dishes, 

i WiniJAM Snatchkr. knife-rests, spoon-warmers, napkiu- 

! P.s.—T should mention that m> ear 'ings. menu-holders, cheese-scoops. 
! is a " Dart ” fixe \ears old, and that I; chutney-spoons, Ac., eke,, Ac. 


(5) No cases will bo bought, except 
for solid gold or jewelled goods, Any 
unit attempting, for instanco, to buy 
a pair of plated saltspoons listed at 
8*. (id. in a shagreen satin-lined caso 
costing seven-and-ninepence, will 
have his invitation cancelled and his 
iiamo deleted from the confectioner's 
list for wedding cake. 

TO A SPRING FOX. 

Now mav you lick jour pads in peace 
And sleep Avilti your nose in your 
brush, * , 


1 hope (all well, an I circumstances per- 
| milling, etc.,etc.) to make a wedding! 
' lour in her. I 

A. -TillNils I i:K\u.\ want. j 

j (hie cignr-ligliter. ; 

j J>a. grapo scissors, 
j , I)o. asparagus tongs, 
j (In regard to the above ht n'idiv tl,i 
i join■ licloxv.) | 

> Ijeft-niT clothing and rags of all Kinds. ! 
j Cup for oil-can screwed . [ 

| Strip of brass, lien I, the other wax \ 

I round. (Particulars on application.) j 

Cheque. j 

A dozen boxes of “ hi \ aw ax” golf- 
balls. ' i 

New back axle, complete. j 

Luggage-strap, 27 teel long and .” 
iticbes wide. \ 

Two first-class season ticket - hot ween! 
Frigate and London. 

A really good garden roller. 

Four spare valve springs. ! 

Another cheque. \ 

My tailor's hill in full— receip'ed. i 

400-gallon cylinder of petrol. j 

A wedding ring (for size, apply to 
Miss Lala 1\ Woosnap, Suffolk J lotel, 
Bayswater Road). 

Two more cheques. 

Soldering outfit (not (o ho “ Master 
Tommy's Giant Soldering Card "). 

Umbrellas are always nceeplahle as 
T lose them, and if hoots are giveu 
they should he large-titling nines, with 
medium toes. j 

i».— tii(nos i r.\i;n<rr,W!U i>o 

NOT WANT. ! 

Seventeen cigar-lighters. 
JSine-anil-twenly grape sei.-:.ois. 

Forty asparagus tongs. 

Stuffed kitten mounted as penwiper. 
Inkpot exactly reproducing a half- 1 
penny bun with a fly on it.. 

Wordsworth’s Poems - 
(a) Bound in morocco - - half or full. 
(l>) dos do. calf - - - - do. do. 

J (cy do. do. levant - - - do. do. 

j ('/) do. do. any way - - do. do. 


salt-cellars, mustard-pots,butter-dishes, Nor fear at morn the note of tho bom 
knife-rests, spoon-warmers, napkin- t Shall spoil tho note of tho thrush,' 
rings, menu-holders, cheese-scoops, For in tho gorse the brown bees liumblo 
chutney-spoons, &c., &e., Ac. - And !l11 your little ones squeak aud 

(1) The Brigade will muster in the tumble, 

w aiting-room of tho Universal Stores Tumble and squeak and rush! 

at two o clock ou tho afternoon of y ou W ere the thief that stole the gcose 
May ,11st, and units will prepare for And killed in the russet red, 
action by depositing all impedimenta, But you paid the joke when a fox- 
except, purses, in the cloak-room. )l0lltl(1 

(2) Units will proceed to fleet a And into the wind you fled; 

General of Brigade who will appoint That was the day when xou did them 
not fewer than ten Section Com- rarely, 

mivndei's, each of whom will take tliont level and heat Qiein 

lank ns “Oflicer in command of ytjuarelv 

Picks," “ Oflicer in eoimuand of Out of the o.-ier hed ! 


(a) Bound in morocco 

(b) dos do. calf - - 
(cy do. do. levant - 
('/) do. do. any wav 


lank ns “Oflicer in command of 
Picks," “ Oflicer in eoimuand of 
Mustards,” Ac., Ac. 

('ll Units will then rally to their 


But now shall the bristling 


respective commanders, who will us-1 h,, 11 ’ 15 ? 0, , 

certain the highest price oflorod bv j , 1 , hc chiwmrn n >' b ? sl,M ' . , 

any unit in his section, and wiil A|, } I D , “ sl . m " ,l ' n ' 1,111,0 ffow't.g fem 
then give the word of eonunuml asj, 1K 011 1 le fN'i'sc-c ad lull, 


“Pair salts, fourtoon-and 


And bask on the gorsc-c'ad hill, 

Nor cock an ear, when the lark rejoices, 


. I finiej lumuuriunr , r)l . ■ . ■ . ... . . , * 

six, right about, fifth floor," where- Io ca,c [ , 11 tl 1 '. t L U T r,W ? V01COT 


upon that unit will proceed to the 


All lifted up to kill! 


position named at the double by ] No you may get your ribs some greaso 
the first lift available, and complete And go your woodland wav, 
purchase, fie will then return and No hound shall run in the Maylide sun, 
exhibit receipted bill to the General No earths he slopped 'ere the day, 
of Brigade, and will receive the word ’When you lie in the owl-light, lithe and 


of command 
(l) Knell 


1 Dismiss.” 


limber, 


Section Commander, Under the oak-tree's ancient limber 


after bis first unit 1ms gone to the 


To see tho little ones plax! 


flout, will agree for some other gift Hut Uiai the cubs mav show increase 
after consultation with other Sec- An( , to , b(u ; (Iits , roe> 
lonal Commanders, and will give You in “ sl C1 . 038 tUe vlllo iu (ho rooon . 
the word to advanco to the highest beams pale 
remaining bidder, until every unit in Aml b ,, tb(1 barnwd bo< 

turn has been sent forward. If any To pick l fr ' m lhc , ^ (sinc0 babes 
null, through habit or other mental ^ |Ust t1 ; ne x a v 

infirmity is unable to think of any Tm . kov poult , or a Cochin China, 

ol her gift than his ongina choice or • ^ dllokli , H two and thmj [ 

one which has boen already allotted, ° 

that unit will receive tho word of And they shall lick their chops in prace, 

command and will forthwith order The bones and feathers among, 

one of t,he articles listed above, or, if And get them strength and sinuous, 

the list has been exhausted, ns many length, 

gallons of petrol as Jus proffered And brain and leg and lung, 

subset iption will buy, and the per- That they may run slraight-neckod and 

sonal taste exercised in that unit’s knowing, 

choice will be limited to tho colour When the woods awake at the horn’s 


of tho tin. No fractions of a gallon 
will be bought, but the balance, if 
.any, will bo spent on cotton waste. 


far blowing 
And towl cf a fox • 
• longue! . 


houud!s 



THE FBBE-FOODEB. 

Thebe was the boll, so I rang it. 
That is what bells oro for—to bo rung. 
That is what I am for—to ring them. 
I can conceive no other use for a boll 
and, on a Sunday 'afternoon when I 
have my party clothes on, I can con¬ 
ceive no other use for myself. Besides, 
the Verveys are old friends. 

“ Yes," I said, when the butler 
opened the door, “ I rang it, and, what 
is move, if you hadn’t come before 
1 had finished counting fifty, J should 
have rung it again. That is the sort of 
person I am. So be caroful when you 
answer mo. Is Mrs. Verrey at home?" 

" Yes, Sir,” said the butler, being 
I a man of few words but great dignity. 
I always feel that my Sunday after¬ 
noon 1 tell-ringing lias not been wasted 
to produce such a result. 

"Mr. Lawson!" he said, as he 
ushered mo into the drawing-room; 
not, you.observe, "Only Mr. Lawson!" 
j “Ah,” 1 said, svdvjneing into the 
J room with my best smile, "I am 
delighted to find you in, but not sur- 
1 prised." 

| "Why not surprised?” said Mrs. 

; Verrey, Ono must say something on 
t lieso occasions. 

" Because your butler did not look the 
sort of mail who would tell a lie. In 
some ways," i continued, sitting down 
and prepaiing to make a nuisance of 
j myself for some time—"in somo ways 
I it must be tiresome to bate a truthful 
butler.” 

“Not at all," said Mrs. Verrey; " we 
aro always very glad to see you .... 
But to come at once to business—you 
will take tea, of course? ” 

I " Nothing," I replied, as I took my 
, cup, “ was further from my thoughts.” 

I Mr. Verrey is not a social expert. 
I regret to say that on this occasion he 
. wore a light suit, and said "Liar!” 
| quite audibly. 

! Later, when lie had taken me up to 
i his smoking-room to have a cigarette 
j “ before," as he quaintly put it, “ you 
; go," he pursued his train of thought. 
“ How one meal leads to another 1" ho 
said discursively, 

“ Tea," I protested, " is not a meal, 
it is a pastime. Unless you withdraw 
your horrid innuendo that I camo hero 
m search of food and drink alone, 1 
shall go further and say that calling is 
sometimes a duty.” 

“ You need not have como if you did 
not want to." 

"On the contrary, I was in duty 
bound to call and thank you for your 
dinner on Thursday last—ultimo, if 

you prefer it.” \ 

Mr. Verwy, hie wife declares, spends 
Jus Sundays either sleeping or arguing. 




"When the man said Mrs. Verrey teas 
at homo, you could easily have said, 
‘Ob, in that case I will call again.’ 
What I complain of is this—Wo asked 
you to dinner the other night . . .” 

"Other?" said I. “To mo there 
was only ono night, and that was it." 

“. . . at a cost to ourselves of 
(roughly) three-and-sixpence, exclusive 
of wine. Such expense I incurred 
knowingly. But it does seem a pity if 
I can never stand you dinner without 
having to stand you lea as well. 
Haven’t you any food of your own? " 

“ Yes, but, to tell you the truth, I 
like yours better.” And I got up to go. 

“ What I want to know is, where is 
this going to end?” 

“Ah," I said mysteriously, as we 
walked downstairs together. At this 
moment an idea occurred to Mr. Yerrey 
for what it was worth. 


"That was a very pleasant lunch 
I bad with you at your club the other 
day," lie said. “When may I come 
and call to thank you ? ” 

I realized that 1 must be off at once, 
but I changed my mind when I saw 
Mrs. Verrey coming across the hall. 

I did well, for, "You are never going?” 
she asked; “ won’t you stay and have 
some dinner with us ? " 

If Mr. Verrey thought he had done 
with me wlnn he turned me out that j 
Sunday night, lie never made a greater 
mistake in his life. On the following 
Sunday 1 rang tho same bell, with Ibo 
same happy result. “I have come." 

I said, advancing into the room with 
my host smile, "to thank you (or 
the glorious dinner you gave me. last 
Sunday; have como” — I looked 
severely at Mr. Yerrey—"as in duty 
bound." 
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[Mat 1, 1012. 


AT THE PLAY. 


“ hll'ROl'ER rKTKK." 

I am not permitted to seo into tlie 
recesses of Mr. Monckton IIoitk’k 
mind, and so I cannot say what it was 
that induced him to lieliovo (if lie did 
bolievo) that his farco at the Garrick 
was a comedy, lie started out, 1 
imagine, to make merry over the 
embarrassments of a middle-aged 
gentleman, into whose perfectly honest 
hands-—for the epithet “improper” 
is only a catchword, applicable to a 
period prior to the rise of the curtain 
—has fallen tho protection of a solitary 
female in distress, lie then, 1 further 
imagine, discovered that the position 
of this triondless girl, whom a feeble 
creature had promised to 
marry “in the sight of 
Heaven” (Heaven in these 
casos boing treated as 
slightly myopic), had in iL 
such an eloment of pitiful- dj 

ness that it would never do 1 

to describe tho play us a Jj 

farce. Yet the situation — 

and most of tho characters M i 
romain farcical, and we arc 
left in doubt of the author's 
tact in allowing a young S wjm 

girl, in so painful a plight, AW 
to bo placed in an environ- rrm 
mont so ludicrous. The 
stage lias made one familiar S|:J 

with this kind of situation, 
but it is commonly reserved , 

•for married women or l|p i J 
divorcees, or those, at any ^ 
ruto, who are bettor able to thaw;*- 
bear it. Here, such amuse¬ 
ment as wo may derite from “User, tii 
the suspicions thrown upon JwhrMi. 
Peter is dearly boug)it at tbe ^ 

price of barrowing emotions '* 
aroused by a liolpless girl's predicament. 
Conscious, perhaps, of this dofoct in his 
sehemo, the author (assisted by Mr. 
Bouhchier in bis most unbeliovukle 
mood) sought to imparl a high gravity 
to Peter's defence of her and expected 
us to take it quite seriously; but 
this defence was almost as laughable 
as anything in the play, thanks to the 
absurdity of its milieu. Tho fact is, 
it is easy enough to introduce comic 
relief into a serious theme, but the 
converse process is fraught with 
appalling difficulties. 

One's appreciation of the author’s 
motives, if any, was not greatly helped 
by the performance of Mr. IIkhbekt 
Slkath in the part of the young man 
whose elopement with Periwinkle was 
frustrated by his father's intervention. 
One gathered subsequently that he was 
trying to satirise the attitude of an age 
that has discarded the former frank¬ 


ness of men of the world and embroiders Walter Stancombe on his hood; he 
its sins with a specious phraseology; chose however to do it on his feet, 
but during much of tho First Act one and was inimitable in that' position, 
simply concluded that his voieo and Mr. Bouhchier did not seem quite to 
' manner woo as wrong os tlioy could realize himself in this scone; at times 
| ho. “ You don't understand !" ho kept ho was in deadly earnest, at others his 
saying- -a phrase, by tho way, that interest appeared to wander. - But he 
| occurred more than onco on other lips, had had a good deal to go through. 
J And he was right: I rlidu’t understand. He had been loath to forego his ancient 
, Tho scenery was happier than the reputation as the pink of impropriety, 
things that went on insido it. The but was hound iu honour to adopt 
! comcrsatioii on deck in the First Act a paronlal attitudo towards tho girl 
was rat her second-rate, and made me committed to his ehargo. Ho had 
wonder whether tho Royal Yacht watched his emotions suffering a 
Squadron knew much about Peter's sea-change into something more senti- 
frionds when they elected him to their mental; and, white for the girl’s sako 
fastidious corporation; and all the ho had had to ropudiato the base in- 
business of the liqueurs and tho fan- sinuations of his wife, for bis own he 
itastie tr as!, that went with them was had privily rejoiced at this cxchso for a 

ilii,m In i.... 11 ir 


-.11 \i:I- nil, in’.oi'.u ami nil. (.lul, is 


- SOMI'.HOIIY JXSK s, 

.Miss. Tima Jam is. From Horn: to Hottmanx 

.»,'/ i, l !™i" ,lsli ' sounds but a slight step. 

. I took it on Thursday night 

' forced. The Second Act showed when I looked in for an hour or So 
| us tho saloon of The Kill with a at Mr. Hammkrstkix'k Ifouso aud re-, 

! sectional view of tho sen. One 1ms of freshed my memory of a couple of tho. 
course seen the river in Das Jllieimjald brief and rather foolish ('antes. I was. 
so treated, hut I novel - remember to in time for a few admirable renderings 
have had the sea presented to me in of the popular barcarolle, and onco more 
I this architectural aspect. Tlievo was found Madame Victoria Feu in groat 
[also a fat pinnaco permanently fixed voice as the consumptive A ntonia. Mr. 
and affording a very adroit cover for Fiunk Poulock was again a delightful 
the arrival and departure of The Nut's liguro as Hoffmann, and everybody sang 
visitors. The extremely small dimen- and played worthily of tho high reputa- 
sions of the saloon, which at one time tion of the London Opera House for tho 
was required to hold almost the entire excellence of its ensemble. 0. 8. 

cast, had the bijou air which one . -.* • -..■ 

associates with private theatricals. “Herbert Orient did well to draw 2-2 ivttk 
On the other hand the spacious Thursday."— tl'oolicirh GiceHc. 
drawing-room of the Third Act offered A good omen for Herbert’s great match 
ample accommodation for tho most with Tuesday week. 

incredible Court of Knquiry that was . --- 

ever conducted, Boyal Commissions not ® UB 8* th iL do ?2 1 m “ y wftnt 
excepted. Mr. Fred Kerb, who took . ITheI)tlk#sndlJuo R Cona , UjsM , h(lvo 
a leading hand in its manipulation, arranged to make an expensive tow through 
could have played tho part of Sir Onmi% ,, —Glasiiow Eming Times. 






SiMiiU Lifer (trlto isdvi,i{io H-itltiiiy-liiur in (Inkills). “I j">\’r r.xmt vm: see maw &rt: vnckks it iiki:k ’’ 

O/'l. Sty/ltcnl [ivjtrcticchj). “ Vkki,, there's yer«bl' the MY, ANIi tiimie man amchkk THAME IIKIIKYIIOuIN J Wf week.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It will,no doubt, bo excellent nows for the many admirers 
of Incomparable Britain that ber creators, Agnus and 
JlonitTON Castuk, have now given to tbe world certain 
further advontnres of this fascinating lady, in a book called 
Love Gilds the Seem (Smith, Elder). 1 protest 'tis a title 
vastly well-suited to tbe matter of the tales, sinco all of 
them turn upon some pretty aff&ir of gallantry or tender 
intrigue. As for tbe manner of them, because tho great 
quality of oighteenth-contury fiction is atmosphere, and 
this is far more difficult of attainment in a short story 
than a long, you must not ho surprised if tlioy suffer a 
little from their brevity. But for all that the adventures 
are excellently entertaining; comedies, light and artilicial 
ns the time itself, with scarcely a nolo graver than the 
lamentation of some jilted exquisite or tho half-serious 
distress of a fair lady over the fickleness of her lord. And 
through them the lovely Kitty Bellairs, now promoted to 
Lady Kilcrowy, takes her elegant and devastating way, 
string-pulling with all the grace and skill imaginable. Of 
her exploits, I think I best liked that in which she foiled 
the plot of a jealous rival, who had purposed that tho 
country bride of Beau Stafford (anothor- old friend) should 
appear at Bath races a figure of fun in green and cherry- 
colour. How Kitty Kilcroney dotects this, re-dressos the 
chit in record time, and winds up her triumph by presenting 
a blushing beauty to H.B.H., can better be read than de¬ 
scribed, Certainly you will enjoy it better in that way. 


Mr. Kociar' .Tepson is doing for (lie suburbs even more 
than Mr. Arnold Bennett has done for tbe Potteries. Mr. 
Bennett makes the Fivo Towns romantic; Mr. JnrsoN 
makos Chiswick lurid. In tho last book of his that 1 read, 
Chiswick was enjoying a jolly bout of human sacrifices in 
the hack garden; in The House on the Mall (Hutchinson) 
it is suffering from it spasm of murders indoors. I have 
always held that the only really readable novels of sensation 
are those written, tongue in cheek, by men capable of better 
tilings. The House on the. Mall goes to strengthen this 
theory. Even when tho blood is pouring its thickest and 
the thunder rolling its loudest, Mr. Jkpson never loses his 
distinction. His characters live, even when they are dying 
violently. The Marquess of Drysdalc,alias that simultaneous 
criminal duo, Paul Mauleverer and Andrew Bawnsley (he is 
both of them in turns), is a delightful character, who makes 
Professor Mowuity, N.O.C. (Napoleon of Crime), seem like 
a curate. For one moment., in Chapter XXIX., I was afraid 
that lie was about to forget himself and vulgarly murder a 
guest with a knife; butl was swiftly reassured. Instead, 
he let him down in n lift into an underground cell beneath 
tho Thames, shut him in and drowned him, like the fino old 
English gentleman ho was. Another acquaintance he dis¬ 
posed of by dropping him into a cellar, the floor of which 
was a sort of sinister Joy-Wheel, doing—like some South 
American Bepublio—its 250 revolutions a minute. Finally, 
I should like to add that the real Eixur Jisvson .peeps 
out at intervals throughout the story in some comedy 
chapters hill of excellent dialogue between the only three 
non-murderous ohamoters in tho caBt. 
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A keen sense of humour, an intimate knowledge of its series of short sharp paragtyglhai rends too much a 
Dublin, and an X-ray-like insight into tho souls of char- precis to be entirely satisfactory as a novel. Drinks should 
women, policemen, labourers, labourers' wives, young Irish not be over-watered, but too much spirits should not be 
patriots and children, are the qualities which onablod taken neat; which brings me back to the story, whose hero, 
Mr. James Stephens to inako The Charwoman's Daughter if he had not consumed so much neat brandy, would have 
(Macmillan) tho little gem it is. Perhaps it is in married Viola Wymondham quito curly on and coased to bo 
bis psychological analysis of tho policeman that Mr. of interest. I do not remember having previously watched 
Stephens moro particularly excels. Tho nameless con- the averting of an undesired marriage by tbe process of 
stable whose vast shadow falls on tho life of Mary deliberately intoxicating the lover in the presence of his 
Makebelieve will remain in my mind long after I have mistress, and I am not over anxious to watch it again, 
forgotten many another character in contemporary fiction. But in this instance the brutal thing is so well done and is 
Never after this, though I may not agree with Mary's so much part and parcel of a fine study that it is not only 
mother, tho charwoman, who hold that “ their continual forgivable but legitimate. I advise those in search of a good 
pursuit of and intercourse witli criminals tended to book to read this one in small doses, closing it from time to 
deteriorate their moral tone,” can I feel quite the same timo and pausing to deduce for themselves tho moralwhich 
towards the Force. You see, this policeman of Mary's was the elovor authoress would no doubt have inserted if only she 
a snob. He courted,—--——- ---.could have found 


a snob. He courted —- 

Mary till he found 
her one day scrub¬ 
bing the iloor of 
his aunt’s house, 
and then he de¬ 
cided that it would 
he infra dig. for a . j j 

mau of his class i 1 ' 

■to marry her. So 1 ' | 

ho abandoned tho 
idea, and when, on ; ;j 

consideration, bo 1 
docided that lie r 

wanted her after '{ 

all, she had dis- t- 

covered that she 'i; 

did not want him, 
but preferred Mrs. 
Caffcrty's lodger, a 
yOuug man with 
a fiery soul and a 
perpetual hungo;- 
which oven stir¬ 
about could scarce- ; 

ly blunt. Where- j, (l 

upon tlie police-. xoT »» 

man violently j cu 

assaulted thoyoong ( y lrf 

nian, who came 


Iiuiimj ifnti iii Trial!in<j I'oiiijsniy. “We play Jf.iMi.t.r jo-mioit, I.ajujik, m ave Lrince is a chap- 
r?" fliih-.lliisiijiY. “Vi.s, Mu. Montdojueiiy.” tor called f Do 

IcivltiitjM ud. “Then I most uokiww tiie sum or 'nio ricNcuI” Profundis," in 

Nub-Maiuiijcr. ‘‘Why which a shipwreck 

Laulimj ifun. “I ham: rorr. hays' oiiowtii ores my nnv. One cannot pi.av ’ 8 described with 
it LET IN A UEAllll!" Klltl-MlIiUllJCt. “ U.U -ttEl.l.-■ Wk’j.I, ll.’,r on MacbktiiI" a flash of real 


the room and the 
timo to do so. 




home “ in a mood jf A u Ln A maud! ... .... 

of extraordinary ——---- --! genius. For that 

happiness” and declared that “ho wouldn't have missed it chapter T am glad to liave read the book. Bub the 
for a pension.” It is a very long time indeed since I read story itself did not grip mo; one never gets on intimate 
such a human, satisfying book. Every page contains some terms with tho characters, and tho author as a showman 
happy phrase or illuminating piece of character drawing. I is continually in the front of the picture. The hero, a sOn 
particularly enjoyed Mrs. Cajferty’s bracing treatment for of rich but extremely unsatisfactory parents, seems to have 
invalids, which involved the co-operatiou of all her six stepped out of the back of beyond. He hurries around 
children and a cat, some to play runaway horses about the doing good deeds and distributing money, then he loses, 
room, others to ho tigers in a jungle, and two to play the everything and becomes practically a beggar-prince, until 
game of bump on the bed, while she herself sat at tho sido in tho ond love and justice are triumphant. ThiB is a first 
of the bed “ telling with a gigantic voice a story wherein novel and, although I cannot recommend 'it as a yrholc, 
her husband’s sister figured as the despicable person she one chapter is worth reading and remembering. 
was to the oye of discernment.” _^ 

_ . • t 

The Cuckoo in Sussex. 

It would be impossible to tell the story of Sharroto Sib,-- I think it may interest your readers to know that' 
(Hutchinson) in a single paragraph; tbe Baroness von during a holiday jn the heart of Sussex since. Boater T 
Hutten has hersolf taken 879 closely printed pages for the have not yet heard the cuckoo. Unhappily 1 have beep 
purpose, and none of that is mere verbiage. Indeed, mys rendered stone deaf, at least temporarily, by tho. singing 
grievance is that so much happens to Sandy before and of the nightingales. 1 * 
after he becomes Lord Sharrmv that his biographer can Your obedient 'Serving . / ' 

hod no spsce for comment or digression ; and the story, in - ’■ ?■- ’ 


-- ‘ 

T 


m v, 

LA " ■■ 


J.iu hmj ifnti iii I'm celling I'oiiijnmg. 


tor called “ Ik; 
Profundis," in 
which a shipwreck 
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a flash of real 
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The anniversary of the Turkish 
Surtax's accession was observed last 
week in Constantinople with more than 
usual display, but the arrangements to 
view the Italian fleet unfortunately fell 
through. 

" On Saturday," writes a correspon¬ 
dent to The Evening News, “my son 
caught an orange-tip butterfly in the 
garden in front of my house. Surely 
this is an unusual occurrence in April ? " 
The person best qualified to answer 
this question is surely the son ? 

In consequence of a Paris chauffeur 
having had his cab stolen from him, 
in future these vehicles will be fastened 

| to the drivers by means- 

of a stout chain. 


Wo merely give the 
rumour for what if is 
worth; hut it is said 
that at the French Sid¬ 
ney Street affair the 
police could have rushed 
their men long before 
they did, only the cine¬ 
matograph operators ob¬ 
jected, wishiug to make 
a really good thing of it. 

“Who framed the 
Home Rulo Bill ? ” asks a 
correspondent. We can¬ 
not bring ourselves to 
divulge the secret, nor 
even to say whether so 
sketchy a design was 
really worth framing. 


Mr. Churchill, in opening the de- 
hato on the second reading of the 
Home Rule Bill, asked Members to 
look at the Irish question with “ the 
modem eye." He must have meant 
" Tho Glad Eye.” 

' ' 

The provisions of the Shops Act have 
aroused so much ill-feeling in barbers’ 
shops, according to one account, that 
several Cabinet Ministers are now care¬ 
ful to do their own shaving. 

s’,*. 3 

How, it is being asked, will the pro¬ 
moters of “ Shakspeare’s England ” at 
Earl’s Court be ablo to work in the 
flip-flaps and the wiggle-wogglos, and 
similar, sensational attractions which 
seem to be necessary to the suooess of 
a modem exhibition ? We understand 
that these will all be there under the 
title, “ What Shakspeare Missed." 

y. 

The Pall MaU, Gazette draws atten¬ 
tion ^the fact, that in Prance there are 


statues to Queen Victoria and Kino Also A Browbeaten Husband ’■’ 
Edward, John Stuart Mill, Siiak- writes to say that Mr. Dawbon cannot 
speare, Jenner, and Lord Brougham, have seen his (the writer's) wife’s now 
and asks whether there is a single hat. ... * 

monument to a Frenchman in this 

country. The state of affairs is not so Alterations in the sorvleo for the 
bad as our contemporary imagines. We burial of the dead, to make it suitable 
have ono of William the Conqueror, for persons of bad as well as for those 
y of good character, were suggested at 

The Nation informs us that Mr. the moeting of Convocation last week. 
Arnold Bennett is about to leave Wo understand that a series of demon- 
Fontainebleau and to reside porma-, strations by persons of bail character 
nently in England. If this report ho j is to bo hold all over the country in 
true it is one of the most signal com- j order to strengthen the hands of the 
pliments which have been paid to this reformers. ... , 

country for somo time. | s 

y j We can find no excuse for the mis- 

Mcssrs. Pitman have just published printer who referred to The Printers,' 
a now volume entitled " Wool" in their P/e Trust as The Printers' Pie Crust. 
“Common Commodities of Commerce'’ y 

---Thirty shillings in gold 

, . have been found by some 

'il|; jWXIr i Hi men cleauingout the slot 

gdllijlUh I if line of the tramways in 

1 lUft- PlfllP 1 If j High Road, Clapton. To 

J) IP f Hi s I tlr °t» a P enn y ® 11,13 

UvoSkA vliJ'wl B Wltfr.!* /JIJmM ■“•Iteu :slot is a common pro- 

|L/l<aSSLII n||L pCOiding, hut this looks 

fjylKiirr^Brvfe ft [U Lm§ ■I'lffiiffll a* if someone 1ms been 
faBIllJilB'lf >1 [II WiiwraC ■MlUi overdoing it. 


An undertaker’s adver¬ 
tisement figured on the 
official programme of the 
Health Week at King¬ 
ston-on-Thames. This 
is a pretty tribute to 
the influence of that ad¬ 
mirable movement. The 
undertakers are evidently 
realising already that it 
will become increasingly 
difficult for them to get 
- business. 





“These thick frames are a coon iih:a. 


Series. Mr. Maxwell is fortunate to 

havo been first in the field with his In The Journalistic Touch. 

Cotton Wool. ... .. “A party of eight started into the sealed 

- passages of the rave at two o'clock, and they 

“ When Persia was most prosperous," did not return to daylight again until late last 

says a lecturer, "poetry was at its ..... 

worst.” So, after all, tho motives 0 f j The Oayhght Savmg Bill seems to be. 

many of our poets may be altruistic. at " ork ,ier ®|_ 

T . . , . . , . ,, Life in the Province!. 

It is reported that, a short time „ Xwo „ , 11VC Wn sigIlUd olf Bil . kc „. 

ago, the lions that guard the kelson hmV-nrtMrc £c,nie<j Post. 

Monument started “sponging.” We And the blue-bottle which was observed 
see no objection to this, ft is a circling over Liverpool last month is 
cleanly habit. ^ nevermentionednowatlocalteu-parties. 

Mr. C. E. Dawson, ill a lecture at tho “To the first quart of slraincd wat-M- add 


Mr. C. E. Dawson, in a lecture at the 
Camera Club, declared that tiro ugliest 
thing in London was a man's silk hat, 
and suggested as a substitute a Roman 
helmet, similar to the headgear of tho 
members of the Fire Brigade. A corre¬ 
spondent would like to know whether 
he should wear a morning coat or a 
frock coat with it; and what about 
spats? 


“To the first quart ol slraincd wat»r add 
cold water, and the dirt will come out of the 
coat and look new .”—Ureryml Scho. 

And then you can put the new dirt on 
another coat. 

“ Suffering seems a tonibstono lmng round ns; 
in reality, it is a woiglit to keep down the, diver 
while he is eolhrjling pearls,”— Jlcsdon, Times. 
So we discovered when we collect**! 
[this pearl. ' 


u 







PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mas 8 , 1912. 


: 342 

THE STRIKE OF TAILORS. 

(Thoughts after a visit to the Royal Academy.) 
Tailors ! Your insurrection rives my heart! 

I was to have a waistcoat mado, 

An evening waistcoat, propor to a smart 
Occasion, fitting close as guide, 

With points depending halfway to the kneo, 

And now—it cannot ho! 

Inside its virgin samite as I sat, 

The cynosure of eyes, the hub 
Of incidental conversation at 
Tho Poets' pelf-ofl'iiccmont Club, 

I should have made my mark, f feel eonwnced, 
Upon the 1 Kill inst. 

Strikes I have borne ere'itow, as Britons can, 

With' cheek unblenehod, with head sublime; 
When coal was off 1 faced it like a man 
(Being out of England at the time); 

Bat this comes nearer home; this now unrest 
Touches me on the chest. 

Tho moment you select is too unfair— 

Now, when our youth would fain rehearse 
The change from vernal bloom to summer wear; 

And yot you might have done far worse, 

Alight have declined, lust soason, to compose 
Our Coronation clo's. 

What wo lmd lost if you lmd struck just then, 
Burlington House is witness: here, 
figures from that high pageant live again, 

Posing in full official gear 
(Notably I remark tho very natty 

Suit of Sir A. Scott-G vtty). 

Harder the blow, though this were hard enough, 
Had you refused to ply your thread 
lor common portraits where tho tailored stuff 
Kindly eclipses face and head; 

You would have ruined half the staple toil 
Of such as work in oil. 

So, when T think what havoc might have been 
In Art's domain, 1 am resigned 
To waive my waistcoat, and with soul serene, 
Walking the Park, to view my kind 
Enforced, in Summer airs, to trail tho Spring's 

Belated trouserings. 0. S. 


The Diver. 

“'An item which was dcsnvcdlv np|>i«utiJ and Jmcamal was 
Chopin’s I’ollcnmise ‘,S'ii Miner."'— if'csfonl Fen 2'i's >. 

“One diner at a City restaurant yesterday had just reached tho 
fish at 2 . 80 , alien his favourite waiter, with an ajudogetic eougli, in¬ 
gratiatingly remarked, ‘ Shall you require anything more, sir t I have 
to go to luncheon myself now, sir.' This is compulsory under the 
Act.”— iMiili/ Unit. 

Thera will be an outcry when tho first waiter is seut to 
prison for omitting the apologetic cough. 


"Au unattended perambulator, containing a baby, at Willesden 
yesterday started down on incline, ran on to the canal towing-path, 
and dropped into the water. Walter Norwood, who witnessed the 
accident from the bridge, promptly dived into tho water, rescued the 
baby, and handed it over to its mother. 

The Luxury of a bath is incomplete without the addition of-'s 

Ammonia. . . . Post. 

Seeing, however, that it was quite an unpremeditated 
Affair on the part of both bathers, they may be forgiven 
for leaving out the ammonia. 


THE SECONO CITY. 

Slay, 1912.— The nows that Glasgow is seeking parlia¬ 
mentary powers to increase her boundaries and swallow 
up Govan, Partick, and other suburbs, lias been received 
in Liverpool with no little consternation and dismay. 
Despite the exceedingly disappointing results of the 1911 
census, it must not be supposed that the enterprising 
seaport on the Mersey ever lost hope. On the contrary, 
it was full of contidenco in its ability to make up the 
necessary leeway before the eloso of tiio present , decade. 
It is now, however, estimated that Greater .Glasgow will 
contain over one million inhabitants, anil Liverpool recog¬ 
nises that unless effective action is taken at <?nce there 
will no longer be any room for doubt—even among its own 
optimistic inhabitants—as to which is tho Second City of 
tho Empire. 

September, 1912—Our Special Correspondent learns that 
tho Liverpool Municipality now hopes to promote a Bill 
in Parliament with a view to incorporate Birkenhead, 
Wallasoy, and—probably—Ormskirk, Doubt has been 
expressod, howevor, in local circles as to whother this will 
quite do it, some authorities declaring that the total will 
still lie a few thousands short. The figures for tho last 
census are being closely scanned, and it is probable that— 
in order to make assurance double sure—Poulton-eum- 
Soacombe may be thrown in at tho last, moment. 

January, 1915.—Glasgow lias annoxed Paisley. A muni¬ 
cipal modal has been struck to celebrate the event. 

May, 1915.—It is understood that Liverpool— after the 
recent appropriation of Iloylake and Lower Bebington — 
presented an ultimatum to the Lord Provost of Glasgow. 
Its actual terms have not transpired, but thore can bo 
little doubt that it pointed out the hopelessness of con¬ 
tinuing tho straggle and drew attention to tho vast 
population of South Lancashire, all eagorly awaiting the 
invitation to dull themselves citizens of the Second City. 

January, 1931.—The inclusion of Falkirk within the 
area of Greater Glasgow, while not in itself of any 
importance, has caused a growing feeling of uneasiness 
on the banks of the Mcrseri It lias beon noticed that 
Glasgow’s expansion in the last docade has all been in an 
eastorly direction; and this sinister fact is a source of 
deep anxiety to her rival.- 

Lakr .~\liverpool has taken over Warrington. 

January, 1932.—There is nothing at all startling in tho 
New Year Annexations, .published to-day. It may bo 
assumed that London is quite prepared to iiio\e swiftly and 
effectively, should any outlie threatened combinations in : 
the North imperil her supremacy. 

January, 1933.—Tho blow has fallen. Creator Glasgow 1 
has to-day roped in Edinburgh, Leith, Portobello aud Fish-' 
errow. Greater Liverpool’s obvious counter-stroko has. 
unexpectedly failed, as Greater Manchester lias escaped' 
from her clutches and grabbed Greater Birmingham on her 
own account. A frightful struggle is in prospect botween 
tho two Lancashire cities for tho possession of Greater 
Widnes. ' 

January, 1953.—Since the discovery of unlimited gold (in 
enormous nuggets of great purity) in the immediate vicinity 
of Ventnor no census lias been taken in the Isle of Wigty. 
But experts are now convinced that Creator Ventnor is 
already the Second City of the Empire. 


“The water is less cold than lias Ik-oii felt two months later than 
it woe this year the first week in April."- -Guernsey Weekly Press. 

This is one of the “Sentences we generally decide to 1 
begin again some other way"; and we would have called 
it that only it makes suoh an awkward title. 
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Vatu-mu, i (In muluri.it, n-tm, hiring iitmlr-rl ■itltg left Ait nr in rtmrgr. of mi rrj,.-rt l’iif t Inn ho,I I,is win,-to Ujtm). “Now, 8lU, 
WMI.ll YOU III: I'llM'.UIKJl TCI MVKAll THAT YOU 1IAI1 If W1IKX YOU AltBIVlil)?” 


MORNING-POST-IMPRESSIONISM. 

[ Being a froMi- ;itt<Miij.(. to rival 1 h- iniimtiililu 
litcT.iry methods ami |.ml'uimd imisicul kumv. 
Iv.lan cil' tin: miisicjal critic of Tin- Morning Vast, 
who, in the issue, of May 2, included Tristan unit 
hotitr iu the Jtiug. ] 

To complete the present cyclo of 
Wagnerian music-dramas Verdi’s Car¬ 
men was performed last Saturday at 
the Royal Opera. Originally composed 
as a lever de ridean by the veteran 
Italian maestro, under tho title, II 
Darbicre di Stvitjlia, the opera js now 
universally accepted as a typical work, 
and its performances are grootod with 
generous toleration by tho opera-going 
public, though it cannot be seriously 
contended that the ethical significance 
of the story conduces to the mainte¬ 
nance of a decorous conception of civio 
life. 

The performance was for the most 
part in such capable hands, or perhaps 
we should say, throats, that tho meri- 
tpriousness of the rendition appealed 
with convincing force to the more 
serious-minded seotion of the auditors. 
Madame Fritzi Langerzalm has ap¬ 
peared many hundred times in the part 
of Carmen, but on this occasion, as 
during the whole of her present engage¬ 
ment, she indicated an advance of 


redoubtable dimensions upon her previ¬ 
ous efforts. Hho met every demand 
on her resources with a determination 
that evinced great physical energy re¬ 
inforced by patient artistic study of the 
most compelling verisimilitude,and her 
handling of tho castanets in the scene 
when tho infatuated dragoon violates 
the dictates of discipline at the cull of 
amorous inclination elicited unstinted 
panegyrics from all quarters of tho 
houso. 

Signor Tombolini, as Don Jose, sus¬ 
tained his share in tho representa¬ 
tion with more than all his wonted 
zest, though ho did not invariably 
succeed in furnishing the chaste quality l 
of timbro to which he has familiarised i 
his numerous admirers. One could not 
help feeling that to an artist of his 
sensitive temperament tin somewhat 
glaring scherno of colour emliodicd in 
the integuments of his nether man 
must havo impaired tho equanimity 
which as a rule bo is so fortunate in 
being able to evolve from tho recesses 
of his dramatio imagination. But, 
with thoso reservations, his impersona¬ 
tion was marked by a gallant and 
soldierlike bearing such as one might 
naturally expect in an officer, even 
though of subordinate rank, belonging 


to a raco renowned for their peninsular 
dignity. 

Herr Hugo Kumpelmayer remains 
tho best representative of the tauri- 
eidul gladiator that has yet emerged 
on tho metropolitan hoards. 11 is 
range of facial expression, indicative 
of ilie whole gamut of emotion, is a 
masterpiece of lineamenlal exposition. 
Tho Micaeht. of the cast was Madame 
Gemma d’AntichitV, whose impeccable 
demureness of demeanour invested tho 
role with an ingenuous archness wholly 
germane to tho situation. In Mile. 
Kugfmie Pipette was found a Mercedes 
of greater youthfulness than usual, but 
her appearance supported her rich 
vocal tone. Tho reception of the w r ork 
was marked by a cordiality which 
testified how fully tho audience ap : 
preciated the meritorious efforts of tho 
artists concerned in a thoroughly con¬ 
scientious rendition. 

The Daily Chronicle denios the exist¬ 
ence of “ caves ” among the Ministerial¬ 
ists, and protests that tho Government 
policy is “ far from being the causo of 
dry-rot.” But does this prove any¬ 
thing ? We ourselves havo often noticod 
the absence of dry-rot as a feature of 
eaves, especially soa-caves. * 
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tuc mivtiidc 8TV1 {enthusiastically. On the Friday he made his speech, and on 

THE MIXTURE, NEW STYLE. jthe following day the whole country was ringing with it. 

You want to know tho true inward history of the glorious! The Daily Mail called it an unsurpassable effort in oratory, 
speech which made tho miserable minions of an enslaved The Daily Telegraph said it was better than Bjhght in his 
democracy tremble in their venal shoes, and sent spasms best day, and Applegate was o. mode man. Now that all 
of sucred jubilation to irradiate the valos of Ulster and tho the actors have passed away from the scene, I don't mind 
hills of Wales, to say nothing of tho habitations of tho telling you that the speech was substantially mine, but there 
Primrose League, with which our own beloved Britain is [ was one peculiarity about it. Applegate got my notes out 
magnificently dotted, The spcocli, you say,madothe name of their proper ordor, hut he was so carried away by the 
of Applegate for ever famous. Weil, I'm not going to say occasion that ho didn’t mind. He mixed up Home Rulo 
a word against Dick Applegate. He was a good enough ■ and Disestablishment and Wales and Ireland inextricably, 
sort, free with his subscriptions and a sfcoady-going figure-, but it didn’t in the least affect the success of his speech, 
head at bazaars and smoking concerts; but he was just a Indeed the Chairman said that he had nover in his whole 
littlo thick in the skull, and tho plain fact is that without life listened to any speaker who had so completely and 


my help that speech of his would 
never have existed. 1 '11 tell you 
how it all camo about. ' 

Wo wore sitting in Applegate's 
smoking-room. Dick was curi-, 
ously glum and depre-sed. I had j 
done all 1 could to cheer him up! 
- read him oxtracts from Bonar j 
Law's last great fighting speech . 
and picked paragraphs from Mr. ’ 
Leo Maxse's monthly compen¬ 
dium of the elogancos, but all was ■ 
Useless. At last ho made an effort 
and spoke: “The fact is,” ho 
said, "i 've got to make a bit of a 
speech on Friday at our Junior 
Senior Constitutional Associ¬ 
ation. It's to be a big affair.! 
Some of our greatest leaders are j 
to be there, and of course I shall 
have to chip in with a voto of 
thanks or something. Tho Chair¬ 
man tolls me they will look to mo! 
to give them some real hot stuff 
on Horae Rule and Welsh Dis¬ 
establishment, and I 'vo been 
cudgelling my brains for two or 
three days, but I can’t work it. 
Tho words won’t como." 

“Lookhero, Applegate,” I said, 

" this is serious. Think what an 
opportunity you have. Confisca- 



lnilliantly covered tho ground. 
“The name of Applegate,” he 
continued, “will now take its 
stand besido Chatham and Bea- 
consfield and Chamberlain.” 
Do you remember tho pulpiest of 
Applegate's patches? This is 
how it went:— 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we 
aro met together at a crisis in 
tho affairs of our country. Other 
Ministries have been mean; this 
Ministry is fraudulent. Let 
them learn that the free men of 
England will not allow Ulster to 
he robbed of the great and splen¬ 
did organisation which for cen¬ 
turies has spread tho light of. 
religion through the length and 
breadth of Wales. If a Church 
is to ho attacked and despoiled 
by these time-servers, led by tho 
outcast of Limehouse, a million 
blades will leap from their scab¬ 
bards in defence of Ulster's patriot 
Presbyterians. Far be it from mo 
to counsel insurrection, hut if 
ever men were justified in taking 
arms it is those who have rallied 
in defence of the money which the 
liberality of pious benefactors has 
bequeathed for the purposes of the 


.ion; .pita,; ,obb»ry; to-, 2 *t, 52 “ “ P h »* “ >?<“ 

iuonu aggression on tho sacred > Deserted Coal Mink,” by Mr. Inkkrman Knight, the is not lightly to be treated as the 

rights of the Ulster minority; the minks artist. milch cow of Redmond and his 

brains and the brawn of Ireland, Tim simplicity, breadth of treatment and than- gang of paid politicians. Are 

as embodied in Captain Craio yulLUTY 0F ®“ B “ sn rBlH r,CTtrnE MAKK 1T AP, ' KA ‘' men like that to be allowed to 

and Mr. Moore, placed under -- — - break up our Empire, to control 

tho disgraceful heel of a bodollared Redmond ; traitorous our armed forces, and to batten on the plunder of the poor 
attackon the monarchy byacringingbutevanescentmajority ; parishes of Wales? Are cathedrals to be turned into 
of mean-spirited political mountebanks; loyalty and patriot-; dancing saloons without a protest from those whose welfare 
ism bartered away at the bidding of a paltry pettifogger; is inseparably bound up with the teeming industries of 
religion dragged in the mud of faction by curs without Belfast ? Let us hurl back the challenge so rashly given 
convictions and sneaks without souls—upon my honour, by the pestilential faction whose presence in the oouncil- 
Applegate, there’s stuff enough in the present situation for chamber of the nation is an outrage to the Sovereign and 
fifty speeches. Study your Carson, my boy; read up your an offence to every decent-minded man. Ulster may 
F. E. Smith ; dip deep into your Bonar Law ; take a hint perish, but she will not perish unaided by the Bishops and 
or two from Winterton ; tell the Ministi.7 that Mr. Clergy of a country whose only fault has been to produce 
Gladstone would disown them if he could revisit the the Chancellor op the Exchequer. St. Asaph will fight, 
scene of his statesmanlike activities; and, it you want gentlemen, and St. Asaph will be right." 
some real plums of logic and language, spend half-an-hour There were other bits more or less like this, but this was 
or so in the immediate neighbourhood of a brace of Welsh the best. Applegate never quite repeated his triumph, but 
Bishops.” he was in great request as a platform speaker for years 

( The Upshot of it was that Applegate asked mo to write afterwards. When he got his Privy-Counoillorsbip he sent 
down some notes for him. I did it, anthJie thanked me [me a silver eigar box. 






















A PRAYER TO MAY. 


Not for tho bluebell carpet spread 
Under the blossom-roof, 

Not for the cowslip^ sake, I dread, 

Not in tho birds’ behoof 
1 ask you, May—be gontlo, ma'am ; 

Sorry of course I always am 
When rough winds spoil tho unwearied jam, 
And tho ratlio swallow, almost dead, 

Crios that the Spring was spoof. 

• 

Tears for tho bloom of peach and plum, 

Tears for the forest floor, 

Tears may be ours for songsters dumb, 

But, oh ! far more, far more 
For “nuts” that feel the force unkind 
Of wintry days—for nuts whoso rind 
Gleams with a gloss for Spring designed, 
Suits that could drown a rolling drum 
And vests that shriek and roar. 

There is a young man up our road, 

And who can say whnt rats 
Empurpled his attire, what wood 
The neck-wear that he pats? 

For weeks be has gone up to town 
Tilting a straw hat on his crown, 

His face already slightly browti. 

He keeps a Sort of “ you-be-blowed ” 

Languor and two white spats. 


And yet a month or more ngono 
Ilo was a worm, an ort; 

Shabby the garb bo used to don, 

Dusty bis tile, bis port 
Showed nothing of the man be is, 

Forth bursting from his chrysalis, 

A study iu life’s harmonics;— 

Ilis comnulos sometimes call him John, 

And sometimes “good old spoil.” 

Hut oh! if sudden storms of rain 
Should make him doll' that vest, 

If darkling bo should fare again 
To tho tubo-station, dressed 
In bis old bowler and worn suit, 

Thai were a sorrow more acuto 
Than all tho spoiling of the fruit, 

More poignant than the swallow's pain 
Ilis agony confessed. 

Therefore I ask your mercy, May: 

From all dark morns and dim 
Spare us, except just once, wo 'll say 
(Pardon a poet's whim),— 

Just onoo the kind of day one loathes, 

And lot John wear his cast-off elothos 
And hurry shamofaced, full of oaths, 
Tubo-wards, and let me pass that way 
And smjle one smile on him. Kvor. 
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THE CONTINENTAL MANNER. 

Of course I should recognise Simp¬ 
son anywhere, even at a masked ball. 
Besides, who but Simpson would go to 
I a fancy-dress dance as a short-sighted 
executioner, and wear his spectacles 
outside his mask? But it was a 
! surprise to me to see him there at 
; all. 

“Samuel," I said gravely, tapping 
him on the shoulder, “ L shall have to 
write home about this.” 

He turned round with a start. 

“Hallo!” he said eagerly. "How 
splendid I But, my dear old chap, why 
aren’t you in costume? ” 

"I am," 1 explained. "I’ve come 
as au architect. Luckily the evening 
clothes of an architect are similar to 
my own. Excuse me, Sir, but do you 
want a house built ? ” 

“ How do you liko my dross? I am an 
executioner. 1 loft my axe in the cloak¬ 
room.” 

“ So I observe. You know, in real life 
one hardly ever meets an executioner 
who wears spectacles. And yet, of 
eonrso, if one can't see the head 
properly without glasses-” 

“ By Jove," said Simpson, “ thcresho 
is again." 

Columbine in a mask hurried past 
us und mixed with the crowd. What 
ono could see ot her face looked pretty; 
it seemed to have upset Simpson alto¬ 
gether. 

“ Ask her for a dance,” I suggested. 
“ Bo a gay dog, Simpson. Wake 1 ,ondon 
up. At a masked ball one is allowed a 
certain amount of licence." 

“ Exactly," said Simpson in somo 
excitement. “ Ono naturally looks for 
a little Continental abandon at those 
dances." ( Portrait of Simpson shmeimj 
Continental abandon.) "And so I did 
ask her for a danco just now.” 

“ She was cold, Sumuol, I fear?" 

“ She said, ‘ Sorry, I’m full up.' ” 

“ A ruse, a mere subterfuge. Now, 
look Lore, ask her again, and be more 
debonair and dashing this time. What 
you want is to endue her with the spirit 
of revelry. Porhaps you’d better go to 
the bar first and liavo a dry ginger- 
alo, and then you ’ll feel more in the 
Continental mood.” 

"By Jove, I will," said Simpson 
with great decision. 

I wandered into tho ball-room and 
looked round. Columbine was standing 
in a corner alone; somo bounder had 
cut her dance. As I looked at her I 
thought of Simpson letting himself go 
and smiled to myself. She caught the 
edge of the smile and unconsciously 
smiled back. .Remembering the good 
r advice which I had just given another, 
I decided to risk it. 


“ Do you ever dance with architects ? " 
I asked her. 

" I do sometimes,” she said. “ Not 
in Lent,” sho added. 

“In Lent,” I agreed, “ one has to 
give up the more furious pleasures. 
Shall wo just finish off this dance? 
And don’t let’s talk shop about 
architecture.” 

We finished the danco and retired to 
tho stairs. 

“ I want you to do something for me," 
1 bogan cautiously. 

“ Anything except go into supper 
again. I’ve just dono that for some¬ 
body else,”- 

“ No, it’s not that. Tho fact is I have 
a great friend called Simpson." 

“It sounds a ease for help," she 
murmured. 

“ lie is here to-night disguised as an 
executioner in glasses. He is, in fact, 
tho only spectacled liehcador present. 
You can’t miss him.” 

“ All the same, 1 managed to just 
now,” she gurgled. 

“ 1 know, llo asked you for a dance 
and you rebuffed him. Well, he is now 
fortifying himsolf with a small dry 
ginger, and ho will then ask you again. 
Do ho kind this time; ho’s really a 
delightful person when you got to 
know him. For instance, both his 
whiskers are false." 

" No doubt 1 should grow to love 
him," she agreed; “butT didn't much 
like Lis outward appearance. How¬ 
ever, if both whiskers are false, and 
if ho 'h really a friend of yours-" 

“ llo is naturally as harmless as a 
lamb,” 1 said; “ but at a dance liko 
this he considers it his duty to throw 
a little Continental abandon into his 
manner.” 

Columbine looked at mo thought¬ 
fully, nodding her head, and slowly 
began to smilo. 

“ You see,” I said, “ the possibilities." 

“ Ho shall have his danco," sho said 
decidedly. 

" Thank you very much. I should 
like to ask for anothor dance for myself 
later on, but I am afraid I should try 
to get out of you what he said, and 
that wouldn't be fair.” 

“ Of courso I shouldn't tell you.” 

“Well, anyhow, you'll have had 
enough of us by then. Oh, by tho 
way," I added, as we walked back, “ I 
think I ought to inform you that I’m 
not really an architect; this is only 
a disguise." 

“ Still, tho plan is very sound,” she 
said with a smile. . 

« if 

So I ean't say with authority what 
happened, between Simpson and Col¬ 
umbine when they met. But Simpson 
%ud I had a cigarette together after¬ 


wards and certain things came out; 
enough to make it plain that she must 
have enjoyed herself. 

“Oh, I say, old chap,” he began 
jauntily, “ do. you know—match, 
thanks—er, whereabouts is Finsbury 
Circus?” 

“ You ’re too old to go to a circus 
now, Simpson. Come and have a day 
at the Polytechnio instead," '■ 

“ Don’t he an ass; it’s a place like 
Oxford Circus. I suppose it’s in tho 
City somewhere? I wondor,” lie mur¬ 
mured to himsolf, “what she would he 
doing in thoCity at eleven o'clock in the 
morning.” 

“ Perhaps her rich uncle is in a bank, 
and she wants to shoot him. 1 wish 
you’d tell me what you’re talking 
about.” 

Simpson took off his mask and 
spectacles and wiped his brow. 

“ Dear old chap,” lie said in a solemn 
voice, “in the case of a woman ono 
cannot toll even one's best friend. You 
know how it is.” 

“ Well, if there’s going to be a duel 
you should have chosen some quieter 
spot than L’insbury Circus. Thoinolor- 
'huses distract one’s aim.” 

Simpson was silent for a minute 
or two. Then a foolish smilo flitted 
across his face, to he followed suddenly 
by a look of alarm. 

“Don’t do anything that your 
mother wouldn’t like,” I said warningly. 

He frowned and put on Ids mask 
again. 

“ Are chrysanthemums in season ?' 
he asked casually. “Anyhow, I sup¬ 
pose I could always get a yellow one ? ” 

“ You could, Simpson. And you 
could put- it in your button-hole, so 
that you can bo recognised, and go to 
Finsbury Circus to moot somebody at 
eleven o'clock to-morrow morning. 
Samuel, I'm ashamed of you. Er— 
where do you lunch ? ” 

“ At the Carlton. Old chap, I got 
quite<carried away. Tilings seemed to 
be arranged before 1 knew where I was.” 

“And what’s sho going to wear so 
that you can recognise her ? ” 

“Yes,” said Simpson, getting up, 
“ that's tho worst of it. 1 told her it 
was quite out of date, and that only 
the suburbs wore fashions a year olcl, 
hut she insisted on it. I had no idea 
sho was that sort of girl. Well, I’m 
in for it now.” He sighed heavily and 
went off for another ginger-ale. 

I think that I must be at Finsbury 
Circus to-morrow, for certainly no 
Columbine in a harem skirt will be 
there. Simpson in his loneliness will 
be delighted to see me, and then we 
can throw away his button-hole and 
have a nice little lunch together. 
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Old Purig (ree.iirrinit fivm iii/ivuza). "Tiiavkv, Mim, I'm ukitki: now; but I ears as on you >K ad it, too? 

Ih'tlrM Visitor. '■ Yks; m t I’m keaki.y am. kiuiii now. It has osi.y left jik with a inm xeukawha in my head 
OldTurh/ { si/mjKilh timlhi). ‘-Dear, drab, Mis-, that’s had; but they do say as it id ai.i,m attack hie weakest t 


T1IE RULING PASSION. 

At this lime of tlio year tiiore must 
ho many Golfing-Crickctcrs who turn 
from thoir constant study of the Rules 
of Golf to the contemplation of the 
Rules of Cricket, and find themselves 
completely at a loss to understand the 
meaning of the latter. It is clear that 
if tho summer game is to retain its 
popularity its Rules must be re-written 
in language that comes within tho 
comprehension of the oarnest Golfer. 

A brief specimen will illustrate this 
idea:— 

If the hall, after having been in the 
opinion of tho Umpire legally delivered 
by the bowler in accordance with tho 
provisions of Rules 10,11 and 12 and 
tho Appendices to tlicso Rules, touch, 
brush or impinge upon the baud of the 
striker (whether the hand of the striker 
be in motion at the time or not), but not 
if it touch, brush or impinge upon the 
noso, throat, cheat, ears, or any portion 
of the anatomy other than the hand of 
the striker, whether the striker's eyes 
be open or closed, and not if, by reason 
of his having an insect in his eye at tho 
pioment of the delivery of tho ball or 


for any other roason apart from squint' 
or other chronic physical disability! 
which tho Umpire shall considor fair 
and reasonable, the striker lie prevented | 
from obtaining a proper sight of the 
ball and signify his unpreparednoss by 
uttering in an audible voice “Not 
read)!" or an equivalent phrase, pro¬ 
vided that it be readily comprehensible 
by a person of average education (for 
definition of “average education’’ soo 
footnote), lie secured by a fielder whother 
by the hand, mouth, stomach, or other 
part of the poison (for tho purposes of 
tli is Rule tho leg-guards of the wicket¬ 
keeper shall he considered “another 
part of the person ”) or by any number 
of sucli parts acting iii conjunction, 
whother belonging to one, two or more 
fielders, before touching, in tho opinion 
of the Umpire as provided for in Rulo 
47, tho ground or. any grass or other 
vegetation growing from or lying upon 
the ground, provided that the ball when 
secured shall not have, passed outside 
tiio boundaries previously arranged by 
the two Umpires and agreed upon by 
the Captains of tho respective sides, 
then the striker is out, unless it be de¬ 
cided, by.the Umpire on appeal t[iat the 


case comes within the operation of any 
one of the seventeen Appendices to this 
lulo or of any other Rulo, Footnote or 
Appendix in force for tho timo being 
and applicable thereto. 

COTTAGE GARDEN PRAYER. 
Liitlk garden gods, 

A'ou of good bestowing, 

You of kindly showing 
Mid the pdttings and tho pods, 
Watchers of gerauium lieds, 

Pinks and slocks and suchlike orders, 
Rose, aud sloepy poppy-heads,- - 
Bless us in our borders, 

Little garden gods i 
Little garden gods, 

Bless the time of sowing, 

Watering and growing; 

Lastly, when our sunflower nods, 

And our rambler’s red array 
Waits the honey-bee her labours, 
Bless our garden that it may 
Beat our next-door neighbour's. 
Little garden gods! 

A Modem Argus. 

“1 have aocn some of tbwe truck* filled with 
niy own aytt-l'—Eming Ktwt. 

Ready to be worked into boot buttons., 
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eaeciurp ntr dadi lAMPlUT °* 8 ‘ x an ^ million realised in cliildlike faith in the Financial Press— 

E 89 tNi«£ vr rnnuAmEBi. pas t ji nanc j a i year to meet possible j Banbury, Evelyn Cecil, Lord Bob 
(Extbactib yrom tub ui.uiY ok Toby, M.l.) contingencies in Naval expenditure, j and eke Harry Chaplin indignantly 
House of Commons, Monday, April 29. Situation awkward for patriotic Oppo -1 denounced conduct of Chancellob of 
—The ways of the honourable Member sition. When scheme expounded in | Exchequer in his doaling with the 
who desires to take opportunity pro- Budget of wily Chancellor of Ex- ' Sinking Fund -conduct responsible, 
vided by the Question-hour to obtain chequer gentlemen opposite applauded! among other things, for tho fall in 
cheap advertisement are not past find- what they admitted was unexpectedly ■ Consols, tire largo bluo flies in butchers' 
ing out. On the contrary, they are far-seeingprecautioncalculatedtomain- ] shops, and tho nip of cold weather 
almost childish in their ingenuousness, tain supremacy of Navy. But it's the j which to-day mocks the almanac record 
Most common form is to nip in with j business of the Opposition to oppose, j of tho birth of Spring, 
a supplementary question, if possible j So to-night, saying little or nothing; Lloyd George, with back to wall, 
conveying personal aspersion upon about provision mado for what Bylks ] cited figures showing that during six 
Minister addressed or some of his col- of Bradford described as “ those; years Government have been in office 
leagues. To-day, as it happened,' monsters the Drcadnoiujhts ," which, they have cleared off considerably 
there has been outbreak in another ; bo informed the Committee, he “hail larger amount of National Debt than 


direction. 

Standing Order 
directs that at a quarter 
to four catechism shull 
be cut off and business 
of Sitting entered upon. 
But there is a proviso 
that questions of an 
urgent character, which 
have not appeared on 
notice-paper, may Ijo 
put, albeit the allotted 
time is fulfilled. It is 
hero where opportunity 
of gentleman with his 
oye on the newspapers 
conics in. Ordinary 
Member who, in obedi¬ 
ence to command, lias 
duly givon notice of a 
question, is not per¬ 
mitted to recite its 
j terms. All he may do 
is to refer to its number 
on the printed paper. 
His shrewder brother, 
announcing a question 
of which lie says ho 
“lias given tho right 
honourable gentleman 
private notice,” is privi¬ 
leged, amid silence 




direction. ]seen disporting themselves" (presum- anyoflheirpredecessors—elevenmillion 

Standing Order a yo»r against nine mil- 

• lion discharged by Son 

Austen when ho was at 
the Treasury. But what 
of that? The Parlia¬ 
mentary gamo must bo 
played whichever Party 
be in Opposition. Talk 
went on till shut up by 
closure, and the Labour 
Members, who woift 
have Dreadnoughts at 
any price, and Union¬ 
ists, who want more 
than eight and won’t 
wait, joining forces in 
\ division lobby, Govern* 
* mont majority was re¬ 
duced to 47. 

Business done.— 
Budget proposal for 
dealing with last year's 
surplus sanctioned. 

Tuesday. —At West¬ 
minster Youth and Age 
are, as Coleridge sang 
in exquisite verse, 
“ housemates still.” 

honourable gentleman ,. v TIioWinsomeWisston, 

private notice, is privi- aged 38, opened debate 

leged, amid silence of expectant j ably like dolphins), they turned and rent on Second Heading of Home Buie Bill; 
House, to read its terms, which, with | the Chancellor of the Exchequer Member for East Cavan, aged 90, who 
the Minister's reply, appear vesbatim in j forasmuch as ho had diverted this with rich Irish humour is named 
Parliamentary reports. surplus from customary course of Young, continued it. 

Object of tho proviso apparent, reduction of National Debt. Winston’s speech presented inter- 

Occasion might easily arise where sud- This a difficult position to defend, esting personality in new light. Has 
den occurrence of urgent moment would You can’t eat your cake and have mado his way to the front by hard 
justify Leader of Opposition or other it. Having at disposal a realised hitting. A few weeks ago he set the 
representative Member in asking for surplus of six millions and a-lialf, you Boyne aflame preaching on its banks 
instant information. The private liotico can’t put it on one side to strengthen the gospel of Home Rule. To-day no 
questions put to-day, of which there tho Navy and at same time pass it on sucking dove could have cooed “Ulster" 
were four or five, had no more claim to to reduco National Debt. House of more gently. Moore of North Armagh 
urgency than had the avevago interro- Commons—God bless it!—is a master and Craig of East Down sat aghast, 
gations standing on the printed paper, j of tho art of muke-beliovo as practised They had come to howl; they remained 
1 However, there they were. They' by the Marchioness when entertaining almost to cheer. As for Bonner, ho 
served their purpose, and when some: Dick Stci teller in Sally Brass's kitchen, had a great stroke of luck, escaping 
presumably precious time had been \ When sho had no lemon-peel where- opportunity to interrupt by damaging 
spent upon them Houso got into with to flavour her cup of water she ( remark whoso flight might have re- 
Committee of Ways and Means on “made believe” sho had and lapped scmbled that of the boomerang. 

Budget proposals. tho beverage with gusto. Pretyman, Winston’s novel position assumed 

Question was that Committee should Son Austen, George Faber, Terrell by clever device. Presented himself to 
sanction the holding over of surplus j —a now authority on Finance, with crowded audience in character of yotin 


Mi'UK t.l'MI.Y. 
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man from the country, at school when! ho said, "it's true I have Barman 

Homo Rule Rills of 1886 and 1893 j DAHD rfrs "’ JONATHAN. outly 8evered ray old aMooiat J n * iUl 

woro to the fore. True he had read i It is greatly to bo regretted that the Belloc. Not that ho is a bad sort— 
something of those direful times. His \ public quarrel between those old on the contrary, I think well of him 
fresh young mind had been scared by I friends, President Taft and Colonel within bounds—but he’s vigorous you 
stories of extreme Party animosity, even ■ Roosevelt, is having influence all over know. So appalling. I am a lethargic 
of a froo fight on floor of llonsc.;the world, and in emulation ancient man; I move slowly. Bur, loo is all 
Tlieso things must bo behoved sinco bonds of amity are snapping like fire and intensity. And whore is it 
they are written in liistoiy. The'cotton. In response to inquiries which carrvin« him? Ah I" 
younger generation, coining into their .Vr. Punch lias boon making it is clear » Mi° Belloc,” I put in, " accuses 
heritago, had no personal knowledge of tint among our own Tafts and Boose- you of being too paradoxical" 
the alleged facts. They approached . volts are not only Mr. Lloyd George j "Book ho? " cried the groat seer 
consideration of third Home Hide Hill and Mr. Winston Churchill, but those 1 “Does he? Ho too! Oh how tired 
with open mind, desiring to consider famous erstwhile allies, Mr. Belloc ' I am of that charge ' Paradoxical 
it simply on its merits in relation to and Mr. Chesterton. i indeed. I ant not paradoxical; I am 

circumstances of the dav. — plainer than the hills. Tell him that 


circumstances of the day. 

House, gathered in expectation of 
slashing speech irritating to lister, 
listened in evidently pleased nnuc/e- 
ment. Instead of ciaslt of cliceis 
and counter-cheers the level flow of 
speech was broken every now and 
then by decorous approval 

Winston, conscious of presence of 
old Adam, fearful ho might pop up 
at some turn of unfettered speech, 
observed precaution of writing out 
hrs new evangel and reading it from 
manuscript. Kotakloas lie proceeded 
bow lie got over little difficulty about 
pronunciation of letter “s" that-em¬ 
barrassed his maiden speech and 
others immediately following. Ho 
then slurred tho plain “s" iiilo"sh.'' 
As Sauk pointed out at the time, 
had ho lived when Jei-iitiiah ruled 
Israel lie would liavo come out 
scatliless at the passage of Jordan 
when tho Gileadites slew the 
Epliraimitcs. “ Hay Shibboleth," 
challenged the crafty sons of Gilead, 
Tho haploss Ephraimite betrayed Ids 
nationality by responding “Hibbo- 
letli,” and was straightway slain. 
Had tho test boon put the other 
way about and tho Ephraimito 
Winston commanded to say “Sib- 
boleth” ho would never have lived 
to sit in succession on both sides of 
House of Commons. 


“THK WHY niAXt'EIXOU.' 

'••is iiii; Navy? I dun'j 'hunk!" 


if I am paradoxical ho is—vvliut shall 
i say ?--an Oxford demagogue. Tell 
him that.” 

Encountered on the Terraco, Mr. 
Winston Churchill did not deny 
the suggestion that Mr. Lloyd 1 
George was no longer tho brother 
lie once had been. 

“ Not so long ago," be said, “ we 
wore comparing strawberry marks 
on our arms. There are none left 
to-day. I have lmd mine removed 
by a skin expert, and 1 believe tho 
Chancellor of thu Exchequer lias 
dona the same.” 

“Rut what, may I ask," I said, 
“has led to this unfortunate broach?” 

“Itis not unfortunate, Sir," said 
tho First Loud ok the Admiralty; 

“ it's fortunate. Nothing is so fortu¬ 
nate as to discover a man’s true 
colours before it is too late." 

“ And what, then,” I said, “ is your 
complaint of tho Chancellor?” 

“My complaint, Sir? My com- 
plaiut is that he is a Welshman. 
That ho is named David. That ho 
sits on the Front Bench. That he 
exists at all. He annoys mo. Ho 
is eloquent, and 1 dislike that. He 
is ambitious, arid I disliko that. 
Worst of all, lie wants mo to stick 
stamps on forms for my servants— 
those servants whom i care for as 
my own brood.” 

Mr. Lloyd George, on tho other 


/ , I «.l „ 1 » H-VI 1 V 1 JMF_> J J II I 1 IV • , 

hisincxs dow.-r ikst Lord ok my own brood. 

Admiralty moved Second Bonding of f Interviewed yesterday on the subject: Mr. Lloyd George, on tho other 
Home Buie Bill On behalf of Opposi- of his break with Mr. Chesterton, ! hand, was not so communicative. “Mr. 
tion Walter Long moved rejection. Mr. Belloc admitted that tlioy were j Winston Churchill," ho contented 

u-m—.i .. no longer tho David and Jonathan that himself with saying, "is a young man 

“Sonic startling fads me disclosed in the they once were. in a hurry with a largo sizo in hats, 

annual return l>y tho City Cliamlicrliiiii on tlic| “ No,” lie said, and tho brightness of It 1 bought him at my valuation of 

- l,is °.V e witnessed the veracity of his him and sold him at his own I should 
1(11-9.015 “ ^speech —no, I had to giro him up.jbe richer than Andrew Carnegie and 

“Thoso d-d little dots," as Lord , 1,10 tratl \!'° ,s . to ° P ara ‘; 1,a ™ , to P»y m ) self a fortune every 

Randolph Churchill remarked. i! ' , 0nce "A on “ f 1 ! 10 haV0 i J eai ' 1U income-tax The gods give 

_, tliat, or afc least tolerated it, but us a good conceit of ourselves by all 

“There were two delightful little train! nA?“ 0S ^ tne8S ' moans but not too good. That way 

benrun, and thoy were prottily dressed in long, size. Tentnc, jou dangei lies. ^ I used to like ChurciuIiL. 

frocks of white satin with lace caps, and each know. Too big. There are limits." 1 thought him a promising boy and did 
carried a posy of {Ntnama hats." Mr. Chesterton, whom our reprei- what I could for him. But no more.” 

Surrai At vert ter. sentative found watering his cauli- And, sighing a deep sigh, the weary 

\ery pretty, but not so fashionable now flowers in his Buckinghamshire garden, Titan returned to the perusal of Mr. 

as a bouquet of bowleis. was equally frank and fiual. “Yes," Grant's amendment. 
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• Jruk llouaeliolda -. "Why can’t you answer this beli. soom: 

Haid-of-AU-lVvrt- (mitjMil). "I ve bin tackin’ i t my hum 
1 ’vvsk is afihk! ” 

V,‘r INSULT AND INJURY. 

!" Cockroaches and other abominations.”— Extract from 
; a letter in a morning ikiper. 

j“ Other abominations "! Let the libel stand contest. 

I That ia a thing that wakes the bilo in every beetle’s breast, 
’And as a loyal cockroach I indignantly protest. 

It’s true wo are not popular. I know, Whene’er wo peep 
Forth on a cold and wakeful world, pale women scream and 


And brave men own to being struck all over of a heap, 

Till one more gallant than the rest, though shivering at the 
core, 

Cremates us with the horrid tongs or, springing from the 
floor, 

Crackling descends, and leaves us sweltering flatly in our 
, gore. 

And yet We are a harmless folk, and, humbly though we crawl, 
Is that a cause for slaughter? E’en the looks that so appal 
I do not think that you've the right to cavil at at all. 

Indeed, if you consider from the proper point of view, 
We're every bit ae natty and as elegant as you, 

Our legs are more ingenious, aud we haven't only two. 


:u? The tire's out auain. Wiieiie have you been!" 

;m, 1 can't stop to do iiiatj it’li. limit itsei.y soon ; nit 

But still, it isn’t that so much. Ohsorve us and recoil, 
Nay, slay us, for we 're used to it; what really makes me 
boil 

Is insult at the lips of those for whom wo have to toil. 

Our job is not a lofty one and not what one would choose, 
But it's a deal more” dignified than writing to abuse 
The folk that play the scavenger when you retire to snooze. 

For, when your lusty snores affront the deep and throbbing 
scene, 

Then we como forth to labour and to keep your kitchens 
clean, 

And make a nightly meal on what would turn your cockles 
green. 

“ Other abominations.” It's a neat and human touch. 

I don't suppose it struck you that to label him as such 
Might hurt a beetle’s feelings and depress him very much. 

No, trample us to atoms or commit us to the flames; 

We try to do our duty, and wo make no further claimB; 
But, even though you murder us, you needn't call us names. 

Dum-Dum. 

"Mr. Napier, during liia long period of railway wnik, lias seen many 
changes, including the repainting of Huehanan Street Station.” 

UhxjmK Hen,hi 

What more can life offer ? • 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“Love—and wjiat then?” 

It was bad luck for Mr. Cyme Maude 
that lie should liavo missed the best 
part of the play through coming in only 
just in time to see the curtain fall on 
the First Act. Up to the'point of his 
episcopal entrance," signalised,” as tho 
cricket reporters say, by a clap of 
thunder (as though ho wore a demon), 



The Vicar's wife gets a short 1’imoUc skiit 
as a preliminary tu a high lMe over the traces. 
Ih r. John 1Initial ... Mr. Mackav. 

Mrs. Jinrih:i . Miss M.MmBliY SlAl'iu:. 

we had lieen having some really excel¬ 
lent and natural light-comedy; but for 
the rest of tho lime, if one excepts a 
delightful scene between tho three 
clerical types, the author was perhaps 
a little inclined to press for his effects; 
requiring, indcod, in tho last resort, to 
fall back upon a mislaid baby and a 
squirted sodu-siphon, always a confes¬ 
sion of weakness. 

llis motivo, too, became a little ob¬ 
scure. We were constantly asked to 
keep on being merry on tho edge of a 
rumbling volcano; and tho ultimate 
emergence of a mere mouse nevor satis¬ 
fied us that tho supply of lava was 
exhausted. And may 1 respectfully beg 
Mr. Macdonald Hastings not to blond 
his tears and laughter too light-heart¬ 
edly; not to play about with tho 
emotions of his audience; not, for in¬ 
stance, to make a wife say of her lover, 
with a fine resolve, " I shall never soo 
him again,” and then let us down 
with tho flippancy, “ 1 shan't have the 
opportunity"? Mr. Bakiuk, boing 
privileged, has the sole rights in this 
kind. 

The burlesque of tho melodramatic 
stago in the Second Act might have 
been fairly amusing if it had not been 
so palpably dragged in to eke out the 


time. But worse was to follow in the 
Third Act. There is nothing more 
deadly than to announce beforehand 
that an event is to happen at a certain 
time and then put a clock on the stage 
so that the audience may know exactly 
how long their patienco has to bo tried 
with stop-gap dialogue. It was all 
timed to a nicety; but in the mean- 
wliilo some of us wore in full sympathy 
with tho bishop, who frankly went to 
sleep. 

It was not Mr. Maude’s fault that 
his idle was too easy for him, too 
familiar; and that his bishop might 
just as well liavo beeu an admiral or 
a general officer or a country squire, 
except that the liberality of his out¬ 
look took on a certain piquancy from 
the fact of his being a hierarch. 

As a young wife in revolt against her 
husband’s clerical discipline Miss Mak- 
UKitY M audio was always charming, and, 
in tho First Act, fairly understandable 
also. Aftoi wards ono became worried by 
tlio thought that she didn’t know wlial 
she wanted, but wouldn't be happy till 
sho got it. Tho lady's simplicity was 
a little too disingenuous, hor nai'vote a 
little too complex. And 1 frankly sus¬ 
pect that tho innocent wife who wants 
(o bo kissed hard by a man who is not 
her husband in order to know what it 
feels like, irrespectively of the lovahlo- 
noss of the kisser, is a type of fledgling 
not to ho found under just an) bodge. 

Tho one really satisfactory perform¬ 
ance was that of Mr. Gayer Mack ay 
as the Her. John Burden, her husband. 
I have seldom seen a better or more 
convincing deportment. Ono so rarely 
finds a clergyman on the stago who is 
noithcr heroic nor ludicrous, noither 
angel nor ass. In a part that might 
easily liavo been made laughable Mr. 
Maikay presorved a reasonable and 
even sympathetic dignity and seemed 
voritably born to the cloth. Mr. Eiinest 
Graham, as the Bishop’s chaplain, was 
extremely funny. Gauche and taciturn, 
untouched by the diversions of musical- 
chairs or huiit-tho-slippor, lie suddenly 
found his humanity in a shattering out¬ 
burst of enthusiasm over the fielding of 
a corlain Somersetshire cover-point. 
Miss Frances Ivon, as Mrs. Burden, 
senior;■ was excellent with the good 
tilings she was given to say in tho 
First Act, but they did not last out; 
and after this mother of ten had told 
us that sho had never loved her late 
husband, and that her babies would 
bavo been no bar to her leaving him if 
sho had not run short of good nurses, 
the sentimental note on which she 
made her final exit left me rather cold. 
Mr. MatuJun had a thankless and un- 
heroic part as a philandering Sapper, 
but played it with a nice eo3y looseness 


of manner. Tho Misses Celli and 
GreatWich were satisfactory flappers; 
but they should be told that even flap¬ 
pers may have th ejoie do vim without 
necessarily breaking into a delirious 
gallop when thoy go off the stage. 

I will add that Mr. Bruce Smith's 
drawing-room at tho Vicarage was a 
real room that must have beon lived in. 

Whatover I may have said to Uie 
contrary notwithstanding, I onjoyod 
tho play vory much and laughed loudly 
and often. But in the retrospect my 
logical mind robols against its ineon- 
clusivenoss. The question in the title, 
Love—and What Then1 remains un¬ 
answered. It recalls to me a familiar 
elegiac composition by a fourth-form 
boy on tho tnemo " Femina dux facti.” 
This couplot, it will be romomborod, took 
tho form of the following dialogue;— 

‘'Femina dux facti." “ • Facti dux femina!’ 
Quid turn ?" 

“ ‘Qiii i filin’’ Turn facti femina dux fait,," 
"O!" 

Tlio curtain-raiser, Before Breakfast, 
by the author of llutlurfnrd if- Son, was 
a most attractive tritlo. Hove wo liavo 
a cadet of good family who has adopted 
Socialistic views, professedly on their 
abstract merits, but actually to provide 
argument in support of his intended 
marriage with a chorus-girl. But when 
lie finds that ho lias been ileceivod 
about her origin, that she is, in point 
of fact, sister to his mother’s own 
kitchenmaid, his emancipated theories 
are proved inadequate to meet the new 
conditions. Tho scene is freshly laid 
in the library of a house at an hour 
when the family is not yet down and 
the servants are in occupation, tho 
butler (nicely playod by Mr. Harwood) 
being engaged in reading a report in 
his “ special ” of his young master’s 
projected mfaallianco. Mr. Lawrence 



HSR FIRST milTIONI. 

Jinny . Misa Vida Cobuun. 
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Anderson was not quite equal to the 
prodigal’s part, but Miss Vera Coburn 
gave a most astonishingly good char¬ 
acter-sketch as Jinny the kitcheumaid. 
t __ = _ 0 . 8 . 

MR. VADE MECDM ABROAD. 

I met Mr. Voile Mecum in Italy. His 
intention was of the kindest: to help me 
over stiles; but he was less useful than 
entertaining. I wanted to admire him, 
as wo always wish to be admired by 
those whom we instruct; but be made 
it difficult. One keeps one’s admiration 
for the self-possossed capable poisons, 
and here was V. M. blundering at the 
very start. No sooner did we arrive 
at tho station and perilously descend 
to the far-away Italian platform than 
l found him saying to the porter-in 
faultless Italian, I admit, although 
p issibly a sbado too grammatical—" 1 
have left my bag in tbo train,” followed 
by tlio question, " Where is the Lost- 
Property Office?” This came as the 
greater shock because on tlio steamer 
across bo had been enquiring, " Dow. 
tcmjono h culture ill salvutiujijio 
and 1 bad honoured him for his fore¬ 
thought. 

That he could bo impulsive T gathered 
from the tilings lie said at tbo bicyclo- 
moiider’s, where I met him a few days 
afterwards, llovv ho came to have 
such an accident I no\cr learned, hut 
some idea of tlio completeness of his 
smash may ho gathered from tlio tale 
of damage that lie told, 'I bus: “The 
brake does not net. The frameis twibted. 
The back wheel is buekled. The handle 
lias come off. The fork is snapped. The 
lamp will not hum. 1 have lost the 
pump and the spanners.” It seemed to 
me a mistake in tact on the part of a 
Mentor to let one have such a glimpse 
of the disastrous side of his life. 

On our way from the station I 
gathered that lie is not a generous man 
from the fact that his genial rfemark to 
the cabman, “ Hurry, up! I will give 
you a good tip,” was followed instantly 
by, " Take me to the nearest doctor,” 
which seemed to indicate a fearful 
and sudden spasm brought about by 
the premise of unwonted munificence; 
but it was at the jeweller’s that he 
came out in the least handsome light. 
"I wish," ho said (always in best 
Italian), “ to choose an emerald brooch 
for my wife." That was promising and 
’affectionate, I thought, except that 
perhaps it did not point quito to the 
latest fashion in jewels; and incident¬ 
ally it suggested that Mrs. Vade Mecum 
was not exactly artistic. But V. M. 
went on to spoil everything. "Tell 
ffle,” he added, “the lowest price." 
Ah, V. M. (thought I), not thus did 



you address the jeweller in the days of! 
your courtship! Worse was to follow.! 
“I want," he went on, “to purchase; 
a few charms ”; and hero again I began j 
by thinking well of his good nature, j 
lie evidently had some daughters or j 
nieces to whom liewished, very properly, j 
to take a souvonir of his pleasant Italian: 
journeys. But imagine my pain when 
lie added the deadly words, “ Qiialehe ' 
corn a buon mercato che sin d’ effetto" j 
(Something cheap hut showy). 

That was too much. At that point 
I threw away this conversation book 
and bought another. 


The Gentle Art. 

“ 'flu Conservatives have nothing bnt. a flood 
of words. That is why tho country refuses to 
rSc to their baits and bribes."— Daily Cluvuirlr. 

One can hardly blame these fish for 
refusing to bite at a Hood. 


Tlio passage quoted, in our last issue, 
from an account of tho Kent Collieries 
Company, and headed “Commercial 
Acumen, or, the Secret of Successful 
Coal-Mining,” should havo been as¬ 
cribed to an advertisement in " The 
Times ” Financial Supplement’, andsiot 
to tho Supplement itself. * 
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' BONES OF CONTENTION. 

No. III. ■ • 

| Thkhe are occasions when my wife 
sjses fit to play at a terrible game—a 
game which, it is true, seems to afford her 
considerable inward satisfaction, but to 
mo brings only a sense of haunting 
disquiet and invariably throws mo into 
a cold perspiration, it is tho gahio of 
ljorrors, and begins with the ill-omened 
word “supposing." Usually'my wife's! 
ihdulgonce in this recreation is inspired ' 
by the contemplation of a problem] 
play, but on tho last occasiou it was! 
after witnessing one of Mr. I’rti.issiEu’s | 
sjpritely ebullitions that her mood! 
merged into that shade of contempla¬ 
tive melancholy which always premises I 
the gamo of horrors. There is, I 
suppose, somo suhtlo thread which iti- 
ejxtricably unites the frivolous and the 
gruesome. I must ask a psychologist 
about this. 

j Innocently I sat sipping my mild 
rj'hiskey-aud-soda beforo retiring to 
lisst. 

“ Supposing,” said my wife suddenly, 

‘1 that 1 was run over by a taxi and 
terribly disfigured." 

! “Why?" 1 asked mildly. 

“ Well, I want to know what you 
yrould do.” 

, “I should he dreadfully upset," I 
suggested after a moment's considora- j 
tion. j 

My wife tapped her foot impatiently. 

“ What elso? " she demanded. ] 

" I should try to get damagos out of j 
tho company," said 1, with a flash of • 
inspiration. ] 

“ And wlmt of me ? " demanded my j 
wife tragically, “ with my scarred, dis- j 
torted face? l'ou couldn't possibly 
care for me any more." 

' " Of course I should." Practise this 
us 1 may and honestly as I mean it, I 
simply oannot say the words with the 
smallest trace of sincerity or conviction. 

1 “ Or suppose," mused my wife, " that 
I just had my nose crushed and was 
obliged to have it amputated." 

‘“Sing a song o' sixpence,'” said I 
with forced, blit relevant, jocularity. 

“Could you care for anyone without 
a hose ? ” she insisted. 

“ I have never tried." 

“I know you couldn't,"she returned 
tvith bitter conviction, “ not even in 
the dark." 

■ “ If it was you I shouldn't mind— 
that is—at least—oh, you know, dear.” 
The cold perspiration began to sot in 
as, in response to a frantic summons to 
my dignity, I grew conscious that my 
voice ana countenance were merely 
becoming permeated with an expression 
pf*sheepisn apology. 

', “ And then supposing," continued 


my wife more cheerfully, " that I sus¬ 
tained terrible internal injuries and had 
to lie on my back ail day. How would 
• you like being burdenod with me ? ” 

' I finished my whiskey-and-soda at a 
' gulp. “ I don't liko this game at all," 

1 I said. ' ' j 

“The refugo of one who dare not make 
a truthful answer. But you uro right; 
it would be far, far better for me to lie' 
J in ray grave and you free to marry' 
j someone else. Do you think you would' 
, choose a fair or a dark one next time ? " 

| “ l'iohald," said I. 1 

] “I had hardly thought," returned 
j my wifo with dignity, “ that my sudden 
death was a fit subject for jest." 

] “It isn't a fit subject for conversa- 
' t ion," I objected. 

“Of course you iroithl marry again ?” 
she urged almost coaxingly, 

“ You can't imagine that after my 
first lamentable experience " 1 began 
with elaborate facetiousness. 

My wife checked mo with a glance. 

“ Can you never be serious ? Would 
you tell her about me ?" she proceeded. 
“ She \l lie sure to want to know which 
you liked best." 

“ 1 never gratify idle curiosity,” said I. 

“ So you would, then ? ” 

“ Wlmt would ? " 

“ You would marry again ? " 

•’ I never said so." 

j “ You said that you wouldn't gratify 
I her idle curiosity." 

j “ Well, nor I would." The cold per- 
| spiration took complete possession, 
j "There you are again.” 
j "Well, 1 moan if 1 did I wouldn't,” 
j said T with painful lucidity. 

I “ So you think you would ? " insisted 
j my wife. 

“ I'm perfectly certain I should not." 
Bemused as l was, I felt this to bo 
a brilliant effort and wondered vaguely 
why 1 had not thought of it before. 

"Oh, you just say that to satisfy 
me," accused my wife. 

It was the most astoundingly true 
observation that sho has over made in 
her life, and it fairly shook my mental 
balance. For a moment I was speech¬ 
less as I watched the wounded dis¬ 
approval of her countenance. Then: 
“I don't understand the rules," 1 
pleaded, “and surely it is niy turn to 
do the supposing.” 

"Oh, very well,” she agreed un¬ 
willingly. 

“Supposing, then," I launched out 
desperately, “that I had been having 
a little flutter in the oil market. 
Supposing that catastrophe upon 
catastrophe bad met my honest en¬ 
deavours to promote our financial 
welfare; that, in fact, tho relentless 
gushers had swept away the larger 
portion of our little capital-" 


“But, Harold,"intenupted my wife, 
" you would never——” 

I did not look at her, but continued 
my theme with a somewhat remarkable 
flow of eloquence:— 

" Supposing that, fpri your sake, I 
had risked niuqh because I longed to 
see you in' the gowns from Paris or 
Dover Street that you would grace so 
transcondingly. Supposing that in¬ 
stead it meant reach-me-downs from 
the Tottenham Court Itoad, hats that 
you trin'ifhed yourself. *' Suppling,” 

1 continued graphically,' " that wC were 
obligod to knock off creahi fob tea, to 
descend to bloaters for dinner, to dis¬ 
miss tho cook and promote tli’e twoenio 
at a reduced salary. Supposing-” 

But, at this point I was stopped and 
allowed to proceed no further. My 
wife stood facing me, her burning eyes 
gazing into mine. 

“ So that was your pressing business 
in the City,” she said in a vibrating 
voice. “Oh, Harold, you a gambler— 
and a mined one!" 

“ You aren’t playing properly," I 
objected. “1 ’in certain you oughtn't 
to havo said that, especially if I did it 
all for your sake.” 

Sho turned away. “I think you 
havo broken my heart," sho said. 

“Wrong again," said 1, and then 
suddenly 1 saw that her faco was wet. 

it took thebostpart of an hour to undo j 
tho mischief 1 had done, to convince 
my wifo that, our capital, still unim¬ 
paired, lay snugly reposing in tho 
cotton-wool of Liverpool Corps, and 
Canterbury throe per cents. I had, sho 
assured mo, taken ton years off her life, 
and when at last she went to bod 
sho lefL me feeling liko a remorseful 
elephant who, in a lit of skiltisliness, 
lias erushod a bird of Paradiso beneath 
his heavy foot. Her last words com¬ 
pleted my mental collapse. 

“ If people who have no imagination," 
she said decisively, “ would only recog- 
nizo their limitations, much unhappi¬ 
ness would ha spared to those who are 
obliged to associate with them.” 

I rose with a sigh and hclpod myself 
to another whiskoy-and-soda —a strong 
one this time. 

• r t . « m 

Now, supposing that my wifo had 
been me, and supposing that 1 had 
invented the game of horrors, can one 
suppose that I should have ever sup¬ 
posed that bIio would suppose—. 
Oh, hang it t 


Phrases we Should Like to See 
Illuitrated. 

“ Their aspirations are summed up in a dare- j 
devil way of seising the English tongue by the 
throat and bidding it staud nn and deliver." 

EngHth Jkticw. 






Minims). ‘’Why, .lulls, wii.u'» hie matter ! " 

John. “I CAX’t STAND IT NO T.UNGEI!, Ml M ! No SOONER 0(1 US I GET STARTED ON A JOII IRAN MASTER COMES YlH.SO THEM 
I II IT E IIAI.I.A AIMH'T. ’PKOACHIn’ 1IK CAI.I.S IT. 1 ALI.ERS (IF.rs IIK’lND HCSIIEs OR SliMETTIlNK, HOT THEY COMES THROUGH AND ’tills 
SUMETHINK IimEU!" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

One iv ay of being optimistic, of course, is to refuse to 
look at tlm ugly facts of life anil so to arrive at tlio ticlief 
that they do not exist—a method which is perhaps more 
practicable when applied to affairs other than one’s own. 
Maiden ladies of lordly lineage and old-time sweetness 
may livo by a road as destitute and disreputable as Hog 
Lane and yot remain convinced that the world is happily 
and entirely free of such evils ag destitution and disrepute. 
They need only keep down the blinds of those windows 
which look out upon the Lane nnd they are left with the 
view of their own garden and with no knowledge of any less 
peaceful and proper existence on the other side of the house. 
This tho Misses Mauleverer did, and Mr. Horace Annesi.kv 
Vacuum, has caught them doing it. Furthermore lie has 
discovered the whole town of Charminster in gontle con¬ 
spiracy to maintain the ladies in their illusion by keeping 
sedulously from their eyes and ours all incidents, local or 
world-wide, which might prove upsetting to their comfortable 
beliefs. But Mr. Yachell insists upon the foots being faced, 
^nd ultimately Shome, not to be confined to Hog Lane, ap¬ 
pears in tho garden. Nor is It left there, for, when ali the 
minds are pulled down, It comes into the very house itself 
and must at last be beheld. One error of tasto or sign of 
excess would have ruined this dainty story; mawkish senti¬ 
mentality might well havo resulted. With pleasure, there¬ 
fore, I hereby certify that I have examined Blinds Down 
(Smith, Elder) and found it in every way sound and worthy 
of consideration. 


I daresay you will be astonished to find that Mr. P. G. 
Wodehouse is the latest oxploitcr of tho imaginary king¬ 
dom, in a story that he has called The Prince and Betty 
and Boon). Somehow, though I don’t know 
exactly why, 1 had not expected this of Mr. Wodehouse, 
But because ho is an author with a reputation, highly 
deserved, for whimsicality it was a relief to find that the 
trappings of Ruritania are worn by him with a cortain 
difference. Though Prince John, tho central figure, was a 
young man of a type not unusual in fictional royalty, 
the real power behind the tinsel throne of Mervo was 
Mr. Scobel, the mult i-millionaire financier, who was running 
the kingdom as an attractive setting to his casino, and 
wanted John's help as combined figure-head and advertise¬ 
ment. It was with this idea that Mr. Scobel had turnod 
out the republic, and arranged a picturesque restoration for 
tho rightful heir, a Cambridge undergraduate who had 
been brought up in ignorance of his own identity. So 
John came to Mervo, and met Betty, and the story rosullcd. 
It is quite an entertaining story of its improbable kind, 
and Mr. Wodehouse makes his puppets danoe, in sprightly 
fashion enough, through a series of amusing adventures 
till they reach the inevitable pairing off in the last chapter. 
I cannot add that any one of them has more than a super¬ 
ficial resemblance to humanity; but after all,in an affair 
of this sort, that is no great matter; the author’s invention 
is the important point, and that is here us fertile and jovial 
as ever, notably in his description of the now model casino, 
which you must read and enjoy for yourself. . ^ 

Huntley Trotman, a nice person, met Johtta lane, equally 
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bwb, in the first chapter of Mr. Algernon Gissino's The able middUngness, ill »ayn»feart? word, extended itself to 
Top Farm (White) when he, Huntley, was fifteen and she the interest I felt in him andWeltory of his life. If I am 
but two years younger; in the twenty-seventh they marry, over at Gosport on a' Sunday I shall go to hew him preach, 
To Huntley this marriage was an experiment, quite likely, but I cannot promise to stay awake during the whole of 
one judges, to be successful; to Joletta, it was a sort of habit his sermon. 1 - 

she had fallen into. Why precisely Bhe married, first, an ' ' 


unsatisfactory horse-doctor, and, second, a still more unsatis¬ 
factory farmer who was violently in love with somebody 
else, Mr. Gissing tries to explain with that easy skill 


Nora le Gcyt, the central character of Alice M. Diehl's 
latest novol, Their Wedded Wife (Stanley Paul), appears 
to have been cursed with a strangely uncertain memory. 


which he commands. But he didn’t convinco me of the It is a defect that I have noticed before in heroines of a 
plausibility of the various separations and mystifications, certain type. Thus, when Colonel Selwyn met her as his 
And I consider it was his businoss to do so, and not aunt's companion at Nice and asked her to marry him, 
to be content with entertaining me as he did. Truo to the she never seems to have thought of explaining that what 

authentic modern method he has spent the most of his she describes ns a previous infatuation for a man who 

pains on the unpleasant folk of his little country stage, disappeared had really been an actual marriage, followed 
Prisca Cambray, govornoss, who lias two boaux to her by a month of wedded bliss. So these were wed, and 

string, marries tho uncle (unloved) who has the money, merrily rang the bells, and merrily passed the time, till, 


rather than the nephew 
(loved, or so he says) who 
only expects and loses it. 
She is of the kind that 
turns strong men weak 
even to the point of folly, 
caddishness or crime as 
occasion dictates. Natur¬ 
ally you liavo to take her 
surpasfing beauty for 
granted. You get only 
her callous vanity, her 
temper, her tricks. 
Nemesis conics at the 
violent hands of her dis¬ 
carded lover. Both 
characters are well con¬ 
ceived and deftly drawn. 
... I fell to wondering 
why Mr. Gissing has 
adopted the irritating 
habit of writing “tho 
man" when he simply 
means “ ho ”; and why, 
so old a craftsman, ho 
retains tho services of tbe 
utterly discredited “ and 
which.” But his small 
beer is well brewod and 
has a nice head on it. 


•S' 7\i 


Tad-Vficer {to fare who has just paid the exod a mould iwjutUrol, and expmanl 
hie regret at haring no coppers). “Ow, so coitkrs I Wot aisaiit au them 
medals!" 


as 1 foresaw, husband 
number ono turned up 
again. Then a lot of 
unpleasantness resulted. 
“‘Wretch!’ lie hissed, 
advancing towards her ’ 
—that was Paul's contri¬ 
bution, when they met 
in the drawing-rooui 
alone boforo dinner. But 
Nora simply shattered 
his record by hissing a 
long and complicated 
paragraph, without a 
single sibilant; more 
over she “ gasped as she 
hissed out the words, 
wringing her hands iii 
mortal anguish of soul.” 
After this, I lost all 
interest in the compe¬ 
tition, merely pausing 
to acknowledge a very 
creditable attempt on the 
part of Colonel Sclwyn. 
"Sir,” he hissed, “for 
less than what you have 
said I would have called 
you out." On the whole, 
however, the prize un- 


-... I--™—-- 1 doubtedly belonged to 

It is feasible, of courso, to make a thoroughly absorbing Nora, whosoems to have felt the inferiority of her husbands, 
novol out of the plain narrativo of an uneventful life (what as she soon afterwards left them both and went on to the 
would Mr. Arnold Bennett say if I were to deny it?), but stage. I should have suggested the music-halls myself, but 
it needs extraordinary cunning, a method of intricate detail, I suppose she knew best. Anyway, I agree that her 
and perhaps a more than usually attractive hero or heroine, natural gifts wore wasted iu private life. 

In The Family Living (Murkay) Mr. E. H. Lacon Wathon - 

has very doggedly set about the task of describing within I am quite unablo to decide whether Daphne in the 
the ordinary limits of a book of romance a second-rate Fathtrlaiul (Melrose) is really, os it pretends to be, tho 
character who does nothing in particular, and cannot even work of an ingenuous anonymous and rather attractive 
perhaps be said, like the Elizabethan House of Lords, to do English girl who recently spent some time in Germany, or 
it very well. Algernon llidlay, suffering from birth (in the only a carefully disguised imitation. There are plenty of 
abbroviated.form of his Christian name) under ono of the intimate personal sketebos of Germans, from the EmperoH 
cruellest-handicaps that can bofall a young man, is brought downwards, who might be recognised by themselves and 
up in the expectation of succeeding to his father's cure of their friends, but nothing very scandalous; so there is no 
souls at Gosport, and to that cure, after various ineffectual particular reason why it should not be all true, or, for the 
revolts, he does oventually succeed. The author has matter of that, all fiction. In either case I oannot under- 
sketched his boyhood, his mediocre career at Cambridge, stand why the publisher’s reader did not disentangle some 
his love-affairs, ending in his re-engagement to the girl for of Daphne’s sentences from the maze resulting from a 
whom lie never apparently felt more than a mild affeetioh, paucity of punctuation marks. The book is quite entertain¬ 
ed lik excursions in to pedagogy and business. I am sorry uig, but not quite entertaining enough to justify the-second 
about Algernon, but I am forced" to confess that his incur- reading which this peculiarity of style frequently entails. 1 
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olu I to draw attention to the foot itself, bnt the Council has decided to aet on the 

CHARIVARiA. 1 a strong leader in its columns against principle of setting a thief to catoh a 

It is said that, with a view to I the oontmuanoe of the drought was thief. .. * 

improving our relations with Germany, I followed by an immediate downpour, 

not only is Lord Haldane to go to ] and on the following day we road that Mr. M\cdonai,d Hastings says that 
Berlin as our . Ambassador, but the more rain had beon promised. his new seven-act play will begin with 

office of War Minister vacated by Lord [the fourth act. Something in a way 

Haldane is to be filled by Mr. Keib The first of a series of special services, similar to this happened in connection 
IIardie. ,. ,» for sportsmen, who were invited to with a woik by another play wright. The 

. 'attend in the costumes in which they'very first pioduction of one of Shak- 

Yesterday (Saturday) was tho first j intended to pass the day, has been 1 speauk’s compositions was announced 
veal holiday I have had for years,” held at St. Andrew’s Church, Surbiton. 1 as Twelfth Night. 
said a waiter discussing tho Shops Aet Tho congregation numbered between J 

with a representative of The Daily seventy and eighty, and included golfers, "The Chief Secretaiy," said Mr. 


Mail, "and I spent most of the time j cyclists, lawn-tennis players and boating Birred., in the Home Rulo debate, “ is 

in lied, just for the joy of it, and——— - ---— -- a mere gramophone." And what 

lxHiauso it was wet.”, If it should about “ His Master's Voice " f 

be the hobby of many of tho . I (Jan it lie Mv Kedwond’b? 


lxHiauso it was wet.”, If it should 
be the hobby of many of tho 
emancipated to lie in a damp 
bed, the new Act will not, we 
should say, do much to improve 
our hoalth statistics. 

In the opinion of some critics i 
of the Royal Academy the inno¬ 
vation of showing a frame with¬ 
out its picture is not caniod far, 
enough. 

•)* 

* An individual who was charged 
last week with walking about 
in a state of aboriginal nudity 
in Tudor Street was ordered to 
enter into a recognisance in the 
sum of £10 to lie of good be¬ 
haviour. In view of the possi¬ 
bility of a prolongation of the 
Tailors’ Strike, this decision is 
of considerable importance, and 
renders it more necessary than 
ever that the disputo should be 
settled at once. 

■ * 

Mr. Derrick Julius Wkrnher, 
son of Sir Julius Wbunheb, tne 
millionaire baronet, now finds 
himself in the Bankruptoy Court 
as the result of making money 
fly. Another martyr in the cause 1 - 
of aviation. . * 
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TUB PRESERVING OF MR. SARGENT, U.A. 
Fancy roit trait of an old Ciikjska c,airway. 


Mis. Pears all Wai.kbb, ,$ f 
New York, who died there 
ecntly, has, The Express informs 
us, left an anuuity of £300 to her 
donkey, Sunny Jim. The report 
that the fortunate legatee will 
shortly bo seen diiving about in 
a carriage drawn by a pair of 
mokes is a heartless invontion. 

A lady’s hat was sot on fire 
one day last week in the City, 
apparently by a match thrown 
from the top of an omnibus, 
and completely destroyed. Some 
idea of the vastness of the struc¬ 
ture may be gathered from a 
report to tho ctTcct that the fire 
raged for some little time in the 
north end of her head-gear before 
the lady was aware that any¬ 
thing was amiss. j 

Kara Avia. 

" A pine marten liu just been shot in 
Carnarvonshire, which is a great pity, 
because the hiid is extinct in the king¬ 
dom except in the remoter paitsof Wales 
aud the Lake Dili riot.” 1 

H’i stfra Mail. 


fly. Another martyr in the cause'-This bird became extinct through i 

of aviation. . people. It is a matter of some com- boredom at being continually mistaken 

- inent that not a single exponent of for a pole-cat. 

“ We want a rod-hot Cburoh," says the game of marbles thought fit to 
the Bishop of London. To judge by attend. , The New Pronunciation, 

the lack of ventilation in some of our 4 41 Oh, pleaso,” oxclaimed MissMimum, 

sacred edifices this ideal has constantly The Daily Chrouiclc has been in- ” Put on my newest pinny, Ma, 
boen before some of our clergy. dulging in some correspondence on the And take me to the Cinema 1" 

’V 1 question: Who should pay for break- 1 ““ ~ „ 

" It is a matter of qomparalive in- agos—the servant or the mistress?! „ „ *‘ ss „ '‘ rLt ,, ,, 
difference to the public what bocomes Seeing that the servant gets far more! "" ‘ ,l '"" 1 **’ 

of a man when he has turned fifty,’’! fun out of the incident than the mis-, J 0 ” , se ?'? g*»»rrting the entrance 

says Alderman Bboadbent, “ but with tress, we give our vote in favour of (he 1 ‘ . 6 ,° Lucerne, which is now 

a baby It is different.” This endorses I former. . closed to international navigation. 

. Babi0S 0ver fift y - ' . ... , “ Hir first 1*11 was sn -h a rank delivery that 

interest US enormously. In pursuance of a recent decision of W ilhid Pnyiou likeaiw made « elea.. cut th.it 

the Paris Municipal Council, we read, uigrd ttu> <’iimson uunhler up against tin' Muv 
Tfoftpower of the Press again 1 The a new branch of the police, called the,tiRda”-JfiweWr( AVmng chmieie. 

Baty Mail, which looks upon its I Criminal Brigade, has been organised.] Mr. F. B. Wilson must console him- 
fpr modesty as one of its The name is not a particularly happy self with tho thought that all great 
nwettiieeiir'M; tioinesakCts, does not like one,, unless we are to understand that wits have their imitators. 


■•Swiss Burut'iiiP.’’ 

/h 1(111.1' iii 11 S'liiith i’h mi Sfiiiiu.li] ’ 


vdL, exttt. 
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BONES OF CONTENTION. 

No. IV. 

T was really pleased when my wife 
decided to write a novel, not because 
I had any reason to entertain a very 
deep regard for her literary abilities, 
but because it has always seemed to 
mo that the practice of novel-writing; 
should bo reserved for the fair sex as 
a safe and suitable outlet for the flights; 
of imagination to which they are uti- \ 
deniabiy prone. 

1 listened to the first two chapters! 
wearing an expression, practised before' 
tho glass, of melancholy hut affable! 
sobriety which i calculated would he : 
most acceptable to my wife: hut as] 
she proccodod I began, to my great; 
astonishment, to experience a sense of: 
indefinable disquiet. It was not till ' 
we were in the middle of chapter iii.! 
that enlightenment pierced through my j 
uneasy placidity and I understood. As, 
she read, in fact, a sudden picture, 
flashed across my mind of a little hoy! 
in a sailor suit wrenching his hand! 
from his nurse and dashing across the I 
road to disport himself in the delicious] 
feathery spray of a passing water-cart. 
To understand the tine relevancy of 
this it must first be explained that tho 
little boy was myself, and, secondly, 
that this escapade was only one of 
many which my nurse utilised as the 
basis of romances lurid and alarming 
in character. Thus almost every night 
my nurse would tell me of tho doings 
of another little boy, of the awful 
judgments that bofell him and of the 
indescribably evil workings of his mind.! 
True, this little hoy boro a different] 
name from' mine, he even wore kilts j 
instead of,sailor suits; but I knew —' 
and, knowing, niy.tongue was tied. To j 
defend the actions or evon the motives 
of the kilted fellow was to let tho cap 
lit—to admit part-ownership of his de- 
proved little mind. Never shall I forget 
the sense of impotent misery withj 
which these romances inspired mo, and ] 
now gradually, in chapter iii., it wasj 
being borno in upon me that those same! 
youthful sensations were reproducing! 
themselves in my manly breast. j 

My wifo’s novel, entitled, “Just a' 
Wife,” pivoted, as might he expected, ; 
round a lady of that vocation, and 
expanded upon the sufferings and trials j 
that she experienced at tho hands of. 
a soulless husband. The husband was, ! 
so tho novelist was at pains to assure 
the incredulous reader, at heart an 
honest, kindly follow, but lacking in all i 
the subtle and ossential qualities which ' 
would have enabled him to appreciate 
^he delicate machinery of (I quote) his 
wife's finely-poised, sensitive mentality. 
It is true that his name was Hector, 


that he hud black curls and wore a red 
tie; but, oh, in other respects, with 
what savagery did the fellow pursue 
his distorted mimicry of mo! My wife 
laid down chapter iii. with a sigh and 
gave mo a searching glauco. 

“ Woll, dear”” she said. 

I cleared my throat. 

“The psychology is remarkable,” I 
suggested 

“ Of the wife or the husband, do jou 
mean?” inquired my wife sweetly. 

“The husband hasn’t got any,” I 
said. 

“Oh, yes, he lias.” She gave a 
peculiar little smile. "He’s very 
human really, you know.” 

“Then perhaps you’ve exaggerated 
him a little,” I ventured. 

“ 1 don’t think so," said my wife 
sadly; “ 1 'm afraid not. lie was quite 
a good fellow, you know, but ho just 
didn’t understand." 

" Woll, it was rather a tough job for 
him to understand that woman," I 
observed aggressively. 

"He certainly found it so," agreed 
my wife; “ that was just the trouble." 

“ For instance,” I proceeded, “ if she 
had explained to Hector that sho had 
invited her mother and sister to stay 
purely with the ohject of giving him 
pleasure 1 don’t bolievo that terrible 
scone would ever have occurred.” 

"When one does a thoughtful aud 
unselfish action," returned my wife 
reproachfully, “ one doesn’t want to go 
and spoil it by explaining bow thought¬ 
ful and unselfish it was." 

That was rather a poser. "Well 
then,” I pursued, “ when she tidied 
up his papers she never let him know 
that she had stayed at home to do 
it, instead o£ keeping a most delightful 
engagement, solely because she thought 
lie would bo too tired to do it himself 
when lie came home. Hector was 
ratty about that hecauso lie simply 
thought, that she had been suffering 
from a tidying-up mood and had been 
officious.” 

My wife eyed mo suspiciously. 

“ ion plead bis eause very well," 
she said coldly. 

I pulled myself together. Very 
narrowly had I missed fitting on the 
cap! 

“Of course I 'vo no patience with 
the fellow,” 1 protested. “ Great cum¬ 
bersome unimaginative lout! hut still 
1 think you have a little hit neglected 
to give his point of viow.” 

“ 1 have, tried to give the impression 
that ho was just a creature of instinct,” 
explained my wife. 

“So of courfe he hudu’L got a point 
of view ? " said I. 

“Not exactly one that would lend 
itself to analvsis.” 


| Suddenly my wife rose to her feet. 

! “I’ve just had an idea for tho out¬ 
line of chapter iv.,” she said. “I 
! think I ’ll go and note it down." 

! Loft to myself, .1 drew up a chair to 
I tho fire and lighted a cigarette. For 
: sovoral moments I had been conscious 
| that right at the hack of my mind lay 
something—a vague recollection, an 
j experience, a pigeon-holed discovery, 

' l knew not what, that it was essential 
' 1 should straightway lay my bauds 
upon. Slowly, beautifully, tho smoko 
I curled up and hung in a little haze 
before my eyes. Somehow 1 must find 
, that elusive thing. 

| Ah! What was that little hoy in 
a sailor suit saying to his nurse? “If 
j you tell me a story, Nannie, I'm going 
! to toll you one, too." And the story? 

] It lohl of a nurse who spoke crossly to 
i little boss for no reason, who did up 
buttons that were too tight for them, 
who put soap in their o>t-s out of pure 
' cuHscdnrss, who scratched thorn with 
| needles that she wore in her apron. 

[ Theso and a thousand other instances 
of inhumanity went to furnish the 
stories which that little boy had 
eventually hit upon as the only pos-' 
sihlc device for self-defence and retalia¬ 
tion. I had found what 1 wanted. 

1 crossed to my writing-table and 
drew, a, sheet of foolscap before me. 
To-morrow 1 shall read to my wifo 
the first chapter of my novel, entitled, 
“Just a Husband.” 

' Our Immortals. 

‘ Tin- amdveisury hatupiel of the Royal 
Academy of Ails was held on Saturday even¬ 
ing at Burlington House. Sir Kdward l’oyuter, 
I’.R.A.. presided, and there, assembled the 
Mime luiilmnt and distinguished company of 
the leading men in diplomacy, polities, art, 
science and literature, in the learned professions 
and the professions of arms, that has always 
been gal hi red together on the o-casioii.” 

Times. 

Yes,, hut wo could not help noticing 
with regret that tho Iiion Dyke, Lord 
Stratford de Kedcuffe, Lord Pal¬ 
merston, and Mr. Thomas Carlyle 
showed distinct signs of advancing age, 
and in consequence did not appear in 
the toast list. 

.An All-round Trier. 

From an advertisement, in The. Buenos 
Aim Standard, of an English prepara¬ 
tory school wo cull the following:— 

1 “Hoad Master, ltcv.-, late assistant and 

house master at Dulwich Polloge, and allthe 
public schools of Knglnnd.” 

“To those who know wlnit a cut-out is the 
term January, 1011, was 19,080. ” ~Motor. 

, We are one of those who didn’t know 
| what a, out-out was, but we certainly 
thought that there was more in it than 
i that. 
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HOME RULE FOR SCOTLAND: A FORECAST. 

Phime Ministeb (to Caledonia "stern and wild"). “IT ‘8 TRUE I PROMISED 10U I WOULDNT 
LET THE GRASS GROW UNDER MY FEET; BUT-WELL, YOU KNOW WHAT GRASS IS.” 

£To a deputation of Soots Mend tors ivlio demanded Homo Rule for Scotland Mr. Avjinit ga\e a-ouerne that lie “would nol fet 
tho grass grow under his foot.”] 
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COMING CONTESTS. 

M. Mant8bi.inck’ 8 decision to meot 
Cabpbntibe in the ring and box a fow 
rounds with him for the benefit, of a 
preach charity hem caused unbounded 
excitement among otrrlivnly neighbours. 

As.it is only a few years ago that tho 
Belgian Shakspeare (as lie was once 
wittily called) was describing boxing as 
a brutalising sport,'the volte-face lends 
additional interest to the encounter. 

Whatever the result of tho engage¬ 
ment—and Cabpentikb is no novice- 
one thing is certain, and that is that the 
author Of L'Oiiedn Bleu will record his 
impressions in an ossay to be entitled 
h'Uiil Noir, tire proceeds of the sale of 
which are to go to the same charity. 

Promoters of benevolent enterprises 
in England have-not been slow to tako 
the hint, andsotne piquant contests in 
the realm of sport, between intellect on 
tho one side and brains on the other, 
arc promised. 

Interviewed last evening at Lord's, 
Mr. Babbie said that it was perfectly 
true that he is mooting Hirst in a 
single-wicket match in aid of the funds 
of tho Society for Naming Boy-Babies 
Petor. Ho had no doubt that even 
if lie did not win ho should make a 
good fight of it. IIo had a slow hall 
which sometimes never reached the 
wiokot at all, that would, ho folt con¬ 
fident. puzzle Hibst not a little, and 
should, at any ruto, keep down tho 
runs. About iiis own batting he felt 
less sure; but cricket, lie had noticed, 
was lull of uncertainty- -he might men 
say glorious uncertainty—and, well, the 
issue would show. 

We found Mr. W. li. Yeats in a 
Turkish Bath in tho West Hnd, reduc¬ 
ing his weight for his great race at 
-Nowmarkot with Frank Wootton in 
aid of the funds of the Society for Pro¬ 
viding Halting Verses with Artificial 
Feet. Mr. Yeats is to ridi the Irish 
crack " Hornet's Boauty," whilh Woot¬ 
ton will bo on "Long Sot." When wo 
add that Mr. Yeats is taking lessons at 
a riding school, and that the raco is run 
on tho 18th instant, wo can hut increase 
the anticipations of the public who arc 
certain to be there in great numbers; 
not only for this fun of the thing but to 
support so admirable a cause. 

Mr. Galsworthy, whose skill with 
fire-arms of all sorts is notorious, has 
accepted a challenge from Mr. Walter 
Win an® to compete in an exhibition 
contest the proceeds of which are to 
he devoted to endowing a Bbownino 
Scholarship at Buskin College. Inter- 
viewed on^Saturday at his bungalow at 
SilverBoxmoor, Mr. Galsworthy said 
th^W'aWaitedtbe result with 1 perfect 
and patrician calm. He was confident 
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of hitting somebody. The weapons 
chosen are of eourso Browning pistols, 
and Mr. Bn[.r,oc lias undertaken to act 
as judge. 

In order to raiso funds for the benefit 
of distressed German bandsmen t hrown 
out of work by the operation of tho 
super-tax and tho popularity of the 
gramophone, Mr. Chesterton has 
undertaken to play an exhibition match 
of tennis at Prince’s with Covey, tho 
new champion. As Mr. Chesterton 
has never been in a court before, his 
antagonist is to concede 40 in each 

S ame i and -to be further handicapped 
y playing blindfold in a hobble-skirt, 


1 with a ginger - beer bottle in place 
of the usual racket. Tickets for tho 
; Chesteiiton -Tovey match, price a 
I guinea each, can be obtained at all tho 
| libraries. 

In this context we may note that 
Lord Avebury lias issued a challenge 
to M. Maeterlinck, in which he 
backs his own lice, Melissa I., to buzz 
against any lielonging to the Belgian 
apiculturist, any honey • gathering 
hymenonterous insect of the genus 
Apts to be eligible. It is proposed that 
| the contest should take place at the 
Hummums, the stakes to be held,by 
■ the Begum of Bhopal. t 
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_i His Lords kill. Not even a bail? . 

THE NATIONAL GAME PRESERVATION ACT.j IVRijem. No, my Lord, nothing. 

At the Central Criminal Court yesterday, before Mr. j The Prisoner. It wasn’t likely lie'd find anything on me, 
Justice C. 13. Fby and a special jury of writers on cricket, considering ho took mo in shorts and a zephyr. 

Ernest Barry, the champion sculler of England, sur-; His Lordship advised the prisoner not to interrupt. Ho 
rendered to take his trial on an indictment dunging him, was defended by yery able counsel and- would have an 
under the now Act, with "that be being a British subject of opportunity of making his own 1 statement in the witness- 
full ago was found at largo with no audible means of cricket- box if he so desired. 

ing conversation and no apparent knowledge of the game; Continuing, the witness said he applied the two usual 
of cricket." Mr. F. E. Lacey prosocutod on behalf of tho tests. The L.B.W. test produced no result at all, the prisoner 
Society for tho Enforcement of Cricket, and, at the request having no knowledge of the rule. The No-Ball test was 
of tho Judge, the prisoner was defended by Mr. It. C. equally unsuccessful. 

I Bourne, late President of the Oxford University Boat Club. •' In cross-examination Mr. Bourne elicited that the 
Tiio prisoner, who displayed little interest in the pro- witness did not know what was the length of pitch on 
j ceedings and seemed totally unaware of the gravity of his which the No-Ball test was applied. He could not swear 




position, pleaded not guilty. it was more than sixteen yards. 

In his opening speech Mr. His lordship. For the pur- 

Lacey explained to the jury tho poses of the Act tho length is 

provisions of tlio Act. It was . » immaterial. Tho delivery is the. 

laid down in Clause xxv., which! , .. . r——I only thing that matters, 

was tho operative clause, that; • ' | s' / i j Several other witnesses gave 

every British subject of full age. a , \ :] / \ '■! jevidcucctlmtthoprisoncrcon- 

shull either (1) play in a cricket- | ' ] '.lined Ids .conversation to seul- 

match at least once a week, or! ^ | ' ' l /•' ‘ j — ling and had never been hoard 

(2), as an alternative, spend at ;. jj V f j to say n word about cricket, 

least three hours of every week-! Ij | Mr. Bourne, for tho defence, 

day in conversing rationally j aS g a L* A \ ."IPS’' UiT VnT - il ! said the prisoner’s circumstances 

about the game of cricket. The '■gPfgs •■'fir / ■Mpfry 1 fiiylli j nmst ho taken into account. He 

! word " rationally ” might per-! jfgmjK X 'I ' T WP ' was a professional sculler, and 

haps in some cases ho apt to ! ^ had lived during the greater 

raise a difficulty, which would I ft , p u ,t 0 f his life in close prox- 

liave to 1)0 solved by the evi- IB' • | imity to a navigablo river not 

donee of experts. *In this ease, ■ il J | primarily adapted to the pur- 

however, that point did not ■" WfllL It \ ’ ! poses of cricket. Yet lie had 

arise, as he should lie able to 1 " |j ■■ Ion more than one occasion dis¬ 
prove that the prisoner had jMmF- __ [j jl I played some anxiety as to tho 

never conversed about cricket; /WB j iInsult of the Australian tour, 

at all: nor had ho ever played ' '■■■ ' H® *’ a< ^ twice shaken hands 

in any match, though lie had S’" / ’ ; with Bheari.ey, and had once 

plenty of opportunities for sol i’ ' | \ -i-.- met Ibkmonoer at a smoking 

doing. No doubt lie would! ^ / \ '. . ■- - concert. lie earnestly appealed 

urge that lie was ignorant of | ^ v- / to the jury to woigh the matter 

the law. ~\ V . dispassionately and not to let 

His Lordship. Ignorance of 11 their feelings, as cricketers run 

the law is no excuse. Bt' mihiim. u v- um ri i links ash wat-hk*, wnn away with them. 

Mr. Lacey said that was so. other Mounts ai ium-itii:-. -ecu am iiai-s micks ami hoots. The prisoner went into- the 

Mr.Bourne. My learned friend hmiMivwiu, wiwb .» wm »v »i%dui. ,11k has box d 1)ora out the state . 
... . 1 , r AI.IIKAllV MUM Ml If 10 1193, lll’T TIIK riioCfll.): is that , *, . ” , ‘ 

ittust 110 ft anticipate what 1 may 1JI1: slx went hkiiind a ru>rn as noon as jie i.ot tu 15. ments of lus counsel. In cross- 

be going to say in defence, l.et------examination ho admitted that 

hill) confine himself to his own speech. ho knew nothing about the' popping-crcase, and had only 

. Mr. Lacet). I am not here to take lessons from anyone once had a bat in his hands, He did not think lie 


viy 


UlMllullM. II VS i.IM'.N I'l l l.0i KS ASH WA'i-HKs, Willi 
UT1IEU MDHKHN A1IUHTTII:-. - fell As )IA I-, ,-OOKS AX1I IMMlTS, 


it was more than sixteen yards. 

His Lordship. For the pur¬ 
poses of tlie Act the length is 
s v immaterial. Tho delivery is the 

I only thing that matters. 

- ■' J j Several other witnesses gave 
\ ■! i evidence that tho prisoner con¬ 

'd \ ; lined his -conversation to seul- 
--ji ' - - j — ' - | ling and had never been hoard 

0 V f ! to say n word about cricket. 

f | Mr. Bourne, for tho defence, 

JjWvfiir- J ■- ! said the prisoner’s circumstances 

rtl’ IliVI.11 j must ho taken into account. He 

■ Y r^p^ g) t Wifi - was a professional sculler, and 
' had livctl during the greater 

ft • ; ■ part of his life in dose prox- 

" | I . • j imity to a navigablo river not 

II J I primarily adapted to the pur- 

|| "i ! poses of ericket. Yet lie had 

! I j ! on more than one occasion dis- 

U I j played some anxiety as to tho 

j^P^l | ! j r. suit of the Australian tour. 

^[■a- L ' ' He had twice shaken hands 

/ ^ '. with Bre.uu.ey, and had once 

. — * \ ‘h• met Ibkmonoer at a smoking 

■ ■- - — concert. He earnestly appealed 

, \ / to the jury to woigh the matter 

. dispassionately and not to let 
their feelings, as. cricketers run 
h.iiiks asi) hat UK--, wnn away with them. 

:n as iiai-s. socks and imiotk, Tiie prisoner went into-the 


WL, I'liVSi 


-A-T-SniHr-, 


as to the comluct-of my ease. 


could talk for three hours about cricket .if lie wanted to, 


■ His Lordship begged counsel io restrain themselves, which he didn’t. lie had never spoken about the triangular 


Tlieso recriminations served no good purpose. 

His Lordship’s remark was greeted with applause from 
a knot of watermen assembled at tho back of tho court. 


test matches, but thought they were a good thing. 

His Lordship, in summing up, said tho prisoner had been 
indicted under one of the most important and beneficent 


His Lordship. This court is not a theatre. If that occurs Acts ever passed by Die Legislature. Where should we be 


again 1 will have the court cleared, 


if Englishmen ceased to lake an interest in cricket ? Under 


The first witness called was P.C. Skorer. Witness said the Act such an interest, cotild he shown by actual play or 
that from information received he went to Putney on tho by conversation. No evidenco had been laid before the 
last Friday of April. Ha arrested the prisoner at 5 r.M. as i Court to show that the prisoner had done either, 
he was stopping out of his sculling boat. He told him | On the conclusion of His Lordship’s address the jury,* 
what the charge was and warned him that anything ho, without leaving the box, returned a verdict of guilty, 
said might be used us evidence against him. Prisoner said! His Lordship, addressing the prisoner, said that it was 
if this was the sort of thing they’d got to put up with he’d I his.(tho Judge’s) duty to-impose such a sentence as would 
as lief go to Russia. He wasn't going to waste three hours, deter others from committing a similar oflFence. - He sen- 
a day in talking about cricket. He’d got other things to! tenood the prisoner to 12 months' hard bowling.at the 
do t Witness then took him to the JIarylobone Police M.Q.C. nets, to be followed by three years'preventive deten- 1 
Station and searched him. Nothing was found on him. ! tion in the cricketing department ot a sporting newspaper. < 
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THE BEST TEST. 

One of the papers has been printing 
an analysis of the visits of distinguished 

E ras to that play in which a crafty 
Scotch body pulls strings. Ac¬ 
cording to this, the Prime Minister 
has been five times, the First Lord 
of tue Admiralty six times, Lord 
Cvr/.on five timos, the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer four times, Mr. 
Balfour four times and Mr. Hedmond 
(who is himself not wholly ignorant of 
tho avt of string-pulling) twice. One 
lady unnamed goes to the play once 
a wook, and a suburban clergyman has 
been six - and - twonty times. These 
figures speak well; but thore nro moro 
eloquent signs of popularity still. Let 
’me toll you. 

A few wcoks ago I was visiting a 
house where pet animals aro numer¬ 
ous and choice. In the course of 
breakfast I was suddenly awaro of a 
soft and comfortable weight on my 
shoulders; and behold, a grey Persian 
cat had leaped from tho ground to 
that position, and was already tickling 
my clioek with her whiskers. I am 
the last person on earth to resent such 
a compliment; but my hostess had 
fears that I might not he, for she was 
full of apologies for Bunty’s audacity 
and begged mo to put hor down. 

A few days later, having tea in a 
Kensington house, 1 was most prettily 
and coaxingly approached by another 
oat, who wanted attention, and again 
my hostess implored Buntv not to 
ho such a nuisanco. And then this 
morning it was my privilege to bo in 
practically at the birth of a litler of 
kittens in the country, one of w Inch was 
at onco appropriated by tho youngest 
daughter of the house and, regard¬ 
less of sox, christened Buntv out of 
hand. 

And when you como to think of it, 
you whoso privilege it lias been lo 
watch a kitten with a ball of wool or a 
cotton reel, there could not 1® a lieltor 
name. What I am now wondering 
is, how many Btinty eats England 
boasts at this moment ? 

Manners for Men. 

From The Unknown Steersman by 
Irene Burns:— 

“Captain 8, was exactly like a thousand 
others of Ilia rank. . . . lie wan followed hy a 
fox terrier with tan care, He licked Era* 
iiand and flung himself on the hoards at her 
side," 

“The Eastern Bengal State Railway Govern¬ 
ment Polieo Force is shortly to bo strengthened 
hr the addition of 200 constables for catching 
the passenger trains, ”— Ikuxa Ifrntld. 

Tho daily bag ought to be largely 
increased. 


S' . 



T.'-'jnf Fiti ' Pi '•./ [ i >\ / ot ' f ' ijrouutf , i##/\ ‘*Kaij; mlf.tinV is all ltiuiiT, 

hut roi; 7tJ-;u m'sink**. mvk mk onk or tiiksk ’u.ii-f lyin’ comimx'* 


FASHIONS FOR FIuriTKRS. 

“Tiie Homo Hide Fight: Why Kid 
(i loves ?" asked the poster of The 
Pall Mall Umette lust Friday. Not 
a moment too soon has the question 
of tho correct fashions for tho great 
struggle boon raised, and wo hope our 
contemporary will not he content with 
the investigation of this single detail. 

If the flower of our young men are 
to be persuaded to join those who will 
set sail from Liverpool sooner or later, 
it is of tho utmost import unco that 
they should bo well informed on this 
vital matter of fashions. If puttoes 
are the correct thing, no man wants to 
wear pale-blue socks. Tho bravest of 
us has his feelings; we do not wish to 
appear ridiculous. 

There are problems of the kind 
already agitating the minds of intend¬ 
ing combatants, to our personal 
knowledge. Are black boots ever worn 
with khaki? Do spurs serve any 


purpose if there is no horse? Does a 
horse serve miy purpose if there are no 
spins? Would it he in order for Uio 
hearer of a rifle lo cany a sword also? 
How about spills.? 

Wc do hope The Pall Mall will 
gather all the information it can for us. 
it is surely duo to such as aro about to 
fling themselves into a sanguinary con¬ 
flict that they should he well advised 
beforehand of all tho essentials of 
correct appearance. 

“A Hounslow uiithniclii'.'m who tool; Iho 
trouble at church to total up the numbers ol the 
hymns on Iho notice lioiml hori/outally. verti¬ 
cally, unit diagonally, found that the sum each 
way was 700."— Kreitimj AW'x 

Tho sermon must have been rather dull. 

“ Mr. R. II, Dillon, a brother of Mr. E. \V. 
Dillon, Iho Kent cricketer, did the seventeenth 
liote on the Sundridge lVk golf course. The 
length of the hole is 128 y»rd*."— Hlateamai^ 

At last! Now lie can retire. i 
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THE HERALD OF SUMMER. 

Miss Midiimoton lias a garden of 
which she is very proud. Miss Middle- 
toil’s father says it belongs to him, and 
this idea is fostered to tire extent that 
he is allowed to pay for the seeds and 
cuttings and things, lie is also en¬ 
couraged to ordor the men about. But 
I always think of it as Miss Middleton’s 
garden, particularly when tiro afternoons 
are hot and I soe nothing hut grimy 
bricks out of my window. She knows 
all the flowers by name, which seems 
to mo rather remarkable. 

“ I have come,” I announced, feeling 
that some excuse was necessary, “to 
soo the lobrelias; don’t say that they 
aro out. 1 mean, of course, do say that 
they are out.” 

" But I don't think wo have any,” 
she said in surprise. “I'vo never 
heard of them. What are they like? ” 

“ They ’ro. just the ordinary sort of 
flower that pcoplo point to and say, 
‘That's a nice lobretia.’ hash it, 
you’ve got a garden, you ought to 
know.” 

"I am afraid,” smiled Miss Middle- 
ton, “that theio isn’t such a flower— 
not yet. Perhaps somebody will invent 
it now they 'vo got the name.” 

“ Then I suppose I must go back to 
London,” I said,getting up. “ Bother." 

“Stay and inspect the meter," 
pleaded Miss .Middleton. “Or ask 
Father for a subscription foi the band. 
Surely you can think of seme excuse 
for being here.” 

“ 1 will stay,” I said, sitting down 
again, "and talk to you. Between our¬ 
selves, it is ono of the reasons why .1 
came. I thought you might like to 
hear all the latest news. l'!r - we ’ve 
started strawberries in London.” 

Miss Middleton sighed and shook 
her head. 

“ But not here," she said. 

“ 1 was afrajd not, but I thought 1 'd 
remind you in case. Well, after all, 
what are strawberries? Let's talk 
about something else. Do you know 
that this is going to lie tlm greatest 
season of history ? I 'vo got a freo pass 
to tbo Earl’s Court Exhibition, so I 
shall be right in the thick of it." 

“Oh, I thought last season was the 
great one.” 

“It was spoilt by the Coronation, 
the papers say. You remember how 
busy wo wore at the Abbey; wo hadn’t 
timo for anything else.” 

“ What else do the papers say ? I 
seem to have missed them lately. I've 
had a thousand things to do.” 

“ Well, the Sardine Defence League 
has just lieen formed. I think of put¬ 
ting up for it. I suppose you have to 
i swear to do ono kind action to a sardine 


every day. Let's both join, and then we 
shall probably get a’lot of invitations.” 

“ Do thoy have a tent at the Eton and 
Harrow match ? ” asked Miss Middle- 
ton anxiously. 

“I will inquire. T wonder if there 
is a vice-presidency vacant. I should 
think a vice-president of the Sardino 
Defence Leaguo could go anywhere.” 

“ V.P.S.D.L.,” said Miss'Middleton 
thoughtfully. “It would look splendid. 
I must remember to semi you a postcard 
to-morrow." 

Tea came, and 1 put my deck-chair 
one rung up to meet it. It is dillicult 
in a horizontal position to drink with¬ 
out spilling anything, and it looks so 
had to go about covered with tea. 

“ This is very jolly,” I said. " Do 
you know that my view during work¬ 
ing hours consists of two broken win¬ 
dows and fifty square feet of brick ? 
It’s not enough. It’s not what 1 call 
a vista. On fine days I have to go 
outside to see whether the sun is 
shining.” 

“ You oughtn't to want to look out 
of the window when you're working. 
You 'll never ho a Mayor.” 

“ Well, if all makes me appreciate 
the country properly, i wish 1 know 
moro about gardens. Toll me all 
about yours. When are the raspberries 
ripe? ” 

“ Not till June.” 

“1 was afraid you'd say that. May 
1 come down and see your garden in 
.Tune - one day when 1 'in not at Earl’s 
Court ? You can give all the gardeners 
a holiday that day. I hate to bo 
watched when 1 ’m looking at flowers 
and tilings.” 

“ Aro you as fond of raspberries as 
all that ? Why didn't I know ? ” 

“ 1 'm not a hit mad about them, 
really, but they 're a symbol of Summer. 
On a slosliy day in Novemlier, as 1 
grope my way through tbo fog, 1 say 
to myself, 'Courage, tbo raspberries 
will soon be ripe.' ” 

"But that means that summer is 
half over. The cuckoo is what 1 'm 
listening for all through November. I 
heard it in April this year.” 

I looked round to see that nobody 
was within earshot. 

“ I haven’t heard it yet,” I confessed. 
“ It wasn’t really so much to see the 
lobrelias as to hear the cuckoo that 1 
came to have tea with you. I feel just 
the same about it; it's tbo beginning 
of everything. And 1 said to myself, 
‘ Miss Middleton may not have a lirst- 
ratc show of lohretias, liecauso possibly 
it is an unfavourable soil for thorn, or 
they may not fit in with the colour 
scheme; but she does know what is 
essential to a proper garden, and she ’ll 
have a cuckoo,' ” 


"Yes, wo do ourselves very well,” 
said Miss Middleton confidently. 

“ Well, I didn’t like to say anything 
about it before, because I thought it 
might make you nervous, and so 1 ’vo 
been talking of other things. But now 
that the secret is out I may say that 
f am quite ready." I stoppod and 
listened intently with my head on one 
side. 

Thero was an appalling silence. 

“ 1 don’t seem to hear it," I said at 
last. 

“But 1 haven't heard it hero yet,” 
Miss Middleton protested. “ It was in 
Hampshire. The cuckoos here are 
always a bit late. You soe, our garden 
takes a little finding. It isn’t so well 
known in in Africa, or wherever they, 
came front - as Hampshire." 

" Yos, hut when I'vo come down 
specially to hear it-” 

“ CiK'k-oo," said Miss Middleton 
suddenly, and looked very innocent. 

“There, that was the nightingale, 
hut it’s tlie cuckoo I really want to 
hear.” 

“ 1 aih sorry about it. If you like 
1 'll listen to you while you tell mo who 
\ou think ought to play for England, 
f can't make it more summery for you 
than that. Euless roses are any good ? ” 

"No, don’t bother,” 1 said in some 
disappointment: "you’ve done your 
best. We can't all have cuckoos any 
more than we can all have lohretias. 
1 must come again in August., when 
one of tho pioneers may have struggled 
1 ere. Of course in Hampshire- —” 

" Cnck-oo," said somebody from the 
apple-tree. 

“ There 1 ” cried Miss Middleton. 

“ That 's much hotter," J said. “ Now 
make it come from the laburnum, Lieu¬ 
tenant." 

“ T'm not doing it,really! ” she said. 
“ At least only the first time.” 

“('tick-on," said somebody from the 
apple-tree again. 

There was no doubt about it. I let 
iny deck-chair down a rung and pre¬ 
pared to welcome the summer. 

“Now,” I said, “wo're off.” 

_A.A.M. 

From a foot noto to an Isle of Wight 
time-table: ■ - 

Saturdays wily. 

]). a.m.” 

As we have often said ourselves on a 
Friday afternoon. • 

'• W'liito and Mack cigarettes, with diamond 
clasp are very universal, and are often upstand¬ 
ing on vouronne round a chignon.” 

Calcutta Joui iint. 

It is pleasant at a dance to know that 
you can always touch your partner for 
a white cigarette. 
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Little IMrx . ‘ ’.Vns'r yiip mime VM) hvnii:' Vor >k:;m ykhv uineiy. Can't vnr itmi Ytn.fi MoruKii*" 
Small H011. ‘‘On, Til \NK'», I'm am. iikiiit. Tin; Mait.ii’.n cuihiimi in the new iiohm.” 


THE VENDETTA. 


Is this warm caravanserai, U Thomas, 

You might suppose there was no factious jar, 
You might think murder very distant from us; 

But that is not so: sitting whore wo are, 

Here in this Kngland, not in far off Fiji, 

Or Patagonia or Yucatan, 

’Although your comrade is Kisu Gkohuk’s liege, ho 
Trembles: there is a waiter there Luigi; 

Thomas, 1 fear that man. 

1 dare not ask myself what wav os of passion 
Are surging now in that dark Southern soul; 

Ho bites his lips, you soe, his faoo is ashen, 

Look at the way ho blends that salad-bowl, 

His is a wild, wild mood; ho scare >ly smothers 
His meaning as lie carves tho chicken's limb. 

He does not joke nor smilo among his brothers, 
And why? Because he knows l am anothor’s, 

Who ones belonged to him. 
lie is not what I call a model waiter, 

As some Italians are; lie seldom brought 
Tho things I asked for, and ho served me later 
Than all mou else; he had an air distraught. 

I said " Italian," but observe bis eyebrows; 

Not from tho plain of Lombardy he comes, 

But Sicily, where brigands (deepest dye) browse, 
Of Corsica, that land of dreadful tribe-rows: 
Watoh him remove those crumbs. 


I stood it patiently. 1 am a Briton, 

Accustomed lo be hoodwinked by bis kind, 

Tho “Yos-sir, Yos-sir”—words in water written, 
Tho “ Coining in a minute,” vain as wind; 

But ono day (for 1 do not wear the myrtle, 

Tho hay-loaf crown, lo be a henchman's dupe), 

T hit wild rage within mo hiss and hurtle, 
i think it was the day he brought xnock-turtle 
When I said ox-tail soup. 

1 said no word: I did not chide the sinner, 

But oh, a bitter smilo was on my lip, 

So far as one can smile when eating dinner; 

I iinisho.1 and I paid the usual tip. 

But on the next night—you havo known unstable 
Members of Parliament secede or rat, 

You know wlmt clamour was aroiisod, what Babel,- 
When I went in and chose a different table, 

Tom, it was just like that. 

And still he glares upon his hated rival, 

And still ho glooms at mo and bugs bis wrong*; 
I marvel every morn at my survival; 

I do not think such luck can last for long; 

So if to-night he cries, “ False faith and Punic! ” 
And, too forgetful of our alien laws. 

Plunges a bread-knife in Antonio's tunio, 

Or puts some {music aoid in day Munich, 

Well, you will know the cause. Eton. 
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UNQUALIFIED ASSISTANCE. 

PATENT MEDICINE (to the Author of the Insurance,Bill). -"NEVER MIND, DEAR FELLQJV, 
I'LL STAND BY YOU-TO THE DEATH!” • 
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0 *Q, nurM-r came effective retort from Attorney- |handed in written answers which were 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. Gbhwul> ]circulated with Votes, 

( Extracts i> ritnji mr, Diaiiy of Toby, M.P.) >> J know nothing personally of tho ; If simple object of a question were 

House of Commons, Monday Oth May. facts cited; but I accept them because • to obtain information this procedure 
—For first time since Premier in they supply the strongest argument in j as good as any other. Indeed better, 
businesslike speech brought in Home favour of the Bill. They prove that the jsincethe process saves time and presents’ 
Rule Bill, debate has attained fiery long-established, still existing system of'answer in more convenient and reliable 
heat. It was Campbell who worked governing Ireland is a failure." form. At Washington, legislative busi- 

the spell— Jambs Hunky, colleague of Another point that stirred moment- ness of nation carried on without daily 
Genkual Carson, K.C., in represonta- arily crowded House to cheers and performance of catechising Ministers, 
lion of Dublin University. Name counter - cheers was Attohney-Gex- Willie 1’eel insisted on right to 
smells Scotch, as late Sir Robert ekal’s treatment of what lie scornfully oral reply. 

Peel, in quite different connection, described as conditional loyalty. "Otherwise," ho bitterly said, “it is 

cited the sense of smell in idcntifica- " Ulster," Rufus said, " assumes very easy for a Minister to avoid 
tion of another nationality. But lie monopoly of loyalty. Ulster Members supplementary questions being asked.” 
was bom in Dublin. J proclaim that tlioy will remain loyal as Ay! thero's the rub. Questions 

Speech mainly retrospective in char- j long as one-fifth of the representatives that crowd the paper, involving waste 
acter with some acrid hits of biography, of Ireland are allowed to coerce the of valuable time in Public Offices pre- 
.Skely has been so long a tower of majority of Irishmen.” paring replies for Ministers to read, 

strength with Liberal Ministries that' On the whole the duel between two!avo what contemptuous Carlyle used 


House is apt to forget 
that, like Winston, ho 
entered political arena 
from opposite gate. 
Campbell related how, 
having found salvation, 
the Under-!'kuket ary 
for War avowed him¬ 
self at Liverpool a con¬ 
vinced Home Ruler. 
Straightway the 
startled eleeliic light 
went out. Rest of pro¬ 
ceedings conducted in 
darkness. Later, ap¬ 
pearing at Nown, 
Surly declared on be¬ 
half of His Majesty's 
Government that they 
are prepared to stand 
or fall by their Homo 
Rule proposals. Where¬ 
upon the platform 
gave way, and onthu- 



TWO W’Kll.-l'.gilill’TT.I) SWORDSMEN". 
Aii'iikncv-Ocnkuai. and Itt. Hon. ,H\li> lll'Miv i',ivh,iii, 


to call simulacra. 
They are mere jumping- 
oil hoards, prelimi¬ 
naries to effort to show 
iiow smart a person is 
tho catochiser, how 
ignorant and iniquitous 
ti e Minister. 

Tho Mad Hatter, 
increasingly disposal 
t o take charge of affairs 
Home and Foreign, 
turned aside from as¬ 
sisting Edward Grey 
in vindicating British 
Minister at Washing¬ 
ton, to point out that', 
Question hour exhaust¬ 
ed, tliero still remained 
on Paper forty inter¬ 
rogations unanswered. 
Could the forty, emerg¬ 
ing', so to speak, from 
the oil jars, march 


siastic but anonymous supporter of well-equipped swordsmen triumphantly down iu a body and give clerks at 

Homo Rulo Cause seized opportunity answered familiar taunt that what Tabic notification of intention to repeat 

created by consequent confusion to Dizzy used to call "gontlemon of the question on following day ? 

“convey" tho Colonel's best fur long robe” arc ineffective Parlia- "Yes,” said tho Speaker. “I may 

rug. , mentary debaters. also point out that there is a simpler 


“convey" tho Colonel's best lur long robe” arc ineffective Parlia- "Yes,” said tho Speaker. “I may 
rug. , mentary debaters. also point out that there is a simpler 

Seely smartly explained that there Husi ness done. — Third night with way of getting questions answered- - 

are so many Home Rulers in Ulster Second Reading of Home Rulo Bill. that is by not asking so many supple- 

that it was difficult to Imild a plat- Tuesday. -With tho impetuosity of mentary questions.’ 

form strong onougli to hold them, middle-agod youth Willie Peel let Burst of grateful cheering from both 
But he was dumb on subject of fur rug, cat out of hag in matter of multitude of sides. In this matter Speaker is not 

which, if it has not been barlorod for questions which day by day assail only counsellor, He is arbiter, lie 

cash, doubtloss ministers comfort to a Ministers. To toll the truth, cat's head might an he pleased, by reverting 
householder who sees iu Home Rule long time in full view. Nevertheless to former practice in respect of sup- 
tho only panacea for tho broken hopes, just as well to have authoritative aduiis- plementary questions, deliver House 

and the cruel wrongs of Ireland. sion of its presence and its purpose. from burden equally intolerable and 

All tho same, there is something un- j Yesterday, consequent on customary harmful, 
qanny about this recurrence of tragedy. ■ springing upon various Ministers of Business doiie. -More hour-long 
Rufus Isaacs, put up to reply to debate on miscellaneous subjects, a speeches round about Homo Rulo Bill. 
Campbell's vigorous onslaught on Bill, number of Questions ou the Paper Thursday.—“It this should he the 
maintained debate at level reached after were left unanswered. Among them last speech I ever make in tho House I 
many days, Campbell in course of 1 were two standing in namo of esteemed shall alwajs rejoice that I havo been 
speech enlarged on what ho described; Member for Taunton. Appears ho had poraiilted to express my opposition to 
as organised intiriiidation, systematic j given notice to Clerk at Table that he a measure dangerous alita to the 
persecution, exceeding anything known i would repeat them on following day. interests of Ireland and of England*” 
in Ireland for thirty years past. Quick j Chancellor, unaware of this intention, Thus IIarrv Chaplin, noblest Roman 


lentary debaters. also point out that there is a simpler 

Business Third night with way of getting questions answered- - 
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of them all. His Parliamentary record 
goes back to a date few others touch. 
Through it all, right or wrong, lie has 
been consistent. A Protectionist before 
Tariff Reform was quartered on the 
oseutcheon of the Unionist party he 
has been uncompromising in opposition 
to Home Rule since in far-off days the 
word was first spoken to scoffing Houso 
by Isaac Butt. To-night, as always, 
he preserved the old Parliamentary 
oratorical manner of which Dizzy was 
the most illustrious exponent. Pleasant 
to see his reception on both sides anil 
by all sections. Majoiity differ from 
his opinions; all esteem the man. 

Towards 9 o'clock Benches filled 
op. Chandler liegan to present ap¬ 
pearance portending historic 
di\ hi on. Leader ok Oi'i'OsmoN 
and Premier, winding up debate, 
had between them maximum period 
of liour-aiid a-half, about as much 
as less important Members appro¬ 
priated for their own speeches. 

Bonner in great form, kicking 
f out aliint and afore to uproarious 
delight of his men. > IIis picture of 
what would happen when the feder¬ 
ated systom is completed throughout 
the Umpire—four or five Chancellors 
of the Exchoquor entering for a 
donkey raco, each trying to conio in 
last—was a great hit. Quito in 
“ the new style.” I’kemikb followed, 
receiving ovation from his own side. 

Sat down with five minutes in hand 
bofore debate must close. Mason 
proposed to occupy llieso with a 
few remarks which, if carried o\or 

11 o'clock, would temporarily stump 
the Bill. Asquith promptly moved 
closure. Carried bv a majority 
of 100. 

This showed how the laud lay. 
Ministerialists cheered uproariously. 
Climax came when on Second Divi¬ 
sion Walter Long's motion for 
rejection of measure was negatived by 
372 votes against 171; majority 101. 
Thereupon crowd massed to right of 
Speaker, and the solid wedgo of Irish 
Members rammed into Opposition 
Camp opposite, leajied to their foot, 
waving hats and handkerchiefs, madly 
cheering. 

Business done,. —In House of record 
numbers Second Reading of Home 
Rule Bill carried with royal salute of 
101 guns. _’ 

Adventitious Arithmetic. 

'‘Tli« 12-handicaji man mint first divide ldi 

12 by }. Tilts ludicrous practice of 

qualifying handicap by adventitious arithmetic 
has no standing in the history of golf." 

Daily Mail. 

It hasn't. The 18-man who divided 
lvs handicap by |, making it 24, would 
have no standing, anywhere. 


NEW LEAGUES OF MERCY. 

A French League for the Protection 
of Horses has hit upon an ingenious 
mothod of promoting the object nearest 
its boart. It has prepared a cigar to be 
used as a reward to cabmen who have 
been observed to treat their animals 
well or to dispense with blinkers and 
hearing-rein. Tho cigar band boars a 
humane legend, and when a cabman 
lias acquired ten of them ho will be 
presented with a pipo. 

This procedure may seem to he some¬ 
what roundabout, and to take too littlo 
account of the thoroughly merciless 






I.KTTIXG TilK CAT OCT OK THU JSAO. 

Air. AVii.i.ii: I'l.m.. 

drivers, hut it is sufficieutly attractive 
to have already found its imitators in 
our own country. Alt early derivative 
is tho “ League of Courtesy,” just estab¬ 
lished at Westminster, to which so 
many members of tho Liberal Party 
belong, and which has Mr. Lloyd 
George for its energetic president. 
Tho Iieaguo has decided to put upon 
the market a l'lor de Cuba of unusual 
strougtli, length end seductiveness, to 
bo known as a Colombino. Tho band 
will boar the words, “ The Reward of 
Mealiness,” and whenever an Opposi¬ 
tion speaker interjects a conspicuously 
gentle comment or delivers a speech 
notable for its sweet reasonableness, a 
Liberal Member will cross the floor of 
the House and present him with one 
of these nicotine guerdons. ’ Rumour 
has it that 'Mr. Bonah Law, Lord 


Huoh Cecil, Sir Edward Carson, and 
Sir C. Kinloch-Cooke have ordered 
new and doubly-eommodious cigar 
oases. 

Not to be outdone in altruistic zoal, 
a section of young Conservatives, under 
the banner of Mr. F. E. Smith, have 
formed themselves into a “ Loague of 
Pity" for tho purpose of expressing 
sympathy with the more pathetic and 
brokon-down Members of tho Govern¬ 
ment. Whonover any of these played- 
out cynics makes a more than usually 
fatuous defence of a covrupt policy or 
a more than usually rash forecast of 
poisonous legislation Mr. Harold 
Smith will cross tho floor and offer 
him a dainty charm in the form of 
a tiny gold hoot, artistically chased. 
For tho reception of tlieso tokens bf 
good will Mr. Asquith, Mr. Lloyd 
George and Mr. Churchill arc 
acquiring new watch-chains several 
yards long. 

Mr. St. Lob Stiiu'hkv, tho 
President of tho “ Iieaguo for Pro¬ 
moting Charity to Cats," lias made 
a luminous suggestion for tho popu¬ 
larising of tho tenets of that body. 
Ho proposes to raise a fund of £.'5,000 
for tho purpose of purchasing orna¬ 
mental milk-jugs, each bearing the 
legend, “Pity Poor Pussy,” to bo 
distributed to all persons who can 
adduce documentary cvidcnco of 
their having dono an act of kindness 
to any member of the feline species. 
Any person who possesses ten of 
these milk-jugs will ho ontitlod to 
a plaster statuette of the Egyptian 
deity Pasht, or ten Tipperary 
cheroots. 

“Foil mi.k, a quantity of Freshly-Cured 
English CliajiH ; !ltil. [K-r Hi." 

This is from an advertisement in 
The Wilts, Berks and Hants County 
Times (how nice of them to share 
a papor) and shows that convalescents 
are a drug in tho inarkot. 


* ‘ 11 isoa iksta l us,—Yon iiggcntlewomun desires 
few min’ guests in tier charming villa; Minuet 
hind ami sea ."—Adel. in “JimiingNlthidtml." 
Wo 're very stately and soloct at Broad- 
stairs. No vulgar Bunny-bugs there. 

“They nono of ’em know Latin, hut if they 
did, cacti ruined man, as he walked out of the 
building Wherein ho had lost hie all, would take 
off his shiny hat, and say with a smile, 
‘Dying I aalnte thee .’"—Daily Herald. , 

It’s not really a difficult language, 
Latin. 

“London’s CniMisAf. Business, 

No Amalgamation." 

' Daily Telegraph. 

There might at least be a Hard Labour 
Exchange. ] 
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h ■■ ' RAIN! 

(ire article which our exhausted con- 
• temporaries are at liberty to use at 
the end of the next great drought.) 
Bain at last! Real wet rain, falling 
in profusion on the thirsty earth! At 
9.‘l5 yesterday morning the first drop 
fell in Fleet Street and was immediately 
surrounded by a cheering crowd, who 
gazed at the wet spot on the pavement 
—fascinated! City men raised their 
hats anil a loud cheer. But there was 
more to follow. Other drops lagan to 
fall, and soon the air was full of them. 
Pit-pat thoy fell, and presently the 
glitters were running full boro with a 
chuckle to tho gratings, down which 
the precious fluid fell with a merry 
splash; as if conscious that it was on 
its way to Ocean! And so it was. 

Tn Hyde Park the flowers began l o 
prick up!thoir oars, scarcely daring as 
yet to believe that the improbable had 
happened. Worms camalo the surface 
arid hastened back again to spread the 
glad tidings among their friends. Bash¬ 
ful slugs and snails came out in their 
thousands. T heard a gardener singing 
near Kensington l’alaco, and assumed 
that lie was driink. So lie was. 1 )ruuk 
with rain. Blind lo the world. Blind 
to everything except that the blessed 
vain had come at last. Blackbird and 
thrush oxpressod the joy wo all felt in 
our hearts, only much better. Bvery- 
one was sniffing the savour of the sweet 
wet earth as if it were the perfume of 
some rare box breathing all Arabia; 1 
and those who were not near wot earth 
at tho time read about it in their hunch 
editions, which was almost as good. 
Once again the wisdom of Bhakspeark 
is proved whore he said, “The property 
of rain is to wet" (.Is You Like It, 

in., 2 ). 

Watch-I bums. 

It is a curious coincidence that the. 
longest droughts have always occurred 
under a Liberal Government. 

“ An April without a sliower is like 
an egg without salt," said the Rev. 
Bernard Littcewood in an address to 
the Roehampton Boy Scouts. • 

A humorist ou tho Underground has, 
by scratching out one letter, made the 
inscription on. tho door of a carriage 
read: “ Wait until tho rain stops." 

His Majesty the Kino witnessed 
the rain from a window in .Buckingham 
Palace. The arrangements were carried 
oat by the Office of Works. 

When Hie first drop fell an umbrella 
merchant in Cornhill suddenly re¬ 
covered his reason. 

A pair of sparrows which had built 
their nest in a rain-water head at 
Kilburn are on the look-out for an 
"Ideal Home." 
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THE INDIGNITY OF LABOUR. 

Yuiiinj Hopeful (who lim lul'/y ihtih'l to m"I" i hI",). “ \Vrn no vm aiaiais it/./, 

you a liAituow, Ounmi.Ks!” 

Hiiibbh'H (w pntiti mi si). ‘i’Cok I 'ait> Jim \ I I'.v -I* .II l «v rs." • - 1 


MR. BUNCH AND TUB GUARDS' 
CLUB. 

Deau Mil. Pinch,—I n The Pall Mall 
Gazette of April loth there appeared, 
under the heading “ London Dialogues," 
what purported to be a conversation 
on Homo Rule between two membors 
of the “Now 'Varsity Club,"conducted 
in a maimer which can only lie de¬ 
scribed as one of extreme resilience. 
Tn frank parody of the uiisrepre- 
sentative methods of the writer in the 
P.M.G. a dialogue on Welsh Dis¬ 
establishment between two members of 
tho Guards’ Club appeared in your 
issue of April 24th, under tho hoading 
“ ‘ Pall Mall’ Palavers,” the title, it is 
hardly necessary to add, having a 
journalistic anil not a geographical 
application. Tho parodist never in¬ 
tended for one moment to make his 
dialogue representative of tho manners 


or intelligence of real Guardsmen. His 
sole aim was to show how the pseudo- 
realism of the P.M.G. writer, who, 
while assuming the standpoint of a, 
man of the world, did not hesitate lo 
ascribe to l’nivmity>men tho manners 
of bar-loafers, would work out if applied 
to the officers of a crack corps. As, 

, however, the tone of the parody 1 as 
been resented by some members of tho 
Brigade of Guards who have mist ndsr-, 
stood its motive and are possibly 
unacquainted "with tho original on 
which it was based, the foregoing 
explanation is offered by 

The White it or the Article. 

1 

! “Tin.’ East Riding Ciiiinty Council Imvo 
' limit'd tn alias' an examiner tn hold an animal 
intpi-ction in leligious.insli notion," 
i f.ii-MnVi! AVin\</ .Yew, 

Alas, our tortoise continues to make u# 
headway with the Athanasian Creed. 
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HOW TO LIVE. ON SIXPENCE 
* A DAY. 

Deab Mb. Punch,— For the benefit 
of those of your readers who contem¬ 
plate making the experiment of sus¬ 
taining life for a whole week on sixpence 
a day, I beg you to allow me space to 
recount my experiences. 

No doubt a number of unscrupulous 
persons will corao forward and claim a 
hearing on the strength of having done 
it on sixpence and an odd farthing or 
so. Against these upstarts I need not 
urge you to use your editorial powers 
without mercy. The extra bun or 
stick of barley-sugar in the day makes 
all tbo difference. 

That it could he done I knew, because 
somebody had done it and written all 
about it to the press, enclosing his 
balance-sheet for the week. Hut, having 
lost the newspaper-cutting referring to 
it long before the eventful Monday, 1 
was thrown entirely on my own re¬ 
sources. Yet in my very loss lay my 
greater chance. What one Briton had 
already done, was another Briton to 
he thwarted from doing? Never! Else 
tvhero was our boast of empire, what 
had our pioneers suffered and died for? 
I chose Monday as the day to start the 
experiment for two roasons. Tho first 
was that it comes after Sunday, a day, 
in our family, almost exclusively given 
to eating, and consequently forming a 
good basis for privations of this nature; 
tho second was that Monday is uni¬ 
versally the recognized day for putting 
all new resolutions into practice. 

Well, on Monday I bought a packet 
of cigarettes and some acid drops. 
That, i admit, was a mistake, and 
when I woke on Tuesday morning I 
saw directly where I had gone wrong. 
Of course, what tho system required 
was something at once fattening and 
sustaining,^satisfying yet withal chqap; 
and for all’the nutriment tbe human 
frame could be expected to get out of 
acid drops and cigarettes, in them¬ 
selves antidotes, I might just as well 
have wasted ray time eating flies. No, 
I must think of something better. 
Thpre then occurred to me the dear old 
friend of our childhood, cod liver oil. 
With sixperrayworth of it per diem, 
judiciously taken, surely I could count 
on keeping body and soul together till 
the ensuing Sunday—a teaspoonful for 
breakfast, adesserW’oonful for lunch, 
another teaspoonful for tea, and a table- 
spoonful for dinner, and probably some 
left over for the eat. Moreover, having 
recently become a bull in oils, I knew 
* practically certain to see my 
money pock.: But no: sooneif had I 



doomed man. In the imperfect recol¬ 
lection of my childhood I had forgotten 
the orange wine. My day’s sixpence 
was spent and starvation stared me in 
the face. For certainly no one hut a 
Laplander oouhl-be expected to cat that 
nauseous stuff neat. It merely re¬ 
mained to write a letter of explanation 
to the coroner and wait patiently for 
the end, my only hope Leing that my 
natural reserves of fat, with Sunday’s 
reinforcements, would respond nobly 
to this sudden call upon them. How¬ 
ever, to my surprise, finding myself 
still alive on Wednesday I determined 
to take no further risks, and demolished 
two loaves out of hand, and on Thurs¬ 
day 1 had several square meals. 

I am told now that tbe staple 
ingredients of human food consist of 
nitrates (exclusive of the gold, silver 
and copper varieties), carbo-hydrates, 


phosphates and fat. Hod I known 
this at tho time, what wereeasier than 
to go to the chemist, buy a penny- 
halfpennyworth of each, shake them 
all up together, and take a dose of the 
mixture four times a day ? If they are 
anything like as cheap as bacteria, you 
ought to get quite a lot for sixpence. 
Should any of your readers care to 
make the experiment, tbe only stipu¬ 
lation is that they must not spend 
more than sixpence. But, if the pantry 
door should happen, to bo open and the 
cook of a conniving spirit, it says 
nothing at all about that. I enclose 
my name, for your private perusal, on 
a separate sheet of paper. My photo¬ 
graph and a lock of hair, mounted as 
a shaving-brush, I am sending under 
another cover. 

Yours faithfully, 

Onb Who Has Burn and Done It. 
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A FRIEND IN NEED. 

W.ii.KKi; told me to meet him in 
the Furniture department of Parridgo’s 
Stores at twelve-thirty, and lie would 
give mo luncheon. If I had arrived 
there within a quartor-of-an-hour of the 
time all might have been well; hut as 
it was I got there at one o'clock, and 
all was not well. It is not much good 
looking for anybody in PnrridgeV. 

I approached the furniture man and 
questioned him. “Ifaut you seen a 
small, squat person, with rather loud 
trousers”(f was annoyed with Walker 
for his excess of punctuality ; if no¬ 
body bothered about, being punctual 
there would not he all this fuss about, 
it) “who looked as if ho had lost 
someone? " 

My friend, said the man, had gone. 
That seemed to mo a contradiction in 
terms. If lie had gone lie was not my 
friend. I gathered that he had indeed 
been on the look-out hut had retired 
eventually, looking, if anything, a little 
relieved. “ That's my man,” said 1, 
and followed him to the hook depart¬ 
ment, whither, the furniture man said, 
Walker had enquired the way. The 
book man, discovering at once that I 
was not going to buy hooks, was less 
helpful. lie overdid it. Yes, lie had 
seen a short gentleman in distinctive 
trousers that morning in fact, about a 
huiulrod-and-twcnty of them. Some of 
them had ... 1 did not slay to hear 
tho rest, but thought it would he a 
sound idea to go to tho restaurant and 
.wait for him there. 

The restaurant is at the top of the 
building. It is approached by lifts, f 
took up a position opposite tho lift- 
gates and hoped for the best. 1 felt 
encouraged to notice that there were 
fouy lifts; the more lifts, l felt, the 
more chances of Walker’s ultimate 
arrival. Hut, though those lifts worked 
hard for half-an-hour, they produced 
nothing nearer to Walker than another 
acquaintance of mine, named l’earson. 

I looked at him with annoyance 
because he was not Walker, and he 
returned the glare because I was not 
someone else. “ You haven’t picked 
up a tall fellow with an umbrella, have 
yoil?” he asked me, *■ 1» * cause, if you 
liavo, ho is mine. I have lost one.” 

“ No,” I answered, “ hut will ex¬ 
change for a short one with lightish 
trousers.” 

“What a pity,” lie said, "that wo 
are not looking for each other!" l did 
not like the -way ho said that; it 
sounded almost as if it might have 
boen meant for a hint to which f could 
not accede, having left all my real 
money at home. 

" It’s Walker 1 want,” said I. 


We waited long in vain, for the lifts customers who found it inconvenient 
seemed to have taken a dislike to our to pay for their meals. But I cannot 
sex and were disgorging nothing but sco it, and here I am, rapidly coming 
women. to the end of the story and with no 

“ f’m awfully hungry,” said 1, with alternative but to make my way out 
intent. again through the restaurant. 

" So nm T," ho answered. If that follow in tho frock-coat, who 

“ 1 shall have to lunch some tune, stands by the door and appears to be 
and so will you. Luncheon is one of taking no notice of anything, hinders 
I host; things which must be. Wliai | my passugo out and says, “ Pardon, Sir, 
are we going lo do about it? ” j have you paid for the luncheons? Your 

“It almost looks as if we shall j friend " (1 was so busy remembering a 
have to lunch together,” he said in-j moment ago how clever I was that 
advertently. j l forgot Pearson might, bo cunning')— 

“Thanks awfully,” I said, before ho■ “ your friend said you would see to it,” 
had time to cover his mistake. 1 shall answer briefly; “ I have no 

lie tried lo smile graciously, as if lie friends,” and shall endeavour lo pass on, 
had meant to do something kind. He Wish mo luck ! 

half got up from the chair, on which . 

ho sat waiting. Then, “I think per- A poSTKlt IDYLL. 

haps I ought to wait a little longer for ™ . . .. -. ... 

* -.i n Though the mom he drear and soaking, ; 

His idea of a “ little ’’ was a shade ...f 1,0 1,10 Il " (, > ou - ! 

too long for me. “ What about it ? ” ll,c ! [ Woku, 8 

f said at last. Arrives at \\ aterloo; 

“Oh, it's very good of you,” he said, j Shu slamls m a oi flower j 

getting up with alacrity. ! '°', n . , r , ,, . 

When wo were sealed at the food. 1 j , w for f ! ve ,l ul th, ™> 
felt feverishly in my pocket, hut no! An ') lo . vo “ ml a chl!l ‘l> 

money had grown there since the last i 0 n J ( on >y- ie■> cu. 


feverish search. " 1 must he candid,”! All white from shoon to hodieo, 
1 said later on. “ It was not so much she hangs, divinely tall, 
my man I was wanting as his free j A Bivieran goddess 
luncheon.’ !■ Susnended from the wall: 


luncheon. : Suspended from the wall; I 

“Same here,” said he, with dLcon- J]id y 10 station smells you can almost j 
celling brevity. ai ,iff ‘ i 

“ I have nincpenco,” said I, produc- Th 0 tang of a Baydon hree/o, ! 
'"{? '!• As you gaze on tho gulls and a i 

“ And I a latch-key, a threepenny - crumbling cliff ■ 

bit and two stamps.” He also laid his And the bluest thing in seas. j 

cards on tho table. “ And one of the 

stamps is a halfpenny one.” ovei T '''njd I toast hor 

» Wore you late, too ?” I asked. mi As I th ,° bo «'l, 

" A mere nothing -not more than 8 U * "’ bo thrdls my postor- 
tweuty minutes or so. It was hurrying Improssioimblo soul, 
to get here even twenty minutes late holiday lass who softly smiles j 

that made me leave my money boliind.” On passengers and guards, 

“The popular craze for punctuality ' V!l lts thorn in fantasy miles and i 


has a lot to answer for,” wo agreed. 
Meanwhile we had eaten togethor two- 
and-nineponce worth of food. 

1 suddenly looked bright, optimistic, 


•miles 

From sooty station yards. 


ana-mnepeuce worn oi looa. But I’ve sampled tho quaint aroma 

1 suddenly looked Iniglit, optimistic, of jj ie ■■ Wachuyvant” cheroot, 
confident and very knowing. “I have £ llav0 seanned t)l0 gav diploma 
i(,” 1 whispered, getting up and wink- Thoy 80n d w i t |, tho‘Korn-kure bo 


it, I whispered, getting up and wink- Tlioy solid with tho Korn-kure boot, i 
ing at him. 11 ion just wait hero and And I’vo always found that the scant 
keep up appearances. I made my 0l , soft p, ‘ 

way to tho smoking-room, which is You buy at a hoarding’s call 

an annexe of the restaurant. j H „ om . {,j 10 saino as you dared to hope I 

From tho picture on tho wall. 


When 1 said “J had it, I lied. I From tho picture on tho wall, 
am now sitting in the smoking-room, 

writing a faithful account of it all. 1 And that is why, dear maiden, • 
hope Pearson’s ingenuity or audacity I’ve passed a firm decree 
w ill have, settled tho matter. There is That I ’ll never go to Baydon, 
no limit to the free luxuries provided To Baydon-by-the-Sea; 
by these modern Stores. I had had I’ve lost my trust in a hundred pills, 
tho faint hope that the last and most In a pen and a score of shoes, 
up-to-date and considerate convenience But the faith I’ve pinned to those 
for customers might be an emergency girlish frills 
exit, by way of the smoke-room, for Is a faith that I would not lose. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Moon Kndurclh (Blackwood) is a collection of tales 
and fancies, in prose and verso, which Mr. John Buchan 
has contributed to Blackwood's Magazine. It reminds me 
of an old well-thumbed saffron-coloured book, called, I 
think, Tales from Blackwood, which was one of the soberer 
delights of my schoolboy days a many moons ago. It isn't 
only that in several of the stories Mr, Buchan makes me 
feel the thrill and ecstasy that come of the cool, clean 
breath of mountain and moor and loch, and tho boundless 
spaco of sunlit skies and the sound of running waters. 
That ho can always do when ho sets his mind to it. But lie 
lias somehow caught tho indefinable spirit of the old “Maya" 
magic, which makes a typical Blackwood story as different 
from ordinary magazine fiction ns tho spacious repose ofj 
Tudor houses from the irritating prctonco of modern jerry-1 
built villas. His titlo, which is not very happily chosen,' 
refers really not to the promiso of tho Psalmist, but to the; 
belief of St. Francis that the moon stands for tho dominion 
of all strange things in water and air. In that region of 
’mystery and horror Mr. Buchan is always at home. But 
I like, too, his other fancies, more particularly those of the 
Americans who came to Europo to invite Prince Charlie 
to be their king, and found him drunk, and of the . 
liemnian who fought side by side with tho Lacedaemonians 
at Thermopylae. They might both so easily have been tire. 

Believe you mo that Mr. Georoe A. Birmingham is the 
rate lad for a lark. He is that same. And his latest, The , 


Inviolable Sanctuary (Nelson), is his best yet. I call it his 
latest, but not, 1 hope, by any means his last. I would 
like indeed that Mister Birmingham should he writing tales 
this great while, tho way I will be leading a fresh one ovepy 
onot in a while; and mo with perhaps the black cave on 
me for him to charm it away. But as for telling you the 
full story of The- Inviolable Sanctuary, that thing 1 will not 
do. It is himself and no other shall explain to you just 
what was on the island of Inishbawn, and what took 
Priscilla ami Frank voyaging about the bay in the Tortoise. 
In short (to drop an idiom that is becoming bothersome) 
you must read tho hook and chuckle, as you are practically 
bound to do, over the supposed German spies, and the 
sponge-collecting lady and the varied enthusiasms of Miss 
I.entaiyne. It was this last that I onjoyed as much as 
anything else. Whether she is a Christian Scientist, deny- 
| ing tho existence of a sprain in Frank's ankle, or a fresh-air 
! faddist, or a devotee of female iudepondonco martyrising 
herself in tho endeavour to smoke cigarettes, Aunt Juliet is 
always delightful. So is our last word of her, in a loiter 
from Prisntla, where she is described as having “ dropped 
being a suffragette in disgust, and taken up appondicitis 
warmly.” But the whole book is the most rollicking fun; 
the joiliest that Mr. Birmingham has written, which, as 
you probably know, is saying a good deal. Let you road it 
at once. 

In tho coloured comic supplement of one of the New 
York Sunday papers there used to appear a serios»of 
pictures, each instalment of which showed, as its dramatic^ 
! finale, a small boy pointing accusingly at some enemy, 
















tod uttering the words, “Bad mans I". I was irresistibly possibles . . . Miss Emma SoeoK^'e stufyis always tfiH 
reminded of this small boy when I read Mr, Austin Philips’ informed and sometimes nearly inspired. Slie bar cmv 
The Common Touch (Smith, Elder). His “ Bad mans " is failed at one point. In overdoing her hero’s merits she has 
the Modern, the Intellectual, the Shavian, or whatever he made him a prig, and so mieses tne reader's sympathy. It. 
likes to call himself; and he attacks him with a naive lack is net till too late that one learns what a good fellow, ho 
of humour and a’total absence of artistry which suggest really was all the lime, and can manage to regret his 
extreme youth. Whenever two of his characters get destruction, 
together, the story is hung up while they scold Bod mans. 7 

Not that there is very much story to hang up. Monica I despair of coming to any understanding with Mr. A. B. 
Priestly is a would-be Intellectual (Blackheath model), and le Sauk about Doll Berryman, the heroine of In the West 
when she goes to serve in the post-oflice at the county Wind (Duckworth). She married “ Captain ” Harvct/, 
town of Rutherford she shocks tlio natives at first by foreman of her father’s tin mine and, when her husband 
appearing m a diibbali. But is there not a heart of gold went to South Africa, carried on a liaison with Stephen 
beneath that djihbah ? There is, indeed. Along comes the Pcngclly, a lodger, whom she had at first disliked aDd 
local doctor, whom she had seen playing football at despised, and also apparently with one or two oti^er 
Bluckhculh and worshipped from afar. He is Good mans, people. Stephen Pcntjclly was killed in an accident in the 
Will she marry him and play golf like a nicorninded Wheel Crom mine, Ilarvey returned home, and Dolly 


Will she marry him and play golf like a nico rninded Wheel Crom mine, Harvey returned home, and Dolly 
English girl, or will sho, so to spook, djib at the prospect? • apparently settled down to a quiet domestic existence with 

Cl.« tl...i I A.1.^ _• .e l_*' 


She inairics him. And that’s - 
all. Mr. Philips is so sincere 
aftd so obviously believes that 
he is saving I he country that 
it is not pleasant to havo to 
scoff. But, if tltore is one thing 
which should be written well or 
not at all, it is a philippic, and 
Tlut Common Touch is badly 
constructed and childish. Anil 
no Intellectual ever accused the 
Plain, Ordinary Man of being 
such a portentous bore as Mr. 
Philips unconsciously makes 
him. 

Among our great-grandfathers 
there wak many a one who started 
life on half-a-crown a week and 
died worth something like that 
sum a minute. The ambition 
and achievement of these 
Northern giants was to build 
great industrial concerns, and it 
was only by the way that they 
founded, also notable families to 
maintain incidentally the busi¬ 
ness, but more to flourish exceed¬ 
ingly on the net profits and to - 
be much sought after by others 
by themselves in local society. 


- _... -— — . .. him for the remainder of her 

..—---— years. Since she was only the 

daughter of a Cornish, farmer 
Mm (the tin was a chance discovery 

pS|L on his estate) it is natural, J 

feO=a suppose, that she should'not in- 

Vm dulge in a great deal of psycho- 
aHwts. logical introspoction, as she 

jp/A would have done if Mr. Eden 
JmMmK. Ph rr.r ,potts had been her creator, 

7ry-¥ jK \ but nevertheless the story of her 

/ s' i amours leaves me rather baffled. 

// j/gjfijato There is a line Cornish flavour 

js qgry ffilTOlK®L . )" .Jinnnn[!ke l , , | about this novel, liko the saffron 

_ _ > n a local cake. I like saffron 

r** *- 2 cake, but I am not sure that this 

' is a wholly successful example ol 

A/vK" ‘ the confectionery. Mr. le Sage’s 

)‘\f A 1 ~ r :~. descriptions of scenery, his dia 

/ / ' \\ lect, and his interiors are all of 

'Xa - - the best, but his heroine shouhl 
Jf either have been more articulate, 

// * or treated from a more aloof and 

critical standpoint. The story 
' ~-. v _ _ fails to provide any palpable 

_ _ -i. -si thrill, and I am left with afeeling 

THE VULNERABLE SPOT. ! that life is not quite bracing. 

An anxious moment in the oahekh or Acmuxs. enough in tho west wind. Per-, 

---- 1 haps the author will use baking- 

and much venerated i powder as well as saffron next timo. 

The affairs of this - - - V 


THE VULNERABLE SPOT. 

An anxious moment in the i'akkkii or Acmnxs. 


provincial plutocracy do not figure largely in romance; When the heroine of The Visioning (Murray) began to 
their attitude towards life is usually too cautious and thorn- develop “ views ” it took me some fifty pages to recover 
selves too businesslike to touch passionate extremes. Bat from the shock. At the outset Katie Jones was rather 
they are liable to their problems like the rest ol us, and one hair-brainy, delightfully ingenuous and withal of a personal 
of tho gravest threatens when the line ol descent appears charm that made men (to their credit) fail in love with,her.' 
inevitably bound to come to a point in an.only son, who is Not for a moment did I guess that serious thinking was to 
of a mind not wholly commercial and prudent, is artistic even he numbered among her many accomplishments. How- 
and cogitative, intellectual, unmercenary, and advanced, ever, let no one bo alarmed, for in her most solemn moments 
So The House of liobershaye (Smith, Elder) threatened she was never tedious. I applaud Miss Glaspbll’s story 
to conclude in Ambrose. To avert disaster, the father made as heartily as I dislike the extra syllable in her .title., 
a will (quite a feasible will, for once in a novel) by which Her theories are applied solely to America, but the pill (if it 
Cousin Robert was forced upon Ambrose as a lifelong be a pill) is so girt with sugar that it can be reoommendet 
companion and partner, Cousin Robert being, from a to everyone, except to those who insist upon taking 
business point of view, It. It was the father’s misfortune, refuge from Socialism by ignoring it. With many of h«sr 
ifdeceaspd testators oan have misfortunes, that a feminine ideas I am totally at variance, but it is impossible tp.defty 
contingency -arose. It is hard enough in the ordinary the cogency and humour with which they are expressed 
way tor two men diametrically opposed to live at peace in the book indeed is a brilliant example of how to, be 
tbesame house and work harmoniously in the same cotton strenuously modern without being in tw' 
mill, but when in addition they become rivals tor the love ferocious Or offensive.Jseid«biha)ly 
of the.saree woman trouble is certain ahdeveh murder is tint Americans edit Alribl&lf* ijMuKdi|fo..? ,*«.•" 





May 22 , 1912 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


381 


CHARIVARIA. 

Australia is doing what she can 
to help on the rapprochement with 
Germany. The Victorian Minister of 
Railways has just given a large order 
for tyres to Messrs. Kuuiu* in preference 
to a British firm. # * 

One of the illustrated Acadutny 
Annuals conta : ns reproductions of a 
certain number of pictures which were 
rejected by the hanging committee. 
This idea of strengthening the volume 
is distinctly a smart ono. 

" The Exodus of Old Masters ’’ cen- 
linues to attract attention. "The 
Genesis of Old Masters” is a subject 
which ought also to interest American 
millionaires, to judge by 
the specimens which 
some of them own. 

•‘f 

" Here,” says “ Obser- 
vator" in The Observer, 

“is a legal conundrum. 

The lato Mr. Dilley, of 
Pennsylvania, left his 
estate in trust during the; 
lifetime of a certain cat, j 
to be divisible, at the 
cat’s death, amongst cer¬ 
tain specified persons. 

IIow would tho law deal 
with one of theso heirs 
if he killed that cat?”, 

Obviously it would bo a 
leliny. j 


circumstances we tbink he might change j weather forecast is always the first item 
hig nom-de anerre to" Captain Coe Coo.” i in a column entitled “ To-day’s Story.’’ 

Medical men arc evidontly becoming The attention of tho Home Secretary 
alavmsd at our dwindling population, j is to be drawn to a grave miscarriage 
and everything is bsing dono to attract!of justice. A youth has been sent to 
children to our planet. The latest prison for disendowing his master’s till, 
move is to advocate more food and less *.,/ f 

education. * It is proposed that a memorial shall 

* bo erected to Dick Tunra at Brough, 

Tho Ponal Reform League has sent a Yorkshire village situated near the 
a letter to tho Home Secretary criticis- scenes of some of tho highwayman's 
ing the way in which Children’s Courts , most famous exploits. No arrange- 
are conducted. There is little doubt; meets have at present been made by 
that if they wore made more attractive, his admirers for a statuo of Mr. Lloyd 
they might in time become as popular (Jeoroe in tho precincts of any Welsh 


as tho grown-up Police Courts. 

:= i 

Mr. J. Collinso’m, of tho Animal,s'; 
Friend Society, writes to complain that 


:athedral. 


The text has been 
published of a Whist 
Drive Defence Potition 
to the House of Com- 



Dcspmufa. 


mons. We are astonished that it makes | among tho many rare birds recently! 
nothing of the point that Cattle Drives; shot by “ sportsmen ’’ in this country | 


have for some time past been condoned 
by the Government. 

Some idea of the intensity of our 
recent heat wave may be gained from 
the fact that during its prevalence 
Snow Hill station disappeared. 

* " 

On tho ground that Bermondsey is 
" one of the most healthy places in the 
country to live in,” tho borough council 
bos refused to allow one of its officials 
to live outsido the borough bounds. 
There is even some talk of changingi 
'the name to Bormondsea, or even! 
Berm-on-Sea, and making a bold bid, 
by means of attractive posters, for the 
patronage of holiday-seekers. 

V 

"Captain Coe’.' is continuing to give 
his valuable advice to the readers of The 
Star , which is owned by the proprietors 
of The Daily Newt and Leader, In the 


is a Siberian nut-cracker. In view ol! 
tho fact that there is just now a most I 
difficult problem to solve, namely, that 
of Miss Malecka's Siberian sentence, 
this scorns especially regrettable. 

" LADY GODIVA IN A LAW SUIT ” > 

announced a newspaper last week.! 
“ Which is better than no suit at all," 
remarks Mrs. Grundy. 

A prisoner at the Clorkenwell Police 
Court declared the other day that 
his name was William Shakspeare. 
Presumably lie thought this justified 
his making an exhibition of himself. 

jJs 

The Evening News draws attention 
to the fact that tho meteorological 
prophecies published by its contem¬ 
poraries have been strangely at variance 


THE COLOUR ORGAN. 

U a iiev, iiistrunrnt wliich ran throw a 

-suree-aion or cuhmr-srln'iiHui 

: n|ion a s mcii by means of a 
key-brant.] 

Sell tho grand piano, 
dear; 

Henceforth let us try 
Tunes that, striking not 
tho car, 

Smack us in the eye. 
Wlicn in future 1 am 
bored 

Or your heart is sad, 
You shall sit and strike 
otic chord 

Of music like a plaid. 

We will hid some purple 
thing 

Soothoour mental ills; 
Red and white and blue 
shall bring 
Patriotic thrills; 

When for sport my mood 
is ripe, 

Crimson we will choose 
With a green and yellow stripe 
(In short, my blazer’s hues). 

Nor, when I would overcome 
Some elusive rhyme, 

Need our infant's daily strum 
Cease before its time; 

Though my study wails are thin, 
Silence shall prevail 
While she fairly wallows in 
The new chromatic scale. 


Commercial Candour. 

‘ I'nwonr.iblc Washable Hells." 

Add. in “Irish Tines." 


‘‘Sunonnded by .ill tho comforts ami con¬ 
veniences of civilisitiuu tho invalided worker 
or civil servant could renew health and 
strength.”— J/oxaiMipie G‘.r.dt\ 

'It is a kindly thought, but the health 
of the civil servant is such a rare and 
precious plant that it might suffer from 


with the foots. It is only fair to The j association with any sort of worltor, I 
Express to point out that this paper’s 1 even an invalided one. * 


voi.. oxi.n, 


Y 
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A NEW MISSION. 

P ■ fiickch is peculiarly a Christian game. 
Nu jviga'i nation lias ever play r 1 il.” 

Mrlh'itni.' 

When wild in woods the savage van, J 
Being a prehistoric man, 

There is no record hinting at 
His rude delight in ball and bat: 

And, when, in times a slutdo morodressy, 
People's amusements weren’t so messy, 
No tmndlor known to ancient loro 
Got pagan Pharaoh leg-before; 

Moses, who must have had a notion 
Of heathen games as placed in Goshen, 
Has neither praise nor yet rebuke 
Of Cricket in tho Pentateuch. 

No Old Phoenician “ found a patch ” 

In any Tyro-und-Sidon match ; 

There is no story from Tibet 
Of lamas slogging at the net; 

No sporting annals tell ns bow, 

During tho dynasty of Chow, 

The full-sized volley sped through space 
And took Confucius in the face. 

We hear not how Achilles spent 
Whole weeks inside the scorer’s tent; 
Nor read of Priam, stiff of joint, 
'Dropping a cert at silly-point; 

;Nor, on a nasty pitch that humped, 
j()f Aristides being slumped; 

■Nor how, when Phoebus camo out hot 
At Salamis (a dampish spot), 
iTIio Attic skipper won tho spin 
jAnd coolly put the Persians in. 

|No fahlo tells of Homan Crickel --- 
jlfow well Horatii b ke’^ib the wicket, 
jllow brother Remus took first knock, 
(Or Fabics played against tho clock; 

: ()r Julius Cjshar showed alann 
At Brutus “ coming with his arm; ” 

Or Cicero in palmy days 

iBowled with' nis head and broke both 


and broke both 


Or Baluus-— he that built the wall, 
Played like it, blocking every ball. 

Nor did our isles adopt the game 
Till Christian missionaries came, 

And evon then tho pagan sort 
Failed to regard it as a sport. 

No Viking, landing from his ships, 

Was ever captured in tho slips; 

No Irish lioathen learned the hat-lrick. 
Though freely coached by good Sr. 
Patrick ; 

No Piet, in legends known to me, 

After the intorval for" tea,” 
hashing his sporran round his pad, 
Appealed because tho light was bad. 

It was tho same in our domains: 

Not once on Bengal’s tented plains 
Did the great Nawab lift a googly 
Halfway across the astonied Ilooghly; 
Nor yet was Cricket in his thought 
i VVheh the high priest of Juggernaut, 


Rain having fallen after drought, 
Ordored the heavy roller out. 

And, if at length this art of arts 
j Has wooed and won exotic hearts, 

To Christian Cambridge is it duo 
Who of her Ran.ii made a Bluo, 

Taught him—what other creeds had 
missed— 

Ifis speed of eye, his sleight of wrist, 
Taught him -who learned it like a 
lamb - 

To cut and push and glance and slam 
And li\e to he a perfect ,1am. O. S. 

MUSICAL NOTES. 

No event of the season is likely to 
excite greater interest thafi tho sorios 
of orchestral concerts which Heir 
Johann Sebastian Beethoven is about 
to give at tho Royal Albert Hall. Tho 
; programme will consist exclusively of 
| compositions by the concert-giver and 
his great-grcat-grand-unclo, tho well- 
known Bonn master, and those in¬ 
terested in tho problem of horeditary 
talent cannot fail to be profoundly im¬ 
pressed by the comparisons forced on 
them by this method of juxtaposition. 
Herr .Tohann Sebastian Beethoven is 
at all points a far bettor equipped 
musician than his eccentric ancestor, j 
His hearing is perfect, he dresses in the 
very best taste, lie can rido a bicycle! 
and possesses a motor-car. Among! 
tbe works from his pen which will he 
hoard for the first time in England 
during his visit are *an Agricultural 
Symphony, a Limelight Sonata and an 
Ucber-Kaiser Concerto. 

Mr. Nathan Gherkin is giving a 
recital on the xylophone at Uliithstein 
Hall on Friday afternoon, at which ho 
will play selections from tho works of 
Szlumper, Strzgowski and de Pussy. 
Mr. Gherkin, who will be assisted by 
Ilorr Agus Aspar on tho mirliton, is 
a younger brother of the eleventh wife 
of Professor Lessipoffsky, tho famous 
Viennese pianist, and it is only twenty- 
three years since he was horn at Kew, 
Cumberland (Mo.). 

An extraordinarily interesting pro¬ 
gramme has been arranged by Messrs. 
Fulsome Ould and Dursey Rangor for 
their concert on Saturday at the 
Great Banqueting Hall of the Hygienic 
Restaurant. The various items—all of 
them compositions or transcriptions by 
tbe joint concert-givors—will be inter¬ 
preted by what they eall a “ neolithic 
orchestra," from which all metal, string 
or wood will b~9 sedulously banished. 
The instruments are named the petro- 
phone, the pianoflint, the pickoloot and 
the vegetable bassoon, and to lend 


verisimilitude to the performance the 
players will all be attired in troglodyte 
dress with peacock's-feiitber head¬ 
dresses anil talc helmets. The pro¬ 
gramme includes a chanty from the 
island of Mull in praise of usquebaugh, 
which Mr. Ranger has set as a four¬ 
some for four vegetable bassoons, 
accompanied by a highly mixed choir. 
Tho chanty will he sung in tho original 
Pictish; hut Mr. Fulsome Ould has 
furnished a singularly spirited render¬ 
ing into the vernacular, of which (by 
kind permission of tho publishers, 
Messrs. Boozy) we append the follow¬ 
ing extract- 

Wow-wow-waVuby, 

Wurra-gnrra-jim-jam-jn I , 

Water is good 

For a weakling brood, 

lint give me Mountain I)eiv I 

The Baltimore Sim has, we regret to 
say, committed itself to tho deplor¬ 
able viow that romance is irreconcilable 
with total abstinence. It obsorvos:— 

“Wlmt would become of romance if tbere 
were no alcohol? Imagine u teetotaler writing 
'Mib.1i Ado About Nothing,’ or tho Fifth 
Symphony, or ‘ Lc Malado Imaginaire,' or * Peer 
dynt,’ or the Zend-Avesta, or the Declaration 
of Independence or any other great work of 
feeling and fancy ! Imagine Wagner, bursting 
.with ginger imp, at. work upon ‘Tristan ami 
Isolde.’ Imagine Leonardo, soake I ill health 
drinks from Hittlo Creek, fashioning the un- 
! fathomable smile of Mona Lisa !" 

As a mailer of fact we believe tliat 
Richard Strauss wrote his Salome 
entirely on a diet of ketsup and mu- 
moniatod quinine. Ekktra, on the other 
hand, was composed on a blend of ab¬ 
sinthe, macassar oil and Condy’s Fluid. 

In Biijuletto, tho other night, Signor 
Sammarco, who was impersonating the 
tragical buffoon, "picked up his dis¬ 
tressful daughter Gilda on his shoulder 
and strode off with her. Such a feat," 
the musical critic of The Daily Mail 
remarks, “had not been possible for 
years.” The Grand Ope'rapWmu donna, 
until quite recently, weighed on an 
average between fourteen and fifteen 
stone. Indeed, it is alleged that on one 
memorable occasion when a more than 
usually portly Briinnliildc was hoisted 
on to the hack of her steed at the close 
of Giittenlammcrung, the back of the 
unhappy quadruped broke with a loud 
crack, horse ana rider collapsing to¬ 
gether on the stage. 

“ ‘Silencers’ have also been fitted to the... 
engines, so that the airships can slip far more 
noisily than heretofore within an enemy’s lines." 

Daily Telegraph. 

This l-ecalls the famous couplet 

"He that, in quest of silence, ‘Silence I’, 
hoots 

Doth oft create the hubbub he imputes," 

















of her vast estate ), "Do you Ikvi.t J.oye 


OVERWORKED. 


Dkar Mr. Punch,—I supposo that 
if i do not write to you now, before the 
season is in fuller swing, I shall ho too 
late. I fool that if I can get you to 
tako up my cause without delay some¬ 
thing may really bo done at last to 
purge our crickot journalism of a 
perennial stain. Of course you know 
what I mean—that weary, old, miser¬ 
able business about the Ashes. Even 
the triangular nature of this year's 
contests will not, I fear, save us from 
it. Soon we shall leam that “the desti¬ 
nation of the Ashes is still in doubt,” 
and after the decisive Tost Match ter¬ 
rific headlines will shriek forth the 
news that the Ashes are to remain in 
England or again to cross tho sea. We 
shall read of “the mythical Ashes,” 
“ the legendary Ashes," “ the illusory " 
ahd “ fabulous Ashes it is more than 
likely that we shall meot with tho 
“coveted Ashes," the “longed-for 
Ashes," or the “ highly * desiderated 
Ashes.". Certainly, long before the 
season is through; many of us—I for 
ono— will be heartily sick and tired of 
the Ashes. 


I do not want you to think that I 
don't know the derivation of I ho phrase, 
hut incidentally 1 should liko to ask 
you to remember that it is in exceed¬ 
ingly awkward and cumbersome thing 
to oxplain to maiden aunts and others, 
whoso knowledge of cricket is vague at 
tho ltost, in spito of their enthusiasm. 
Have you ever tried ? I suppose otic 
should regard the ordinary use of tho 
term as in its essence humorous; but,i 
if it is a joko, surely it was never an! 
overwhelmingly funny one—surely byj 
now it has become a very, very old one ? 

W'oll, Sir, my poiut is simply that it 
lias had its day. The time has como' 
when success in International Cricket 
should bo capable of expression through 
somo other channel. The great crick¬ 
eting public doserves a rest. 

I hope that, though you yourself are 
not without guilt in this mattor, you 
will bo willing to help me. As Secre¬ 
tary of The Ashes Protest Lcagno I 
am doing all I can. We have prepared 
a leaflet [ id . each—.£7 10s. per 1000) 
which may be had on application, 
and is guaranteed to win by-elections. 
And I may add. as evidence that we 
are determined to keep tho controversy 


on the highest possible plane, that we 
have studiously avoided any reference 
to the matter as a Burning Question. 

Yours, Sackcloth. 

The New Diplomacy. 

“Li t Hip British people come out in tlit'lr 
millions, and till Sir Ed wal’d Oroy what to 
do. - Lovei of Justice, Cricklewood.” 

Daily Chrtmifh. 

But. tho British people hangs hack, 
awaiting tho trumpet-note of Pater¬ 
familias, Willesdeu. 

‘“Whew . . . it fait cliand.’ The Parisians 
have ken making this original remark, aud 
wiping their brows as proof of tho sincerity of 
tho sentiment. ‘Uui, il fait chand.’ ” 

1'all Mull Gii Me. 

We have no quarrel with the word 
“ original." 

“liis ball which pi tidies on the middle stump 
can break sufficiently to hit the stumps or a 
balsman’8pad8 if deaa in front. ”— Evening .Vsics. 
This defines the limits of our break 
(both ways) very neatly. 

“When bis bath was at full height Snooko 
seemed to lose all knowledge of where the ball 
was, and he was bowled off his pads.” 

Daily CltromU ,, 

We never wear pads in our bath. 
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tiic am pioe nc ttnninv h' 8 transgressions, far from exalting I like to think that we did this no less 

SAD CA8E OF FERRIBY. him with unholy pride, occasioned him for his own sake than for ours; I 

Feuriby was doubly unfortunate, sufferings almost in excess of our own, know that as a consequence of this 
He was unfortunate not only in thej we strovo to make reparation, and by selectiveness our conversation became 
fact that from childhood he had been' humane measures to check tho in- wretchedly formal and halting. Out- 
cursod with a propensity for the|sidious advance of his diseaso. Alas! eiders, of courso, brought calamity 
facetious turn, the antique jest, tho: it had thou got too firm a hold upon its upon their heads at every turn, and 
too mauifest retort—a strange malady victim to yield to our treatment. j 1 woll remember' once entering the Club 
that feeds upon itself, thriving best | I recall with painful vividnoss the j lounge as old Mr. Caysnor and Ferriby 
upon a low diet—but also that up to hour when first the true pitiablouoss of; were parting after a short chat, 
early manhood ho had been wantonly Ferriby’s condition became evident to j •• And so you ’vo been down to see 
abetted in his deflections from tho tho more discerning of his companions.! your people. How did you find your 
paths of true humour. It was at the close of an informal little! Undo (ieorge?" Mr. Caysnor was 

In boyhood these aberrations were supper. One of our party excused him- asking, and I saw Ferriby turn quite 

encouraged by tho family circle, his self for running away to catch a train, white. 

own father applauding them with gales “ I am sorry to leave the table,” he "F-lind him? But I never lost 
of laughtor and a smitmg of his palms remarked, rising; and 1 saw the muscles him,” he said miserably, and then 
the one against the other—energy j of Forriby's faeo twitch curiously, j mumbling some vague excuse he was 


grievously misdirected. j whilst his breath came in short gasps., gone before Mr. Caysnor could pull 

True, in later years a - himself together. 1 

corrective outside in ! '-r r '± ^ . think tho dazed, hurt 

lluenco was brought to! ' d ' : look in the old gentle- 

bear upon him, chiefly j MmHik ^ ijs:/ man’s eyes will haunt 

by companions who,. - mo till I die, for in 

exercisingtheprivilegos . .. Forriby's infancy he 

of friendship, covered .S’ ' had boon almost a fairy 

him with abuse; but ~ Jl k godfather to him. 

none of them—none of |^, - r• • fLjk 1 . - Ferriby now got 

its, 1 ought to say, for r^r!! rapidly worse, and even 

never of sympathy. j not alone that physi'e- 

With tho indications! -- ^«». ally ho was almost too 

of tho malady itself | >'-* t weak to give them 

most peoplo, 1 imagine, i ..:'■■■* I J” 5 tongue, but that tin: 

are familiar. .1 propos - .■v»— sharno of tho words 

of something or other . choked him. 

a porson innocently yotie^icdliy^i'til'tti'iiuauiibaijUfiimuviisiiti'-'iqi'f). "I'll may iu.hl till 1 saw him only once 
remarks, “Oh, really, 1 mr mis mu.. again before he was 

you know, I can’t „ Utl,Ur - “ w . m ; « ™ ljKl ' »«irb io baud ym: sticks, run 01t | clul i abroad. He 

stand this!” “Then llnS -l—----had had a bad day. 

take a chair,” says the afflicted one. “ Don’t—don’t apologise for leaving I Taking tho air in his bath-chair, 
Or perhaps at a concert: “That’s very the table," ho said, a tingo of colour: after a couple of days’ enforced 
protty; what is she playing?” And mounting into his pale cheeks; "you,rest, .lie had been stopped by an 
the deadly answor, “Why, can’t you couldn’t very well tako it with you.” acquaintance who enquired how long 


remarks, "Oh, really,i 11,11 " Jil18 ,m '- 


Xu’.in', (i {’(III yt i‘t tUlciiitllllOiinl ijl’-f litimuOi'S " 1 U. STAY J1I.KL 'JILL 


you know, 
stand this!” 


I can't 
“ Then 


She's playing a piano.” Or 


heavens! ” 


cried, mo-jlm had been lad up in bed. 


again, to quote an even more flagrant mentarily mastered by our indigua- mean laid doh n in bed, don't you?” 
example: "Where does this road go lion; " do you call that funny ? ” said Ferriby in a low voice. “Woll, 
to?” “ This road, Sir, does not move.” Ferriby dropped a haggard gaze how long weir, you in bed, anyway?” 

But why harrow the reader’s feel- upon his plate. corrected his friend, and Ferriby, his 

ings unnecessarily ? Lot it sullico that "Why, no—no, of course not,” he features while and drawn, had mur- 
I have indicated tho nature of poor murmured brokenly; “hut what can mured faintly, "Just fivo feet nine and 


Feniby's complaint. 

I suppose one of the chief difficulties 
experienced by tho pathological crim- 


I do ? What can I do ? ” a half,” and collapsed beneath tho 

1 supposo something in tho wording apron of his bath-chair, 
of this reply, something loo in Feniby’s I was told all this by Dr. Keane as 


inologist lies in correctly fixing the tone and look, must have penetrated to ho conducted mo to Forriby's rooiq. 

demarcation lino between crime and our understandings. Wo exchanged Several of his friends were there, and 

disease. The old avenging order has glances and forbore to press our among them Joe Vaylo—breezy Joe— 

changed, and a gentler if more In- grievance. but even he on this occasion kept 

J uisitive spirit is abroad; yet when I think also that after this-if, in- up his spirits with a very palpable 
recall how wo shunned poor Ferriby, deed, we had not instinctively done so effort, 
or Buffered his company only that we for years—wo tried to avoid in Forriby’s “ Well, I must be off now, Ferriby, 
fiiight revile him, I am striekon with presence any remark lending itself to old chap," ho was raying. “ My tram 
remorse. True, when at last we saw that the more devastating forms of repartee, goes at 4.7.” 




And than, almost as he said the 
words, he felt Virbat he had done, and 
I knew that he was inwardly cursing 
himself for his thoughtlessness. A 
spasm of pain twitched the comers of 
Ferriby's drawn mouth; his lips moved 
automatically, 

u Not... not” he gasped, and 
then paused. The perspiration stood 
in cold drops on his Drow. Dr. Keane 
was at his side in a moment. 

“ Yes, yes, go on, Forriby; wo ’ro all 
friends hoi'e," he said, and the rest of 
us stood about in awkward silence, 
even the least emotional of us suffering 
something of the agony of those tense 
moments. 

" Not—not your train ...” 

11 Yos, yes, old fellow; go on! You 
want to say, not Joe's train, but tho 
South-Eastern Kailway Company’s.” 

“ Y-yes. Yes, that's what 1 wanted 
to say. I’m sure you’re very good 
to mo; I don't know what I should 
do-” 

“ Oh, that's all right,” said Dr. 
Keane, and he spoko brusquely, but 
that was to bide his emotion. 

IIo then quietly advised us to go, 
saying that ho could not answer for 
t.lm consequences to his patient woro 
anything to bring on another spasm of 
repartee. 

Poor Forriby! His case puzzled me, 
and after they got him abroad 1 wrote 
to Keane about it, asking how it was 
that a condition of mind so often 
accompanied by sound physical health 
should in Forriby's easo have proved 
almost fatal. 

I have the doctor's reply, and read¬ 
ing between the technicalities I divino 
that Forriby developed a capacity for 
self-criticism after the pernicious habit 
of the rotort facetious lmd actually got 
absorbed into his mental system, and 
the agony he suffered in hearing him¬ 
self give" utterance to one feebleness 
after another had gradually undermined 
Ids strength. 

Occasionally Keane is too—what 
shall I say ’—therapeutical for my lay 
mind to follow him; bo speaks of a 
“varicose vein of humour,” etc., etc. 
I quote the dose of his letter:— 

“ We give it out that he (Forriby) is 
abroad because he finds the climate 
more beneficial, but, really, of course, 
it is the language. A strange tongue 
offers few opportunities to anyone with 
Ferriby’s complaint, and physically he 
‘is already in better case. He is now 
in Italy) but as he grows familiar with 
the speech he will have to move ou 
to .Constantinople, St. Petersburg, or, 
possibly, even Peking. My private 
apprehension is that so far as English- 
speaking countries are concerned he is 
an exile for life.” . . 



Customer(mrcasUcally). ‘'I've managed to err this steak, kit I ji isotiieued if 
I can on* ir it I" 

IF,liter. “Vk«, Sin. We guarantee oit. knives, but oun ltKsroxuDiurr me* sot 

EXTEND TO our. CUSTOMERS* TEETH.” 


A LOCK-OUT. 

Fou years he'd been her humble 
slave, 

But, fretting at bis fate, 

The man determined, growing brave, 
To better his estate. 

So, risking coldness or rebuff, 

Severe and business-like, 

He said, “ Yourfriendship's not enough; 
Love mo, or I shall strike 1 ” 

“ But I repudiate tho debt,” 

She said in level tone; 

" Be satisfied with what you get, 

And, friend, let well alone." 


| The grievances ho then revealed 
! But made the lady pout, 

1 She shook her head and would not yield, 
And so tho man “ came out.” 

Till, slowly starving, day by day, 

His heart began to yearn 
For that unsatisfactory pay 
llo lately usod to earn. 

But, when half famished, thin and poor, 
With penitence ho knocked, 

He found, alas, that friendship’s door 
Was tightly barred and locked. 

The Suet. 

“ Mind, the little seamstress who shares jhe 
timbrel with Sydney Carton."— Stawlarit. 
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OVERDOING IT. 

[A ilny's gleaning from Ilia London papers— 
and n satisfactory explanation why my friend 
Hr. Edward Kingston does not play golf.] 

From “ The Morning Awakencr " : — 
THE LADIES' CHAMPIONSHIP. 

(By our Special Nut at Turnbcrry.) 
The girls—bless their pretty faces — 
may be inferior to the male sex at golf 
(though Miss Amolia Divot would givo 
any man a good game), but there is no 
doubt about their pluck. Thcro was 
half a galo of wind blowing this morn¬ 
ing at the first toe, yet Miss Amelia 
faced the elements bare-headed, hex- 
lovely black hair blowing unfettered 
about her dainty ears. Miss Hooker 
showed no less courage, for she 
was wearing a pair of pink stock¬ 
ings beneath a pale blue skirt, a 
loosely knitted green jersey and cap 
completing her costume. She is a 
splendidly built, strong-limited girl, and 
the way she drove into the hunker from 
the first toe would have made man) 
a scratch player envious. Hut Miss 
•Amelia Divot is no less splendidly Imilt 
and strong-limbed. She was dressed 
this morning entirely in mauve, ovon 
dowu to ltcr stockings and doar little 
shoes, and her line brave swing must 
have sent a thrill of pleasure through 
every male heart. 

I followed Miss Amelia for the first 
nine holes,and she was certainly playing 
glorious golf. On this form slio should 
win the championship, and nobody 
could grudge such a pretty girl the 
victory. Yesterday she was playing 
entirely in white, and was a little off 
her game, hut to-day she made no 
mistake with Miss Imogen Fairway, a 
dainty hrunotto from the West. Save 
that she duffed her putt on the eighth 
green, her game was irreproachable. 

To-morrow Miss Hooker plays Miss 
Divot, and the girls arc all agog with 
excitement. That it will he a close 
match is certain, for both are magnifi¬ 
cently proportioned and supple-limbcd 
specimens of England's girlhood. 1 
am officially informed that Miss Amelia 
Divot will play in a grey skirt and red 
stockings, while Miss Hooker will be 
entirely in bluo. I fancy Miss Divot's 
chances, although Miss Hooker is quite 
as nice-looking as her opponent. Bless 
both their pretty faces! 

From “The Eceiling Messenger: 

<!OLF NOTES. 

The New Cockse at Bbajibeeucry. 

A Novel Foubsome. 

(By Sammy Slicer.) 

I am sometimes a little puzzled as to 
what to write about in this column, for 
I have now been a golf journalist for 
tWfenty years, and (as my readers know) 


I have had to turn out no fewer than four 

5 olC articles a week in different papers, 
lultiply four by twenty by fifty-two 
and you got four thousand one hundred 
and sixty columns about golf—say five 
million words. Of course in five million 
words one must havo touched fairly 
fully on most of the broader aspects 
of the game, but each woek gener¬ 
ally offers some fresh topie for com¬ 
ment, and to day t havo fortunately 
remembered that tho now course at 
Brumblobury has not yet been described 
in this paper. _ 

Strictly speaking, Bramblehury is not 
a new course, for it lias been in existence 
some fifteen years. When I say now, I 
mean new to me. Those of my readers 
who havo played 1 hero will no doubt 
bo glad to hear what it is like, and those 
who haven’t can eonsolo themselves 
with the thought that they will now 
recognise the course when they doge 
there. 

Wo stmt with a plain two-shot hole 
of 550 jards. A lucky pitch may give 
us ft three, hut we shall probably be 
content with a four. The next is 
of the dog-leg variety, and when j 
1 was there last Monday a strong 
wind from the south-east rendered 
it extremely interesting. To get on 
the green in two it is necessary to 
carry tho river from tho tee. (in a 
calm day this is comparatively easy, 
hut in the teeth of a stiff south-easter 
the 319 yards to file opposite bank 
wants some doing. Probably most 
players will find that it is hope¬ 
less to attempt it with a cleok and 
will take a baffy. The third hole does 
not call for comment, hut the fourth 
presents an extremely pretty problem. 
It is a short hole of 245 yards, and my 
opponent Ixoldly tried to run it with a 
putter. I took a niblick and managed 
to got safely on tho green: but I 
tremble now to think wlmt might have 
happened to me. Thero is a regular 
sea of govse and bramble in front of 
the green, and, once in that, all hope of 
a two would have disappeared. 

Tho fifth bole must be described in 
some detail ... (It is; and so arc the 
other thirteen.) 

I took part in a novel foursome the 
other day. It can hardly ho called golf, 
but it passes away a pleasant hour 
on any of the lesser known courses, 
whero docont golf is impossible. 
A and B play against G and D, 
but instead of A and B sharing 
a ball A and G share it. It is C’s 
business to put A into all the trouble 
he can until they arrive on the green, 


! when be drops out. We played four 
most amusing holes in this way, until 
C discovered that it was simpler just 
to play A’s shot straight back at him 
again. After that the game languished. 

From “ The Daily Hope :"— 

THE WONDER OF OOLF. 

(By Henry Iron.) 

It is a wonderful gamo this golf of 
ours. Tho more wo play it the moro 
wo marvel at its intricate simplicity. 
Its simple intricacy, to put it in 
another way, baffles us. The deepest 
problems of statesmanship, of religion, 
of ai t and literature will all be revealed 
to us ere wo understand the secret of 
this gamo of golf. ■ A man may spend 
a lifotimo in tho study of it (and surely 
ho could not spend his life inert) 
worthily), hut in the end ho will have 
to confess that he knows no more than 
lie did in the beginning. .Sometimes J 
I lie awake for weeks thinking about j 
golf, so greatly does the mystery ot it 
haunt me, II \nitY Yaiioon, princo of 
golfers, once called it “a funny gamo.” 
It is more than a funny gamo, it is a 
deeply psychological game. For a 
good golfer is a good man, make no 
mistake about that. Success at golf 
demands far greater qualities than 
does success in politics, in art, in 
commerce. And liovy much better' 
worth achieving! Yes, this golf of 
ours is indeed a wonderful game! 

(.1 nd m> mi in it, lii'irn other papers 
until iwj jiieiat Mr. Eduard Kingston 
is ill.) ' A. A. M. 

The Deadly Influence of the Home 
Rule Bill. 

“The S.ilNation Army authorities in T/mihai 
havo decided to separate New Zealand from 
Australia ."—Sydney Mur,ting Iletald. 

“Six of the sixly-uine baehclors of Dnn- 
shaughlin, who were tohl by the focal council 
to ‘marry or lio,’ have decided to marry.” 

lh.it a A'jyjrow. 

Mr. Punch's advice to those about to 
lio :~-Don't. 

The South London Press, in reporting 
a speech, says:— 

“Site wished the name of Trailf Reform could 
he chanced.” 

It might be called Tariff Reform. 

“ Kyd, in attempting to cut to leg, was sur¬ 
prised to find a ball from Coulter making its way 
to his wickets."-- Dundee Saturday Post. 
Apparently it didn’t even stop to watch 
Kyd’s remarkable stroko. „ 

“Mrs. Drew, in a light soprano voice, was 
beard in some of Wccki rim's ' Bergerettes,’ 
while Mr. Drew was no less successful iu some 
German songs ."—Patty Repress. 

Audibility is perhaps not the whole aim 
of a singer, but it is certainly a begin¬ 
ning. The rest will come. 
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THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. 

JImil Xom {us last resort to lalyvlo rv/f / <Ultis uwUdac). “lit: bisave, jiabmmi ! Remember tou abb a Tai.bot de Turesmgxy I” 


GANYMEDE AGAIN. 

[AiiiihimsI (lie mgf'csliotis for tlie im-lni'-fion nf Jw.vs aLk'iidiii" Hie 
new London County Council School for Wuitem is u nomxu of lessoiia in 
Use relative imimrtaneo ol'llio i>rincil>al London lienspq ices,] 

There are some socrets that the envious noils 
Iio’.eal to men -for instance, how to fly, ' 

The art to reckon cubes, or racing odds, 

The way from Hammersmith to l’eekham li\o; ■ 

13ut not to judge perfection: rose and lit}, 

Which is the fairer of theso two tine plants? 

To soek to find such measurements is silly; 

Taking another case, 1 have two aunts, 

Both of them estimable ladies; vain ! 

To ask me which is worthier of the twain. 1 

So with our nowsy prints: like vernal blooms 
Their fragrance on the morning air they breathe; ■ 

AH have the latest wires, and ouch one booms 
His goods tho best; the garland that I wreathe 
Of eglantine outperfumos not tiie coder; 

The Chronicle is sweet, The Daily News 
(Amalgamated with The Morning Leader) 

That too is sweet; and how can mortals chooso ? 
Some worship Tlut Express, some do not quail, 

Strong, silent Englishmen, before The Mail. 

Lo! as I s|>eak The Standard rears her head, 
t Smiling amongst tho penn'orths; can she boast, 

For all her radiant charms unnumbered, 

Beauty more rare than Telegraph or Post ? 


What of our ovening papers, swift to follow, 

From noontide till lie fades into the W'est, 

With flower of fresh editions, fair Apollo? 

Hanged if I know which organ is the host; 
llosy and w bite and green their petals faU 
And" Mr. 8 >. - s • e < o gets his ads. in all. 

No, William; Henry, no! Young ardent hoys, 
Destined to serve the hoard and tot the hill, 

Learn what you can of*culinary joys 
And how to suit the jaded diner’s will; 

But some things must be hiddeu, lest the blunderer 
Where angels fear to tread approach too nigh; 
How shall you gauge tho value of “The Thunderer” 
To yon pale customer with blood-hued tie? 

IIow of The Athenceum? I have sat 
Hungrily down at times to read Home Chat l 

The wine, the bird, the salad, you may guess, 

And give soft counsel on what leaves to browse, 
But not the larger mysteries of our Press, 

These are for private ehoioe; you don’t want rows 
And, if some foreign gourmet haply asks you. 

To bring the best of England's printed shoots, 

Tell him the choice of Paris too much tasks you, 

Ply him with dainty fare, and whilst he eats 
Send for the lot, collect the whole wild bunch. 

■» « # « . » ■* 

On second thoughts, no, William. Give hint Punch. 

r Evoa. 
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'Jin- lViludown Unionist flub '-in lnvltlo uir.iy" uuiliT Lnnl Losixinjuiiiiiv mid .Sir Kuwai.d i'au.-uN - . 


Holme of Commons, Monday, May HI. 
—Under pressure 1’rkmier Inis sot 
apart four sittings for debate oil 
Second Reading of Welsh Disestablish¬ 
ment Bill. When House mot to-day 
Oliver Bonaldshay asked for more. 
A punishment that would most closely 
have fitted this suggestion of crime 
would have been compulsory attendance 
thioughout the first day’s sitting. The 
noble and shrowd Iiord, howeyer, de¬ 
parted at close of earliest hour and 
was seen no more steeped in study of 
argument for and against Second Read¬ 
ing. 

That hour after hour, between six 
and eleven o'clock, Benches should 
have been more than half empty has 
in these times como to be a matter of 
course. Carlyle, who did not lovo 
Parliaments, partly perhaps because, 
had he been a member of ono, others 
would also have insisted on talking, 
gleefully records a conversation in the 
National Assembly in 1789. 

“It was," remarked a Member on 
his legs, “ dull as this day’s assombly." 

" Pmirquoi dater!” asked Miuabeau. 

When one writes about dulness in 
theCommons there comes the reflection, 
Why particularise the day ? In respect 


of dejection tho days pass and resemble 
each other. 

About to-day’s experience there is 
a certain irony that convoys a useful, 
sure - to - bo - disregarded lesson. Here 
wo are entored upon fresh campaign 
against property and tho Church. The 
nation is supposed to bo riven into 
sections, seething whether with en¬ 
thusiasm or indignation. Tho Opposi¬ 
tion, after dying in the ditch in resisting 
Home Rule, are more Hilwnico, pledged 
to spill every remaining drop of their 
blood in defence of the Church in 
Wales. On opening night of struggle 
they send to the front ono of their 
choicest champions. Promoters of the 
Bill on their part put up the latest 
Minister, a popular aud capable man, 
whoso first important speech in new 
capacity commands friendly curiosity. 

Reasonablo to expect a thronged 
Chamber buzzing with excitement, 
cheering the champions with applause 
or with not less inspiriting hostile 
interruption. What actually happened 
was far remote from realisation of this 
ardent fancy. There was moderately 
full attendance when F. E. Smith rose 
to move rejection of Bill in speech 
sparkling with witty sentences. At 


end of hour movement towards door 
commenced. Ellis Griffiths, unduly 
impressed with solemnity of position, 
did not succeed in stopping tho flow. 
When ho made an end of speaking 
all pretence of interest in tho matter 
was abandoned. There wore recurrent 
moments when it seemed a count-out 
was inevitable. But talk rolled on till 
stroko of eleven o'clock mercifully 
dammed it. 

And all this while, in some secluded 
spot uncheered by dinner, Lord 
Ronalukhay was wringing his hands, 
lamenting the intolerable obstinacy of 
reckless J’hime Minister who declines 
to add another day or two to course of 
debate. 

Business done .—Second Reading of 
Welsh Disestablishment Bill moved. 

Tuesday. —Vrince Arthur gave 
much-needed fillip to dobato on Dis¬ 
establishment Bill by delivery of bril¬ 
liant speech opposing it. Arrangements 
for intervention were out-and-driod like 
everything elso that invests the affair 
with depressing air of unreality. But 
there was no competition for favourable 
points of hearing, no “ sitting out" on 
Gangway steps, no moaning at the bkr 
by reason of inconvenient thronging 
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of eagor listeners. Just a fairly full ] wherein Smith O’Brien, with myrmi- Thursday.— Evidence promptly focth- 
audience, at ono in its welcome to! dons of the law at bis heels, vainly coming that Members not disposed to 
graceful actor temporarily returning to j sought safety. look so lightly upon the Portadown 

familiar stage. From question addressed to Clief affair as St. Augustine would have 

Prince Arthur in best form. House Secretary it soems that the Mem-i them do. The Member for Sark tells 
listened with delight to the old stylo hers of tho Portadown Unionist Club me of a question addressed to the 
of pinking an opponent with flashing aro already setting'themselves in battle Attorney-Of.ner vi,, drafted at meet- 
rapier as contrasted with bludgeoning array. Squads carrying deadly woodon ing in Committee Room upstairs of 
himwitliablackthorn. IbiUsClmiTmis, guns are paraded. After certain man- influential group of Members. It runs 
in course of his speocli, mentioned that oeuvres “they marched past Colonel thus: “To ask the Attorney-General 
the Archbishops of Canterbury enjoy Fitzgehai.i), J.P., and Major Blacker, whether his attention has been called 
certain social precedence. J.P." The Coeonee, who had ap- to tho fact that tho sentence passed 

“ True,” said Prince Arthur. “But patently been studying lilormy style of upon Miss Malecka was in accordance 
after all you are not taking £173,000 Natoleon'h proclamations to his army with the Russian Criminal Law of 
a year away from tho poor boenuso the in Italy, Egypt and clsewhoro, addressed 1903, which provides that anyone be- 
Ahchbisiiol* goes in to dinner before a tho assembled force in stirring speech, longing to a revolutionary organisation 
Duko.” foretelling tho state of terror into which aiming at the separation of parts of the 


Duko." I foretelling tho state of I 

Under-Secretary hastily' 
explained that ho had touched // 

upon this subject in answer to 
one of many interruptions to 
which he was subjected. 

“If that bo so," said Prince 
Arthur encouragingly, “ I think 
tho honourable gentleman ought 
to 1)0 grateful to tho questioner, 
since he appears to have pro- 
sided him with all tho more 
important parts of his speech." 

And then there was the 
canonisation of tho Home 
Secretary. Prince Arthur 
found in his speech on intro¬ 
ducing Bill design to create 
organisation of a now Church. 

"I suppose,” he went on, 
regarding Home Secretary 
with something of fatherly 
pride, “ the Welsh Church of 
the future is to look hack to 
tho right honourable gentleman 
as its founder, and, ns we talk 
of St. Augustine and Sr. 

Coi.umiia, so posterity will talk 

of St. McKenna. “Doubts whether there is iou 

Home Secretary blushed, another Saint.” 

St. Augustine Birukm. looked a (St. Acousi ine Birrell ami S 

trifle annoyed. Doubts whether 

there is room on Treasury Bench forEnglish and Scotch 


regarding 



country from the Empire shall 
1)0 subjected to a minimum 
penalty of exile for life, and a 
maximum of twenty years' 
penal servitude. 

"And whether" (no Parlia¬ 
mentary question is complete 
without "and whether") “in 
a icw of declarations affecting 
the status of tho Province of 
Ulster, mado in this House and 
elsewhere by honourable and 
right honourable gentlemen, he 
will bring in a short Bill em¬ 
bodying in the criminal law of 
this country tho provision 
enacted in Russia.” 

Bmi ness done .—Sorond Read¬ 
ing of Welsh Disestablishment 
Bill carried by 81 votes. 


“Doubts whether there is loom on Treasury Bench for 
another Saint.” 

(St. AcoUsjine Bit,tell ami St. Reginald McKenna.) 


"ALL THE BEST OF 
'•') BOTH.” 

y On the well-known principle 
1"' that nothing is more infoetious 
than matrimony, the recent 
on Treasury Bench for '™°n between The Daily Kens 
and I he Morning Leader has 
Reginald McKenna.) Set an example that is expected 
to bo widely followed. The fol- 
peoplo would lowing .very interesting announcements 


another Saint. The House reeked with j fall whon they learned that tho armed have not yot been issued to the public, 
hilarious laughter and, when Prince ; Portadown Unionist Club, banded to- i but might appear at any moment:— 
Arthur made an end of spoaking by j gother to defend their rights, are detor-{ (1) On and after Monday next, the 

delivery of smoothing nearer approach- j mined “ never to submit to he governed j two great London weekly papers, 


ing pororation than of late customary', j by a Home Rule Parliament.” 
Members went forth, leaving the place.,' Chief Secretary was called upon 
to solitude and J. Edwards. to oxpluin “why no action lias been 

Business done.— Second nigld of Do- taken against the persons responsible 
bate on Disestablishment Bill. ! for this incitement to sedition and 

Wednesday .—Some sensation created, armed violence against tho Crown." 
by disclosure of details of preparation, St. Augustine, after familiar Minis- 
for fighting in Ulster should Homy Rule, terial manner, tried to make light of 
Bill bo carried. Hitherto been dis-! affair. “ Hypothetical rebellion," lie 


The Sjieclator 
and 

The Looking-Glass, 
will he amalgamated under tbs 
composite title of 
Reflections. 

.Price 3d. every Saturday. 

Two papers in one, and all the best 


position to regard threats of Ulster' called it, not worth serious attention, of both. 

Members as only their fun. Suddenly, ! All the earns, House doesn't like look Deflections will oontain the solidity 

without word of warning, abyss opened! of things. of The Sjiectator and tho seasoning of 

on floor of House. Members fouudj Business do, ye. — Here endoth the The Looking-Glass. , 

themselves staring at possibilities third lesson derivable from debate on Reflections will be the weekly journal 

premising to wipe out from its proud Second Reading of Welsh Disestab- for men, women and others. ■•-* 

place in history the oabbage garden lishment Bill. Reflections will be (he only papw 
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urM\ TouK “Win me »)i.D o.sr. Fatiikr . 7 

Tjur’s my Mono.” Turn. “ Wu.r, Kathkk, tiii-.n \ou i kiyh the house.” 


value of tho former with tho light touch 
of the latter. 

Our now motto - 

“Pulpits and Personalities.'' 

A Special Feature w ill he Bright Pars 
for J’arishioncvs, a gossipy record of 
the ecclesiastical week. 

Twelve pages of snap-shots. All the 
smartest pew-holders. 

Social snippets: Who's Who at the 
Mothers’ Meetings, ete. 

(4) On and after next week the Pro¬ 
prietors of those successful publicat ions, 
The Baker and Confectioner 
and 

The Family Dacha-, 

beg to announce that they will appear 
as ono under tho new and strikingly 
original title of 

The Baker and Con fectioner and 
Family Doctor. 

What this moans. This means that 
two journals, hitherto wasting much of 
their power in pursuance of a mutually 
antagonistic policy, will now combine. 
Prico Id. woekly. 

Two papers for tho price of half of one. 
Bead 11 The Bane and the Antidote,” 


special pago of recipes and prescriptions 
in parallel columns. 

Exclusive article next week, “ Hieli 
Damp Cake with (Jrcen Sugar,” by 
Captain Hook (author of “How I 
nearly captured Peter Pan ”). 

(d) Sensational Combine! 

The Proprietors and Publishers of 

The Little. Puddleford Tchgraph 
(and Visitor's Directory), 

circulating in Little Puddleford and 
district (prico one penny), are happy to 
inform tlicir readers that in futuro the 
paper will be merged into tho equally 
well-known London (Daily) Telegraph. 

Twonty-four pagos. All the best 
features of both journals, including 
a special thrco-lino article of Little 
Puddleford happenings, contributed by 
tho former Editor under tho title of 
“Health and Sunshine.” 

N.B.—The Visitor's List will be dis¬ 
continued for the present. 

(ft) On and after April 1 next The 
Angler’s News will be fused with The 
Story-Teller, and will be known as 
The Lyre. , 

No change of policy or contents. , 
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WHITSUNTIDE CYCLE TOURS. 

(Some useful Hints.) 

Buns. 

Tt is inadvisable if over twelve years 
of age to eat freely of theso confections 
before commencing a run. Neverthe¬ 
less there are many uses to which a 
bun can Lo put by the resourceful 
rider. Firmly tiod on with pink tape, 
it makes a a excellent and durablo 
saddle cover. If tho tourist is un¬ 
fortunate enough to have a puncture 
but no repair outfit, flu* tyro can be 
stuffed with chunks of lmu until it is 
hard enough to ho ridden, if, on the 
oilier hand, lie has a repair outfit but 
no puncture, a good deal of barm¬ 
less amusement can lie obtained by 
splitting the bun longitudinally in half, 
placing a pieco of rubber cut to shapo 
between the two sections, fastening 
them carefully together so that 1 tic bun 
resumes its normal .appearanco, and 
liandiugthoresult to the first youngster 
met. on the road. A huu can also be 
ifsed as a substitute for pedal rubbers, 
as a chest protector, a mudguard ex¬ 
tension, a collision mat, or a duster. 

Insects. 

Tho most efficacious method of com¬ 
bating these pests is to cover tho face 
thickly with zinc ointment. Insects 
will tlion adhere in groat numbers, and 
the cyclist should dismount occasion¬ 
ally, survey his features in a hand¬ 
glass, and despatch tho little creatures 
in a humunr manner by snipping off 
their heads with a pair of scissors. 

Beanes. 

In the evont of the lira lies collapsing 
on a steep descout, the cyclist has tho 
clioico of the following alternatives 

(1) Iioap forward from tho saddle 
so that tho waist impinges upon the 
handle-bars, and the chin, a moment 
later, upon tho front tyre. Open the 
mouth wide and bring pressure to bear 
simultaneously with tho upper and 
lower jaw, and at the samo lime wedge 
the heels against the back forks in such 
a manner as to form an efficient rim 
brake. 

(2) Move the pedals to quarter past 
nine, and, with a resolute spring, turn 
a double somersault forwards, landing 
on the feot well in front of tho 
machine, which can then bo stopped 
and wheeled to tho foot of tho hill. 

(3) Tako off the pump, fill it re¬ 
peatedly over the back wheel and 
discharge it over tho front wheel. 
This will,cause a vacuum immediately 
holiiud the machine and a cushion of 
compressed air in front, the combined 
effect of which will be to bring the 
cycle quickly to a standstill. 


Fbbb Wheels. * 

Theso can sometimes bo secured out¬ 
side village inns, but the collector 
must cxerciso tho greatest care, and in 
view of the widespread activities of 
the police the operation is at best a 
risky one. 

Signposts. 

These must never ho trusted blindly, 
since it is a favourite pastiruo in rural 
districts to twist them round in tho 
sockets. It is the wisest policy on 
the whole to take orory precaution, and 
tho following procedure is recommcndod 
whenever a signpost is encountered at 
cross roods:—Rido along ono of the 
roads until a village is reached, and 
ascertain its namo from on inhabitant. 
Return to the starting-point and repeat 
tho process over another road. Tho 
signpost can then, if necessary, lie ad¬ 
justed until two of ils arms are pointing 
in what are now known to ho the right 
; directions, when it may bn assumed 
| as at least highly prohahlo that the 
' remaining arms are correctly disposed. 

Pigs. 

Straying porkers form a great danger 
on account of their playful habit of 
bolting across the road at precisely the 
w rong moment. It is host to dismount 
! on sighting one of these creatures, turn 
. the bicycle louml, re-mount, and lido 
haehrtmh until tho danger is passed. 
Tho animal will imagine you to be 
proceeding in the opposite direction, 
and will harmlessly cross what he 
believes to ho your front. Another 
plan is to climb over tho hedge and 
imitate the rattling of a bucket by 
hammering the gearease with a spanner. 
This will lure the pig into the lield and 
afford you a chance of escape. 

Maps. 

In order lo avoid unnecessary ex¬ 
pense, it is a good plan to find the Free 
Library at each town visited and ask 
to see the local directory. Au admir¬ 
able map of the district will usually bo 
found just insido the cover. This 
may bo unostentatiously detached, 
retained as long as required, and then 
sent hack lo tho Librarian by post. 

Oil. 

Lubricant oil is usually forgotten, so 
that a list of easily obtained substitutes 
will ho welcome:—(1) cider, (2) fried 
bacon fat (before eongoaled), (3) melted 
butter, (4) tomato sauce thinned with 
vinegar, (5) red ink, (0) sardine oiL 

Sardine Tin. 

( Tho empty tin, whon suspended by 
! a piece of string, makes an efficient 
jgong, and may be presented to the 
landlord before leaving as a mark of 
I esteem or in part payment of the bill. 


THE CINEMA HEROES. 

IIonoub where honour is duo, and 
in a world that has instant praise for 
everyone connected with the footlights 
the great cinema comedians have been 
too long neglected. 

Who are they? you ask. Well, 
thore are many, and their adventures 
and misadventures ure many too, but 
tho chief of them are Max, Bunny, 
Prince and Tontellino. 

No matter into what electric theatre 
you drop, there for a certainty is one 
at least of tho four in a comic drama, 
and if only the cowboy romance and 
the Indian melodrama and tho events 
of the week were not also present, all 
four might be on view. , 

These irresponsible gentlemen, whoso 
feats and blunders give amusement to 
millions of their fellow-creatures all 
over the world every day— for cinema 
films go everywhere—are tho sons of 
four different rations. Max is either 
German or Austrian, Prince is French, 
Tontellino is Italian, and Bunny is 
American. England alone has as yet 
no famous cinema comedian; but no 
doubt one will eonie. 

Max is the pick of tho bunch for 
elegance and charm and manly hoauty. 
Max is tall; lie wears his clotiios well; 
ho bus animated and expressivo fea¬ 
tures, as indeed a cinema actor must 
have, since ho cannot speak; and about 
him is an air of style. His devotion to 
a little black moustacho also suggests 
that he will never, as the others have 
done, impersonate a woman. Max is 
tho man about town, the gay Lothario 
of the cinema. lie loves and triumphs, 
or ho loves and fails, and it’s all one 
to him. He smiles and prepares for 
the next film. One day his cook leaves 
him, and wo sco him struggling with 
the mysteries of tho cuisine. lie goes 
to tho market and buys a live fowl, 
and before lie can kill it—with his re¬ 
volver—ho has destroyed £100 worth 
of furniture, glass and crockery. 

At another time he marries and, find¬ 
ing that his wife prefers a rival, calls 
in his collie as a spy. No sooner does 
the other appear than the collie rushes 
to the telephone to apprise Max in his 
office; and Max, arriving at home, turns 
both wife and lover out, and resumes 
his mfnage a deux with the collie. But 
everything he does, is done with sang¬ 
froid and Han. That is Max. 

Prince is a more typical aotor. He* 
has the comodian’sface and figure: blunt 
features, clean shaved. His rile chiefly 
is marital embroilments, jealousies, sub¬ 
terfuges. He tears his hair, his eyes 
start out of his head, he rushes about 
as French comedians always must. 
He gives appointments to several 
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young women at Llio samo rendezvous 
aud the same time -by accident., of 
courso—and all turn up at once. Then 
Prince is in his element. Scoing so 
vast a concourse he Hies, and all pur¬ 
sue, even to the river, which thoy swim 
hard on his heels, For they ate a 
hardy lot, these cinema performers, 
and must be ready for anything, 
Tontuluno is the Italian Prince; 
but with a difference. Prince can take 
part in a serious drama; To.Vteli.ino 
never could, llo has a figure your l ire 
to start with: he is small with a 
prematurely old face, as our own Dan 
Lexo had. Ifonce his r6le is sheer 
farce, lie is the husband of enormous 
women, who bully him and carry him 
about. He is told to light the men 
who insult them and has to take 
lessons in physical development until 
his muscles are gigantic. In one film 
he is converted at a drawing-room 
meeting and leaves it with a passion 
for the conversion of others. Ho enters 
a cafe and removes the drink of a 
party at a table. They fall upon him 
and sweep the floor with him. Un¬ 
deterred, lie pursues his proselytising 

a always ending in rough-and- 
e disaster. 

And Bunny—Bunny is an American 


comedian with a positive acreage of! 
face. It is the biggest face on earth, [ 
clean-shaven, pliable, capable of ex¬ 
pressing the doptlis of woo aud thej 
heights of jov. Bunny is equally at' 
homo as woman or man. At ono time i 
he is a stage-struck cook who flings up i 
a situation to enter musical comedy, i 
At another time ho is a householder 
overcome with the purpose of reducing 
his flesh, of which lie has enormous 

J uantities, by a private Turkish hath, i 
n this ho is sitting naked and a! 
prisoner when a burglar enters andj 
calmly clears up the valuables. Such j 
is the variegated exciting life of Bunny i 
in the films. What it is privately, who 
can say ? But one thing is certain—he j 
cannot long he anonymous. Such a! 
face as that sticks iu the memory. 

And how to become a great cinema j 
comedian? That I do not know. 
Perhaps it is necossary to fail first on | 
the real stage, perhaps not. But if so ; 
thoro is hope for nearly every one. 

Seen iu the window of a Balfast 
print-seller 

‘“Tins Wuismu’s MuruEit’ 
McNeill.'* 

The pathos of this picture appeals to 
every mother of a young family. 


AN ART IN THE MAKING. 

I siNti a skilled artificer 
Who, soaring o'er the real, 

Seems, strange as it may sound, to err 
By a too high ideal; 

You know him and that lack of flaws 
That mars his best ambition: 

Tis lie who fits his fellows' jaws 
With counterfeit dentition. 

I'd have him make soiuo faults in it 
(Although to him mere eyesores); 
One canine twisted round a bit, 

Or gap 'twixt two incisors; 

But no, ’twould seem he could not bear 
The smallest space to part 'em, 

He cannot grasp, for all bis care, 

A i s est celare artem. 

Ilis “ sets " are far loo bright and good 
For human nature's feeding; 

Deceive a child they nover could, 

Yet on lio works unheeding; 

But whoso takes this hint to heart, 

My business instinct guesses, 

A fortune waitB his novel art; 

Perpend, good L.D.S.'sl 

"Special week end terms; Sat-Mon., with 
free gold."— Ailel. in “ J.iro-poul Echo." # 
We have been looking for this hote^ 
for years. 
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THE SHAW EXTEN8I0H AHO POPULARISATION COMPANY, 
UNLIMITED. 

TncorjHirntcd under the Companies ( Consolidation) -1c/, 1908. 
SHAW PA PITA 1, jElV.iHW.riOfi. 

Divided iuto 10,000,000 Preference Straws of £1 each. 
Of which 5,000,000 are now offered for subscription at 
a premium of £100 per Slmw. 

Payaiii.e ix ri r.i, ox Am .r ation - . 

The romaindor of the Capital (namely, 5,000,000 Shaws) 
has been allotted, fully paid, to the Vendor, Mr. G. B. Shaw , 
in part payment of the purchase price. 

]>irerlon: 

George Bernard Shaw, I,oiu1oii, England. 
Gkoiiuk B. Shaw, Edinburgh, Scotland. 

G. Bernard Shaw, Dublin, Ireland. 

Hinders: 

Messrs. Gkouok, Beunahd A Shaw. 

Solicitors: 

Messrs. Shaw, Bernard A Georcii’. 

Auditors; 

. Messrs. Bernard, Geouoe A Shaw. 

Secretary and Iletjistered Offices: 

G. B. Shaw, No. 1, Self Street, Vanity Square. 
Purposes ok the Company. 

Tho Company has beon formed for the acquisition and 
development of the well-known statesman, playwright, 
poet, essayist, speaker, vegetarian and hero, Mr. Geouoe 
Bernard Shaw, who has himself, in accordance with an 
Agreement dated May 10, fixed tho purchase price of him¬ 
self as a going concern, a liberal rebate having been nuulo 

! or tho absence of any tangible goodwill. Mr. Shaw has 
>y another, agreement hound liimsolf to write and speak ex¬ 
clusively for the Company during the period of vvlmt it is 
Proposed, subject to Mr. Shaw's assent, to call bis natural life. 
The Vendor’s accounts show that lie has a full productive 
Capacity of 200,000,000 gallons per day, exclusive of signed 
letters to the nows'iapers, an amount amply sufficient to 
ensure a handsome profit. All hyc-products w ill bo carefully 
tested before being plae,ed on the market. The Lord 
Chamheri.ain s office and tho Censor will bo maintained in 
igood working order so as to ensure tho customary flow of 
acidulated matter, and wasto will be checked by the old 
system of universal nilvertisontent. 

Tho Vendor’s accounts have been examined by the Com¬ 
pany's Auditors, who report as follows- 

Dear Sirs,— Wo beg to report that, after an ex¬ 
haustive investigation, we have como to tho conclusion 
that no risk whatever attaches to the purchase you are 
contemplating. All tho undertakings of tho Vendor 
have been conducted on sound business lines and in an 
enlightened spirit of solf-interest. Tho Shakspeare 
.department, with illustrations of Mr. Shaw measuring 
his brain against Shaksee ire's, bus never failed to 
show profits, and the same may be said of the Marriage- 
undermining Branch,opened somo time ago. The sub- 
office for the Destruction of Public Confidence in 
Doctors has shown large favourable balances, and has 
been but little affected by the Insurance Act. The 
branch for the Abolition of Belief in Heroism is also 
» doing good work in calling attention to the Vendor. 
He proposes in future to extend this branch, so as to 
cover all battles, sieges, mino-explosions, railway acci¬ 


dents and shipwrecks. We anticipate largely increased j 
profits from this source. The Vendor will, we under- \ 
stand, continue to dissoct himself and his feelings in 
public, 1 , 

I'aith'fully yours, 

(Signed) Bernard, Georoe & Shaw. 

A suitable Shaw- factory building in London is under 
consideration, and subsidiary companies will be established 
in all tho capitals and populous provincial centres of the 
world. 

l’rospoctuscs and Application Forms can he oblaiued 
everywhere. 

ROUNDABOUTS AND SWINGS. 

It was early last September nigh to Framlin’aui-on-Sea 
An' 'twas Fair-day come to-morrow, an' the lime was after 
tea, 

An’ 1 met. a painted carman ndown a dusty lane, * 

A Pharaoh with his wagons cornin' jolt an’ creak an' strain; 
A cheery cove an' sunburnt, bold o' eye and wrinkled up, 
An’ beside him on the splashboard sat a brindled turner 
pup, 

Ah' a lurcher wise as Solomon an' lean as fiddle-strings 
Was joggin' in the dust along 'is roundabouts an’ swings, 

’■Goo'-day," said 'e; “Goo'-day," said I; “an’'ow dyou 
find things go, 

An’ what's the chant- • o' millions when yon runs a traveilin’ 
show ? ” 

“I find," said 'o, ‘ tilings very much as’ow I’ve always 
found, 

For mostly they goes up and down or else goes round and 
round." 

Said ’c, ‘‘Tho job’s tho very spit o’ what it always were. 

It’s bread and bacon mostly wbon the dog don’t catch a 
’are; 

But lookin' at it broad, an' while it ain't no merchant 
king's, 

What's lost upon the roundabouts we pulls up on the 
swings! 

“Goo’ luck,” said 'e; “Goo’ luck,"said I; “you've put it 
past a doubt; 

Au’ keep that lurcher on tho road, the gamekeopors is 
out;" 

'E thumped upon tho footboard an' 'e lumbered on again 
To meet a gold-dust suitsot down the owl-light in tho lane; 
An' tho moon she climbed tho 'azels, while a nightjar' 
seemed to spin 

That Pharaoh’s wisdom o’er again, 'is sooth of lose-and- 
win; 

For “ up an’ down an' round," said 'o, “ goes all appointed 
things, 

An’ losses on the roundabouts moans profits on the sw ings!" 

A Sporting Offer. 

“Wankh, situation as plain cook; no objection to doiuga little plain , 
rooking. Apply Cook."— Itueiun Aires Standard. 

“We hare pi ink'd, verbatim, all that 1‘Uilliiuore gives on the subject* 
Nor lias l’lnllimorc rested his facts on ITideaux alone. He quotes Ibid 
os his authority for paragraphs 3 and 4, both of which paragraphs con¬ 
firm paragraph 2, based on 1’ridcaux ."—NMinyham lkxihj Krpms. 

We have never considered, though, that Ibid will take a 
high place among the great minds of the age. His thoughts 
are generally a mere amplification of those of previous, 
writers, and his style is sheer plagiarism. Vidb StregA, 
the Hungarian philosopher, is just suoh another parasite. 
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“I ain’t lifOdis', Sui! I’n worn;! AVmi vkii yviw Tnr. you, Sin:' 


—=■ jj' - " ATSMitlm 

•CoMuiMi vmr, no! That’s tiik i.av.v." 


nun nnnif iMr-ncrmr and Betty will bo told iu another volume." This, of course, 

' is in quite tho modern nmnner, but I doubt tho wisdom of. 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) it. For my own part I feel that, although I have not had' 

I osoe read a story where a sixteenth-century fugitive, anything like enough of Mr. Beresford, I have had quite 
instead of taking refuge in the Secret Chamber, simply enough of Stahl, At the beginning of this second lap we 
went to bed. They never thought of looking for him there, find Stahl iu an out-at-elhows state until Cecil Barker, an 
whilo the Secret Chambor, of course, was the first place East-end parson, employs him as a secretary. Barker spent 
they searched. To my mind, the young conspirator should his life in looking for and helping queer "cases,” but he 
avoid writing cipher letters just as carefully as that wiso was utterly unable to screw up any enthusiasm over Stahl. 
fugitive avoided secret chambors. They are always decoded lteally virile sinners who could ho brought to a virile 
by the enemy, and then where is he? These remarks are state of repentance appealed to him; the new secretary 
inspired byMr. JustinHuntlyMcCauthy’s la tost historical was simply flabby, with neither tins courage to sin up to 
'novel, A Health unto His Majesty (Hurst and Blackett), the Vicar’s standard nor the power to do anything except 


him, and to that effect wroto a ciphor letter (fool!) which been in his place 1 should have acted precisely as he did. 
was promptly seized and interpreted by Jane Lane. It is true that, as the book progresses, Stahl begins to 
Armed with this, Jane was enabled to force him to hack throw off some of his flabbiness, but he is only interesting 
her up at tho dramatic moment when sho was sacrificing to me because lie proves his creator to be an artist of tho 
her happiness for the sake of Charles’s future. Mr, highest promise. Never have I encountered a more unor- 
McCarthy is always a fascinating historian, and this “ tale ring eye for tho weak points of human nature; but this 
of Chables tho debonair untraccd by Clarendon’s monu- insistence upon the foibles of humanity lends to produco a 
'mental pen" will increaso his reputation. He has made gloomy atmosphere, and as Mr. Bebesfoud possesses 
Charles a very human young man, especially lovable in his humour of the most delightful brand it is a crimo not to 
verbal duel with General Monk; and the only pity is that uso it more freely. If he will only bo a little loss intro- 
tlie Muse of History will not permit too many liberties to spective and " fearloss,” I may have to acknowledge—when 
bo taken with her. Sho sternly forbidB a happy ending to the third and (presumably) last lap has been completed— 
this story, dismissing Charles to many the Princess of that Stahl is a better stayer than 1 at present think him. 

Portugal, Jane to live with her memories at Bentley - 

Court, and the reader to wish it could have been otherwise. That pleasant and companionable quality for which I have 

■- before now had occasion to be grateful in tho work of 

,4 Candidate for Truth (Sidgwick and Jackson) is Mr. Mr. J. E. Buckrose, comes out as fresh and charming as 
J. D. B'eresFORd’s second book about Jacob Stahl,s,nd it ends ever in his latest story, A Bachelor's Comedy (Mills and 
with the announcement that' "the further history of Jacob Boon). The comedy is a little sentimental perhaps, but 
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. this Will be no fault (or many; and certainly the tenderness many continents, but I am inclined to hope that the 
and humour- of smiles rather than laughter—with which country which Miss Winifred G bah am mokes tlie scene 
Mr. Buckrohe presents it aro altogether delightful. Its of Hons of State (Mills and Boon) may be regarded aswhat 
hcro.tho lieu. Andrew Deane, new Hector of Gaythorpe, is vulgar persons would call the limit. Mortimer, Duydalc 
a figure new also to fiction, and wholly wolcome. The soon found what kind of a place it was when, going as a 
jollity of the lad (still young enough to ho haunted by an casual spectator to the lying-in-s'.ate of its youthful 
over-prosent fear of being called Andy), his goo.l-heartod- monarch, he discovered that the king still breathed, And 
ness and sentiment and small affectations, aro all of them for saying so publicly was condemned by the queen-mother 
set out in a manner to make him live and be loved. Of to be “ gnawed by starving vermin.” Even after that 
course in tho book be is loved very actually by Elizabeth, alone, tbo tourist agencies might advertise cheap fortnights 
the Squire's fair daughter; and bocauso, even in such a in lovely Lambasa in vain, so far as I am concerned. But. 
pleasant comedy as this, tho course of affection must not of course, there was lots more. King Maldio breathed at 
run too tamely smooth, there are misunderstandings. But, his own funeral,because the court physician who was hired 
though Mr. Buckrohe keeps these going up to the very to poison him had prescribed the old Friar Lawrence mix- 
day before that on which Elisabeth should have married lure instead, in order to rescue him later, like Juliet, from the 
somebody else, they didn't frighten me more than tho least family vault. Which was done ; and Maldio, prudontlv 
little bit. I was almost certain that no author could create determining not to proclaim his recovery, went off to 
such an engaging hero as Andy without rewarding him with Cambridge instead, where it appears ho had already been 
Die appointed heroine. Still, I was glad when all was put educated asan undergraduate. (I must lookup Mr. Ostar 
right and I could enjoy the improbable hut happily | Buowniso's memoiis about this.) In Cambridge he wooed 

lhickrosian fashion in - - —-- and won tho fair young 

which E l i za b e l h' .1 j .—-—-— ~ r ., L .. daughtor of an amiable 

family took tbo sudden jgy— f - JpL — V : J professor named May- 

ebango in her plans. ; ,««*. but not oven on 


which Elizabeth's 
family took tho sudden 
change in hor plans. 
This is only one of a 
number of scenes that 
should ensure for .1 
Bachelor's Comedy the 
success it deserves. 

If there aro any 
ogoists left nowadays, 
they must bo men who 
do not read modern 
fiction. Novelists of 
to-day seem to have 
taken it upon thorn- 
selves to understudy 
Meredith's imps. One 
after another they join 
the pursuing pack. The 
latest to give tongue is 
Mr. Charles Mar¬ 
riott, in The Dewjmd - 


II rim 





MORE TRADE SECRETS. 

Ximrc scene ox 111F. Heath—eve op Bank IlnnnAV. 


I his honeymoon was he 
| safe from his foes in 
Lambasa, who, having 
discovered his identity, 
concocted a terrible 
plot to abandon him 
handcuffed in a de¬ 
serted cab, from which 
indeed bo was only 
rescuod by his devoted 
bride, who gavo chase 
on a bicycle. It was 
about here that I began 
to realize that Miss 
Graham's senso of the 
ludicrous did not 
coincide with my own 
And when King Maldu 
gob back to Ijambasa 
and it was discovers 1 


(Hunsr and Blackett). Drawing the Mayfair spin- that the professor’s daughter was really a Princess in he 
ncy, he has started Mr. Saintsbury, the eminent polili- own right, well, you see what I meant by “ the limit." 
cian. Personally, I think ho might have left the poor mau ================= 


cian. Personally, 1 think ho might have left the poor mau 
alone. Mr. Suinhbmy may havo had “no subconscious 
hinterlands,” but ho was not a bad sort of follow on the 
whole, and I followed the hunt with mixoJ feelings. That 
Basil Coburn, the fascinating novelist, was scheduled 
sooner or later to rob him of his wife was obvious; and, as 
nothing elso happens in the story, I might have found The 
Dew yawl rather tedious reading, if it had not been for 
Violet Henderson. She is a perfectly delightful character. 
As Miss Guest puts it, “she would warm a workhouse." 
Miss Guest is a minor character who saves Mr. Marriott 
tho trouble of direct narrative by telling the story for him 
in a series of letters to her brother. It is only through tho 
medium of hor observation that the reader is permitted to 
see into the minds of the principal actors in the comedy. 
Tho method is ingenious, and liolps to conceal tho fact that 
tho story might havo been told with considerably more 
brevity; but it has its defects. Somebody else’s opinion of 
what somebody olse’s opinion of somebody elso may con¬ 
ceivably havo been is never quito so satisfying as first-hand 
•information from the author. 

The dependencies of Zenda would by this time cover 


TO A CHIT1C OF STYLE. 

t‘‘ He wjs a gentleman, even to his dogs." 

J. L. AtMpUtn on Kit con/coipomry, Sir Waller Scott.] 

Not to your penman’s fame I make objection 
(Writ large in our Museum’s Catalogues), 

But I would like to ask in this connection— 

“ Aro you a judge—of gentlemen or dogs ? ” 

“ Brown siys”—thus one to him who wrote Pendennis— 
“ You 're such a gentleman! ” .., Came answer slow: 

“ How kiud of Brown 1 The only question, then, is— 
Excuse my asking—how came Brown to know ? ” 

Truth, honour, courage, loyalty, devotion 
Are gentle qualities, as none deny, 

And many a dog—at least I 'vo hau a notion— 

Is far a finer gentleman than I, 

As is one gentleman toward another, 

So was he to his dog, his peer and chum; 

Shall wo deny what we aooord the other 
Merely because one gentleman was dumft 1 
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CHARIVARI A. 

Say what you may about the Welsh 
they have certainly mastered the art of 
making their political meetings merry 
and bright. At Mr. Lloyd George's 
Carnarvon meeting, for instance, we 
read:—" When ono woman in tire gal¬ 
lery shouted ‘ Votes for Women! ’ her 
hat was torn off and hurled down on 
the platform. It alighted on the head 
of the Revd. Evan Jones, who, in a 
frenzy, roso from his seat, jumped on 
tho hat, and hurled it back among the 
audience.” ... ■, 

The War Oflieo, according to The 
Express, sold tlm right to take cine¬ 
matograph pictures of the Kino's re¬ 
cent visit to Aldershot to tho highest 
bidder. At this rate it may yet be 

possible to carry on - 

a wav one day at a 

The Home Secre¬ 
tary lias issued an 
order that male con-1 
victod prisoners un-1 
dorgoiug sonloncos| 
not exceeding one; 
month shall not he 
permitted to attend 
divino service daily, 
as hitherto, but only 
on Wednesdays and 
Sundays. Wo cannot 
help thinking that | 
this may have tho j 
effect of preventing! 
many religious per-1 
sons from becoming j 
prisoners. j 


Sosinante seems to have figured! the master not to deny the report until 
creditably in the recent production of | wo had all had time to mafco our littio 
Don Quichotte at tho London Opera jokes on the subject. 

House, but we found no allusion 

to Sancho's donkey. Surely wo have “ This pair of common storks in the' 
plenty of artistes who could have dono gulls’aviary at the Zoological Gardens,” 
justice to that role ? we read, “ arc rearing a family of live." 

:: V ! This confirms what we hoar on all 

11 1 do not believe,” says Dr. Hutch- sides, namely, Unit it is only the coin- 
i, son, “that you can habitually overfeedmon or lower classes nowadays that 
a healthy, growing child.” This [ have large families, 
opinion has been endorsed by a large; 

proportion of tho class referred to, and t “ sockets or Vesuvius revealed. 
a number of public-spirited children! yawning abysses.” 

have oven expressed themselves as'Thus The Daily Chronicle. Yet we 
willing that experiments should he are novor surprised to hear of abysses 
made on them. ... ,. i yawning, for they always have the 

•• ' appearance of lioing bored. 

It transpires from police-court pro- ' 

ceedings at Gjlasgow that a professional A gruesome story reaches us from a 
fat lady of that city, weighing forty-seven certain hospital. On its staff is a surgeon 
- . - - . . w ho is famous for the 
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HANK-HOLIDAY IDYLL 


celerity of his opera- 
I tions. Tlio other day 
j lie had twelve on his 
list. When ho had 
[ polished off tho elev- * 
, enth he asked where 
! tho twelfth was. “Oh, 
Number One refused 
I to leave bis lied,” he 
j was told. “ What a 
pity!” said tho sur¬ 
geon. “ That means 
Lliat f have performed 
ibo wrong operations 
on all the others, for 
[ took ’em in the order 
of the list.” 

An uneasy feeling, 

; approaching panic, 
has boon aroused 
- among tho clients of 



1t V»; Mlftll la 


Nixon was lined live shillings and costs 
last week at Canterbury for striking Sir j 
Norman Pringle, who was interfering 
in a dog-fight. In canine circles this 
is considered a gross miscarriage of 
justice, and there is some talk of pre¬ 
senting Mr. N ixon with a collar bearing 
an appropriate inscription in praiso of 
his action. . ... 

We understand that among the 
more thoughtful membors of our! 
leisured classes thore is a feeling that! 
there may be something in Mr. H. G.! 
Wells’ suggestion to the effect that! 


tho use of luxurious motor vehicles 
may cause a certain amount of irrita¬ 
tion in the minds of working men. As 
a result it is just possible that the 
discarded four-wheeler and the old- 
fashioned horse omnibus, not to men¬ 
tion the coster's barrow, may yet 
become the favourite equipages of 
smart society. 


for a husband, but, upon a gentleman! 
mounting the stago and offering to 
marry her, she knocked him down and 
threw him among the audience. The 
charge of assault was ultimately with-1 
drawn, but we cannot help fearing, 
that the lady’s chances of matrimony 
are not so rosy as they were. 

The extinction of tho office boy is| 
threatened, we are told, by tho many! 
mechanical devices for saving labour 
to be seen at tho Business Exhibition! 
at the Agricultural Hall. Our experi¬ 
ence, however, goes to prove that tho 
office boy is making a gamo fight to 1 
show that lie can be as clevor in labour- 
saving tricks as any of tho new devices. 

1 ’ v 

“ M. Maurice Maeterlinck wishes | 
it to be known that there is not, and. 
never has been, any arrangement to, 
box. with Georges Charphntier at a | 
charity fete in June.” It was nice of | 


tho effect that he is about to publish a 
book, illustrated by portraits, entitled 
“ Masterpieces of tho Restorer's Art.” 

Visitors to the Ijouvre will in future 
be able to hire portable stools on which 
they can rest in front of the great 
masterpieces. It is hoped that this 
will render it unnecessary for visitors 
to take the pictures home to study— as 
was dono recently in tho case of 
Leonardo’s “La Gioconda.” 

Two girls in Budapest who hail 
decided to light a duel over a young 
man with whom they were both in 
love have, the wcll-mformod Express 
tells us, settled tho matter by becoming 
engaged to the two men who volunt¬ 
eered to act as their soconds. This 
reminds us strangely of a recent duel 
in France in which both tho principals 
escaped, but one of the seconds was 
mortally wounded. 


z 
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i TO A GENTLEMAN OF ENGLAND. 

j jiving thoughts, snitnhh’ for AVIiitmiutMc, on the <|ii«'stii>n "hrI 

■t fail division of luiioni might not hrlji to solve the jm wnt uinrst,] 

! As when in slumber’s not enmoslioil, 

Our limbs relaxed, our heiul supine, 

It is our hope to riso refreshed 
Just os a giant after wine, 

Bo in thu calm recess of W'liit 
We gather fttrongl.li and uior.il he.iui/ 

That \vc may fare, superbly lit, 

The rather clamorous call of Duly. 

You've read the wisdom day by day 
Of Mr. Wki.I.k and other seers, 

Showing what England has to sav 
To you and all jour favoured peers ; 

Hinting that this profound unrest 
Which so disturbs our peaceful polity 
Demands a sacrificial Quest 
From men, like jou, of knightly quality. 

j And now this Whitsuntide retreat 
Should servo as lubricative oil 
To turn you out prepared to meet 
The claims of universal toil; 

, Not that it seemed a piece of news— 

This debt you owe your poorer neighbours, 

But such appeals may well infuse 
A zest in your accustomed labours. 

More honestly than over yet 
You will address yourself to win 
Tho prize of smartness from tho set 
That Providence has placed you in; 

Plying your work as one by whom 
Its sanctity is understood would, 

On Epsom Downs you’ll tan your bloom, 

At Ascot toil and spin at Goodwood. 

Ilonley shall see the laliouror's brand 
On brows perspiring in a punt; 

Hurlingham mark your horny band 
Tightened against the tourney’s brunt; 

Dinners and dances, plajs and masques • 

Nightly you ’ll be assisting at a 
Fresh item of tho season’s tasks 
Till Duty calls to Cowes Bogalta. 

Nor yet the round of work is dono 
For those of conscientious type: 

The restive grouse awaits your gun, 

The early cub will now bo ripe; 

Then comes the pheasant’s claim, and still 
Those calls that tax your nervous tissues 
Will find you straining, nock or nil, 

To solvo tho nation’s social issues. 

Then, lost upon your active powers 
Too soon the lid of languor shuts, 

Cull while you can theso Whitsun hours! 

Go maying in among tho nuts! 

That none may tell it, to your shame, 

How, when her troublo came upon her, 

You did not play your country’s game 
As fits a gentleman of honour. 0. B. 

From The Making of London 

• "The worship of bud was a water-worship" ‘ 

Which is why judges (who aro provorbially sober) a 

addressed as My Lud. 


LONDON CHAUIVAUT. ’ (M** 29,1912. 

THE OTHERS. 

icv A i.rm-n while ago "F. T. G. V. (Westmount),” a 
diligent and Seripus reader of The Montreal Daily Star, 
wrote to the editor the following letter:— 

“ Would you kindly publish in your columns a short 
biography of II. G. Wolls? I am most particular to know 
what professions or occupations ho lias followed in tho 
course of his life, and the probable effects they liavo had 
upon his writings.” 

Tho editor at once complied in Hie following terms 

"Harry Gideon Wells, pathologist, was born at Now 
Haven, Conn., in 1M75. Ho obtained tho degree of PU.B. 
at Sheffield Scientific School, Yale, 1895; A.M., Lake 
Forest University, 1897; M.D., ltusli Medical College, 
1898; I’li.D., University of Chicago, 1903; interne, Cook 
Co. Hospital, 1898-9; studied in Berlin, 1994-5. Among 
his published works aro ‘‘Chemical Pathology, 1007,” 
besides numerous articles in medical and biological publi¬ 
cation^. Another If. G. Wells, born in Hartford, 

Conn., was a dentist, and claimed to have discovered 
anesthesia and used it in bis profession. Ho was also a 
contributor to periodical literature.” 

On perusing this, tho British reader, accustomed to think 
of his "II. G.” as tho ono and only, rubs bis eyes and 
onco again gives utterance to the pathetic inquiry, "What 
is a sardino?" 

Ono can only too easily imagine further activities of the j 
patriotic intelligence department of The Montreal Daily I 
Star. Thus “A. F. (Romeville)” asks, " Will you kindly 
favour me with a concise biography of G. B. Biiaw ?" 
The answer is prompt 

Gabriel Bunyan Shaw, minister of tho gospel, was bom 
at Oxville, Pa.', inl8f>3. Ho was educated, in his native 
town, but took his degree at the Boskito Divinity Seminary 
in 1885. Since then he has had charge of many chapels in 
various parts of America and is now not only pastor of 
tho Sixty-seventh Avcnuo Free Congregational Church 
but litorary editor of the Sabbath Uccrcator, a post that lie 
lias held since 190(1. Mr. Shaw is the author of a number 
of devotional works, of which the best known aro Fanny’s 
First Sermon (modelled on Jessica's First Prayer), The 
Angel's Disciple, The Quintessence of Moodyism, The Mis¬ 
sionaries’ Dilemma, and Mrs. Warren's Conversion. In 
addition to these be has a variety of domestic volumes to 
his name, chief of which is the ever-popular ll'/iof to do 
with the Cold Beef. There is also, of course, the famous 
G. B. Shaw, of Chicago,, whoso pork-pocking factory is 
known all the world over; but we do not suppose that our 
correspondent is interested in him. 

Ami again, “ K. B. (Checpoekie Falls) ” wishes to liavo somo 
particulars of the career of 11. II. Asquith, in whose 
mentality she is deeply interested; and sho is informed in 
terms such as these that Hannibal Homer Asquith, come¬ 
dian, is ono of the host comic men the States can boast. 
He was bom in 1871, at Carthago (Me.), and made his 
debnt at the age of eleven as one of a troupe of tramp 
cyclists at the Freak Theatre, Poughkeepsie. Attracting 
the attention of tho late Joseph Jefferson, he played 
several hundred times as the contortionist in Hip van 
Winkle before renouncing tho boneless wonder business 
for sand-danoing and farmyard imitations. In 1905 he 
patented the Angel Cake-walk, and was appointed Profes¬ 
sor of Saltatory Exegesis at the University of Tipperusalem, 
Oklahoma. In 1909 lie married Stanleyette Maclardy, the 
famous Georgian soubrette, and toured in Mexico, Yucatan 
and the Klondyke. His reoreations are Christian Scienoe 
and golf, at which Ids favourite club is the knobkerrie. 

A modest request from " P. G. (Little Muddy Creek, Ill.)” 
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Jfculthy rasscnger (on Ble of Man sJ:iimnr). “Mr item has jist i;un* iNMCNn.lTir vuva chaii: ; mw I a-k \ui, to move, Sir. I” 
Side I’asmgtr (fainllg). “Not ik tiiekb was a wti.d ki.eitust cndiiinkatii it." 


for a succinct memoir of George Alexander elicits the 
following 

Alexander, Goorgo, American merchant, was born of 
Macedonian stock at Thermopylae (Miss.), on July 11th, 
1859. lie attended a public school in that city till he was 
fourteen, then became a clerk in a drug store, and was a 
rotail clothing salesman from 1881 to 1887, when he estab¬ 
lished, with Nahum Stosch.tho clothing houso of Aloxandor 
A Stoscli, in Buffalo. Mr. Alexander, who has patented tho 
famous “ anticorrugator ” trouser-stretcher, oarly identified 
himself with religious work, and has been since 1895 Presi¬ 
dent of the Rational Dress Reform League. 

One wonders if America has a correlative of every one 
on this side who is at all famous. We had long known, of 
course, of the two Winston Churchills. These later 
revelations are oven more astounding. 

VIKINGS’ FARE. 

According to The Daily Mail the following is the recipe 
for M. Escoffier’b new masterpiece, Praises Sarah Iteni- 
hardt, for whose appearance gourmets havo for somo time 
Been palpitating 

“ Sclcot some very fine ripe berries, carefully remove tho stalks, and 
place the fruit* in a silver or china timballe (bowl), Cover with 
powdered mgar and moisten with a few glasses of ‘Curasao ii la Fine 
Champagne,’-after which keep ip a cool place. 

Prepare a pine-apple ice, whieh turn into a square 'Oomtessc Marie' 
mould; also a very fine light mousse flavoured with the same brandy 
Ourajao, adding a few spoonfuls of strawberry pulp passed through a 
very fine sieve so as to give the mousse a niee warm appoaeance. 


When ready to serve, turn out the in- on a deep dish, if possible 
square in shape. Tlai-c the slnuvlicrricsal! round the iecaudcompletely 
cover the latter by the mousse. 

To enhance the elfeet, place the dish whereon the straw berries repose 
in a block of natural ic, and cover tlie whole with a veil of drawn 
(spun) sugar.” 

Feeling that there is something a little docadent and 
effeminate about this confection as a food for the masters 
of the waves Mr. Punch's gastronomic export has great 
pleasure in presenting a similar but slightly more stimu¬ 
lating dainty, which will be tested by a gatlioriug of boy- 
scout cognoscenti on Hampstead Heath next Saturday. lie 

entitles it n , 

1’raises franc is Drake. 

Prepare a large heavy mousse. To do this take two 
mocassins, ono tomahawk, and bow and arrows. Stalk tho 
mousse carefully until within about fifty yards, then pot it 
behind the left shoulder-blade. Skin body anil removo the 
brisket (whatever that may be) and euro it over camp fire. 
Uso it as football until thoroughly tender, rnincc in ohaff- 
cutter, and mix with two pints of Devonshire cream (which 
should bo whipped thoroughly for two hours witli a stock¬ 
whip) and a quart of stone gingor-beer. 

Place in a refrigerator for an hour, and if it looks cold 
when it comes out wrap in soft woollen comforter and 
sprinkle lavishly with red pepper. Now run the lawn- 
mower lightly over the strawberry bed for ton minutes, 
and pour the result round mousse. Garnish with oomfray, 
poppndums, and angelica. Servo hard into the left-hanjl 
i court with a cut, apd fly for cover. 
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ncnoonc uficoc dadv “What are you going to do with watch," was her .next foolish remark, 
GEORGE S WIFE S BABY. him?” I inquired with an effort. and she waited expectantly. I waited 

Fbom one point of view, of course, This time there was a metallic too. " Well, why don’t you show it to 

it is Georgo’s baby. But somehow I gleam in George's wife’s eyes that I him ? ’’ she said at last, 
never think of it in that light—partly, liked evon less than the stiffeningvof “I was waiting for him to ask me; 
I supposo, because I have never come her shoulders. you told him to, you know.’’ 

across Georgo .and it together, and “Is it possible," she asked, “that “Bless the man, does he think a 
have scarcely so much as beard him you are trying to work off on me a tliree-montlis-old baby can talk? 
speak of it. There are times, indeed, so-called joke which even the back Here, give it to me." 
when I am disposed lo doubt if Georgo pages of tho magazines have got tired “ I—I think I must have left it at 
has over seen it. of printing? Do you want to know home.” 

I myself met it for the first time the whether I am going to keep it or “Then what’s that you’ve got on 
other day. drown it? Because I may tell you tho end of your chain?” 

“Isn’t he a darling? ” cried George’s at onco that 1 've quite made up my Thcro was no help for it, and 1 had 
wife ecstatically, as she held it out for mind to keep it." to tako out tho watch—a new and 

my inspection; and I could not help “ You misunderstand me. I merely valuable one, given by dear Aunt 


being at onco struck by tho 
fact that it was a singularly 
obese baby. 

T looked at it critically and 
dispassionately, but thought 
it best not to say exactly 
what I felt. 

“ Well, can’t you speak ? ” 
asked Goorgo’s wife. “ What 
do you think of him ? ” 

"I—I was thinking that 
... Surely lie doesn’t take 
enough exorcise? ” I burst 
out at last, trying to put it 
as nicely as I could. 

“What on earth do you 
mean?” 

I saw that it was necessary 
to state tho truth boldly ami 
bluntly. 

“ Why,” 1 said, “can’t you 
see for yourself how stout 
lie’s getting? If I were 
you,” 1 went on impressively, 
“ 1 should knock off ono of 
his meals. And don’t let him 
sleep so much after lunch; 
you can't liolp putting on 
nosh if you do that." 

"Putting on flesh, indeed! ” 


- Josephine to her favourite 
(and most talented) nephew 
on my last birthday—opgn 
the caso and hold it up to his 
oar. I got tired of this before 
ho did, and then tho trouble 
began, culminating in the 
point at which offspring and 
hairspring became hopelessly 
entangled. It may well be, 
as George’s wife afterwards 
allegal, that I gave free ex¬ 
pression lo my feelings, and 
oven if f did say “ Drat the 
little beast 1 ” (which I havo 
no recollection of doing) there 
was surely plenty of provo¬ 
cation. What I do remember 
quite plainly, however,is that 
before I went I gave Georgo’s 
wife some sound advice con¬ 
cerning her baby. 

" It seems to me,” I said, 
" that lie’s well on the road 
to become a smug, self - 
conscious,self-indulgent little 


sleep so much after lunch ; prig. He has absolutely no 

vou can’t holp putting on Tim “WiiismMim." may i.k an kxckm.kat issrimiox, but thought beyond himself. But 
flesh if you do that." ” i ' USKU 10 T,,INK 1IIE,:E ' ,AV ™ «««««»*» at J can J you oxpocl if you 

“Putting on flesh indeed!” |A \ hkfn ^ Illlf) w „ illst4llc(1 at tl)0 (;lull0 Tllciltl „ tu Iwiw foop him at home all day? 

CUed my sistei-m-law With t«lephuiui rails and couvry the messago in a whisper to the person * llin about With 

indignation. "Why, every- concerned.] others of his own ago, or, 

body says he’s tho nicest--—-- 7 — better still, send him to a 

little fellow that ever was—isn’t ’ 00 , wanted to know what profession you good public school. That’ll knock 
icksey-dickscy ? He’d take first prize intended him for.” somo of the nonsense out of him, 

at any Baby Show—wouldn't ’ 00 , , "Well, whatever happens, lie'seer- and tako off Borne of his ridiculous 
toodloums ? ” tainly not going to be a horrid, spiteful fat into tho bargain. You mark my 1 

“ Is that bis name ? ” journalist man who’s always poking words-” 

“ Is what his name ? ” | fun or slinging mud, is ’ 00 , icks- -arc But by this time I was alone in the 

" Toodloums." j you, Dicky darling ? ” room, and since then I have not been 

“ No.” | " Dicky darling,” looking his worst, on the best of terms with George’s 

“ Icksey-dickscy, then ? ’’ ! answered with a loud yell. wife. • Nor with Georgo either, for that 

“No.” | “There, then, did his nasty unky matter. I happened to ask him for 

“ Then why-” But there was ] make him cry 7 ” sovou-and-six, the price of repairs to 

a stiffened look about George's wife’s] " No, ho did not,” I answered shortly, my'watch, and his reply was worthy 
shoulders as sho bent over her off- j Miraculously enough, at the sound neither of a father nor of a brother. * 
spring that I did not quite like. So of my voice the crying stopped, and I "It’s your own fault," ho said 
once mom I sought refuge in silence, turned a triumphant gaze on George’s coldly. “ What on earth did you 
and for a spaco engaged in quiet con- wife. I could see she was in two want to give it to him for?” 
templation of tho fleshy mass. minds whether to make the baby yell Two hours later I thought of a suit- 

“ Well? ’’ asked George’s wife again; again or not, but in the end her tetter able answer; but the only person handy 
caid again I found I was expected to feelings conquered. on whom I could havo worked it off was 

say something. “ Ask unkv to show ’00 his nice now the oflice-bov. and he hasn’t eot a baby. 
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LINES TO AN 

Good airman, sailing up and down, 

If haply you should nolo 
(Blobs on the links bencatli you) Brown 
And me in iny green coat, 

Me, by some fortune on my game, 

Aud putting all the shots to shame 
Of poor old Brown, then heed my claim 
Airman, and do not act the untimely goal. 

Keep far away, young flying man! 

Tho wolkin’s windy trough 
With those imperious pinions fun, 

Shoo! lilllo bird, be off 1 
When I have punched a peerless drive 
Straight as the homing bee to hire, 

Pin wards, or bested bogey five, 

None of your foolish antics. This is golf. 

Golf, and I want the caddies’ praise, 

And Brown’s resentful “ Whow! ” 

As tho long tee-shot, winged by fays, 
Transcends their struggling viow; 

Golf— when my mashies, soft and clean, 
Bo a vol-plani on the green, 

I look for plaudits blent with teen, 

I do not want them gazing up at you. 

On other days—ah well I when Fate 
Is niggard and unkind, 

' And dooms my ball to devious gait ' 

And dunches in the rind, 


AERIAL INTERRUPTER. 

And Brown (no golfer, Brown) instead 
Lays tho long hr.issie well-nigh dead 
And turns to me, with triumph red, 

Seeking my homage—then I do not mind. 

For then I glance at Brown (quite pink, 

As I observed before) 

1 Ami murmur, “ Brown, I sometimes think 
Golf is a beastly boro; 

How better far to Ire employed 

Like that young chap, to scour tho void, 

Doing one’s country’s work or, buoyed 
By dreams of bullion from The Mail, to soar 

High from this petty vale of woe 
Whore wo poor eartlrmen plod, 

Threshing the landscape blow by blow, 

Whilst ho, like some swift god, 

Holding tho future in liis hand, 

Does battle for tho wreath—how grand I— 

At Hendon;—do I understand 
(Caddy, my niblick!) that I play the odd?" 

That is the time, young lord of air, 

For you to flutter down, 

Or wheel above us bold and fair 
With bee-like noise, that Brown 
May have the gilded nectar-cup 
Dashed from his lips or o'er he sup, 

But when the bard is two holes up * 

Oblige me, then, and do not play tho clown. Evob. 1 
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AN UNHAPPY SPECULATION. 

This is how I liecame a West 
African mining magnate with a stake 
in tho Empire. 

During February I grew suddenly 
tired of waiting for the summer to! 
begin. London in the summer is a 
pleasant place, and chiefly so because 
you can keop on buying cvoning papors 
to see what Kent is doing. lu Feb¬ 
ruary life has no such excitements 
to offer.' So I wrote to my solicitor 
about it. i 

“ l want you ” (1 wrote) “ to buy me 
fifty rubber shares, so that I can watch I 
them go up and down." And 1 added, 
“Brokerage J” to show that I knew 
what I was talking about. 

llo roplied tersely as follows: 

“ Don’t bo a fool. If you have any 
money to invest 1 can get you a safe 
mortgage at five per cent. Lot me] 
know.” 

It’s a funny thing how the minds of; 
solicitors run upon mortgages. 1 f they; 
would only stop to think for a moment ( 
they would sco that you couldn’t j 
possibly watch a safe mortgage go up j 
and down. 1 left my solicitor alone [ 
and consulted Henry on tho subjoct. | 
In the intervals between golf and golf! 
Henry dabbles in finance. j 

" You don’t want anything gilt- [ 
edged, 1 gather?” ho said. It’s, 
wonderful how they talk. ! 

“ 1 want it, to go up and down,” T ; 
explained patiently, and 1 indicatedj 
tho required movement with my uni- j 
brella. j 

“What about a little llullcr in oil ? ” ; 
ho went on, just like a financier in a. 
novel. 

“I'll have a little flutter in rasp¬ 
berry jam if you like. Anything us] 
long as I can rush every night for tho 1 
last edition of tho evening papers and j 
! say now and then, 1 Good heavens, 1 ’m 1 
ruined.’ ” 

" Then you’d hotter try a gold-mine,”; 
said llonry bitterly, in the voice of one 
who lias tried. “Take your choice,” 
and ho threw tho paper over to me. 

"I don’t want a whole mine—only 
a voin or two. Yes, this is very inter¬ 
esting,” 1 wont on, as I got among the 
West Africans. “Tho scoring seems 
to he pretty low; I suppose it must 
have been a wot wicket. *11.13. Reef, 
1], 2’—he did a little better in tho 
second innings. ‘ J, Bolliii River, /•„, 
i\ ’—they followed, on, you see, but 
they saved the innings defeat. By the 
way, which figure do I roally keep my 
eye on when I want to watch them go 
up and down?” 

“Both. One eye on each. And 
ddh’t talk about Boffin River to mo.” 

“ Is it like that, Henry? I am sorry. 


I suppose it’s too late now to offer you 
a safe mortgage at five per cent. ? I 
know a man who has somo. Well, 
perhaps you ’re right.” I . 

On tho next day I became a mag¬ 
nate. Tho Jaguar Mino was the one 
I fixed upon—for two roasons. First, 
tho figure immediately after it was 1, 
which .struck mo as a good point from 
which to watch it go up and down. 
Secondly, I met a man at lunch who 
know somebody w ho had actually seen 
the Jaguar Mino. 

"Ilo says that there’s no doubt 
about Ihero being lots there.” 

“ Lots of what? Jaguars or gold ? ” 

‘•Ah, he didn’t say. Perhaps he 
meant jaguars.” 

Anyhow, it was an even chance, and 
1 decided to risk it. In a week’s time 
I was the owner of what we call in the 
City a “block” of Jaguars—bought 
from ono Herbert Bellingham, who, 
f suppose, had been got at by his 
solicitor and compelled to return to 
something safe. I was a West African 
magnate. 

My first two months as a magnate 
were a great success. With my heart 
in my mouth I would tear open the 
financial editions of the evening papers, 
to find ono day that Jaguars had soared 
like a rocket to 1 ,' e , tho next that thoy 
had dropped like a stone to 1 There 
was ono terrible afternoon when for 
some reason which will never he pro¬ 
perly explained wo sank to J £. I think 
tho I'liiropoan situation had something 
to do with it, though this naturally 
is not admitted. Lord Rothschild, I 
fancy, suddenly throw all his Jaguars 
on the market; he sold and sold and 
sold, and only held his hand when, 
in desperation, the Tsar granted the 
concession for his new Southend to 
Siberia railway. Something like that. 
But ho never recked how the privato 
investor would suffer; and there was J, 
sitting at homo and sending out madly 
for all the papers, until my rooms were 
littered with copies of The Times, The 
Financial News and— so litorally was 
myordor taken -■ Answers,ThcFealhercd 
World and Home Chat. Next day we 
were up to $ J, and I breathed again. 

But I had other pleasures than these. 
Previously I had regarded tho City 
with awo, but now I felt a glow of 
possession como over me whenever I 
approachod it. Often in those first 
two months 1 used to lean against the 
Mansion House in a familiar sort of 
way; once 1 struck a match against 
the Royal Exchange. And what an 
impression of financial acumen I could' 
make in & drawing-room by a careless 
reference to my “block of Jaguars”! 
Even those wno misunderstood me 
and thought I spoke of my " flock of 


jaguars ” were startled. Indeed life was 
very good just then. : 

But lately things have not been going 
well. At the beginning of April Jaguars 
settled down at . Though I stood fer 
hours at the club tape, my hair standing 
up on end and my eye-balls starting 
from their sockots, Jaguars still came 
through steadily at To givo them 
a chance of doing something, I lett 
them alone for a whole week—with 
what agony you can imagine. Then I 
looked again : a wholo week and any¬ 
thing might have happened. Pauper 
or millionaire?—No, still l T l 4 . 

Worse was to follow. Editors actu¬ 
ally took to leaving out Jaguars alto¬ 
gether. I suppose thoy were sick of 
putting 1 L V, in every odition. But hove 
ridiculous it made my idea seem of 
watching them go up and down! How 
Wank life became again! 

And now what 1 dreaded most ol 
all has happened. I have received a i 
“Progress Report” from tho mine. 
It gives tho "total fool age" for tho 
month, special reference being made to 
"cross-cutting, winding and sinking.” 
The amount of “ tons crushed ” is 
announced. There is serious talk of 
“ ore ” being “ extracted ; " indeed 
there lias already been a most alarm¬ 
ing “ yield in line gold.” Tn short, it 
can no longer ho hushed up that tho 
property may at any moment be 
“ placed on a dividend-paying basis.” 

Probably T shall he getting a safe five 
per cent.! 

“ Dash it all,” as l said to my 
solicitor this morning, “ 1 might just 
as well have bought a rotten mort¬ 
gage.” A. A. M. 

A Peculiar Hobby. 

“The mole is a warlike animal—the most 
voracious, perhaps, in our island. 

It is a popular belief that every true Milford 
of Milford has three moles on one part or an¬ 
other of his or her body.” 

Voiisltiir. Evening /‘us/. 

This fine story ol British stoicism puts 
tho tale of the Spartan boy quite into 
the shade. 

An Adventurous Voyage. 

“The liner Virginian, which arrived at 
Liverpool from Manchester oi; Saturday, reports 
having sighted seventy-seven leobergs during 
the voyage."— Eelfast Evening Tdcgra/Ii, 
Steamers passing through tho Ship 
Canal at this time of year ought to 
take the southern route. 

“It nmst bo accepted nra generally estab¬ 
lished principle that, contaot having been ob¬ 
tained with Uio enemy, the Military Aviator 
should at ouce take to Right.” " ’ ' , 

Air-fkrdet Regulation*. 

Military Aviator : “ Well, I’m tired-of 
pushing the bally thing along, I wish 
I could see an enemy.” 
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TIIEATMCAL NOTES. 

The recent action of Mr. Aimiun 
Bouhciiier in changing the title of his 
GarrickTheatre success to Proper Peter, 
in order to meet the views of 11 many 
parents,” is one that was sure to give 
rise to considerable comment in dra¬ 
matic circles. Other managements will 
certainly not be slow to follow his ex¬ 
cellent example. 

Thus we learn, on wholly impeach¬ 
able authority, that Mossrs. Vedhenne 
and Eadie are about to rename their 
programme at the Criterion; and that 
The Kiss am hTlte New Sin are to be 
called respectively The Handclasp and 
Ilis Father's WiU. 

Mr. Macdonald Hastings’ other 
work is also to be brought into line 
with the new movement by*jteiag its 




and What Then to tho moro innocent 
one of Affection—el Cetera. 

On tiie other hand, Mr. Author 
Collins wishes us to contradict a 
rumour that the name of tho spectac¬ 
ular drama at the National Theatre is 
to bo changed from lien llur to Tien 
Him. Sir Geohoe Alexander also 
denies in tho most emphatic manner 
that he has any intention of playing 
Pella Donna under tho suggested new 
title of Ammonia ted Quinine. ■ "i 
At the Apollo,-Theatre, every even¬ 
ing, The Pleasant Smile. • - 

Olhor recent innovations by two 
West-end managements, of which one 
provides a “ Whisper Girl ” to eonvoy 
telephone calls la members of the 
audience during the performance, the 
other odds a short story by a popular 
author to its programme, have Dot 
passed unnoticed. It is very generally 


felt that these actions mark a tendency 
which, if carried for enough, may en¬ 
tirely remove the fault so often fpund 
with the theatre as a placo where there 
is " nothing to do but watch plays."- 
Happily the palatial building shortly 
to bo erected by the enterprise of Mr. 
Charles Fboiiman will do much to¬ 
wards this ond, as wo hear that, in ad¬ 
dition to spacious reading and writing 
rooms, London's newest theatre is to 
lie provided with a swimming-bath, a 
gymnasium, and a circulating library. 
It is said, moreover, that an ingenious 
system of sound-proof sholtcrs, attachod 
to tho higher-priced seats, will enable 
their occupants to enjoy complote 
immunity from the often disturbing 
traffic of the stage. 

TJIE MYTH. 

(.1 Thames Trout.) 

Where the bulrushes grow ranker 
(Oh, the long green spears a-gloam!) 
There the punt shall rock at anchor 
In the stream; 

By the weir’s cool curve of thunder, 

By tho stones where wagtails plunder 
Foolish daddy-long-leg flies, 

And tho strings of rainbow bubbles in 
a rhapsody arise! 

Hours may pass and hours go fleeting, 
You shall heed them not, hut stay 
J iost to thorn, and alt the sweeting 
Of tho may; 

For beneath the swelling current 
Wherethomidge cloud hangssusurraut, 
And the sweeping swallows go, 

Lives a most prodigious monster, lurk¬ 
ing lcarnodly and low! 

No! I 'vo never really seen him. 

But the boatman tills a tulo 
Of a something ("must 'a' been ’iin") 
Like a whale 

On tho shelving shallow sliowiug, 

“ Where them kingcups is a-growing,” 
Only just the other night, 

And the frightened fry wont leaping 
from tho Presence left and right! 

But a crafty old curmudgeon 
■ IIo must bo, for ne’er a fin 
Does he move for any gudgeon 

That you spin; ' * 

With a wink lie maybe watches 
’Neath the willow-root’s dark notches 
As you toil with'aching wrist, 

But the landing-net's no nearer, nor 
’ the deft taxidermist 1 

But the skies are smiling bluely, 

Thera is shade along tlie shore, 

And the chestnut’s litten newly 
Lamps a score; 

Drop the rod theu and be thankful 
For the sights that fill the bank full-—• 
Verdant meads and ancient stems 1 ‘ 
And thebrOadpaternal bjgnessandtha 
peace of Father Thames 1 
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•YOUTH AT TIIK 1'KOW AX1> i.MI.YEl)) PLEASURE AT TI1E HELM." 

.l>. Mr. Wlimavooi) Benn. Mr. Antrim. 


Mr. ]•’. 1). .\i I.ANP. Mr. Wniinwoni) Benn. 

Sir Jojin Simon. Mr. Hr.i:m;i;i Sami lu 


House of Commons, Monday, Man 20. 

Curious how history repeats itself in 
tbo record of Parliament. Time was 
within memory of a few still seated on 
the green benches when tho House of 
Commons possessed two Buns. One 
was the Bight Honourable George 
Bentinck, Member for West Norfolk, 
who proudly wrote himself down in 
l)od " A Tory," an ancient honourable 
stylo, which in his later dajs becamo 
effaced by intrusion of tho modem 
name Conservative. Tho other was 
Cavendish Bentinck, Member for 
Whitehaven, a legislator with tousled 
hair which when, in accordance with 
frequent habit, ho stood at the Bur 
surveying tho House, suggested that 
ho had just been drawn through a 
Jiodgo backwards. Ono, by reason of 
his ample proportions, was known as 
Bio Ben. The other, moulded on 
smaller scale, was Little Ben. 

To-day we have with us only ono 
Benn, upon whom his godfathers 
and godmother in his baptism, with 
prophetic foresight of what in due time 
would become a precious antique ware, 


bestowed the name of Wedgwood. 
The twentieth - century Little Benn 
ranks in Ministry as Junior Lord of 
Treasury, bis place being in the Whips’ 
room or tho Lobby. Puemieh’s quick 
eyo discerning his capacity, be has this 
session found provided for him a seat 
on Treasury Bench, where lie represents 
First Commissioner oe Works, throned 
in tho Lords. 

The preference fully justified. Tbo 
Deputy First Commissioner’s answers 
are excellent aliko in mailer ftul 
manner. To-day delighted House by 
unexpected turn of ingenuousness. Long 
question on paper affecting status of 
architects engaged by Board of Works. 
Reply duly read. Up gat inevitable 
Supplementary Questioner with endea¬ 
vour to confound the young Minister 
by rcferenco to state of things existing 
in 1869. 

“I am afraid," said Little Benn, 
irresistible boyish smile illuminating 
his countenance, “my memory does 
not go back so far." 

The House, remembering that be is 
in his thirty-fifth year and looks nine¬ 


teen, burst into roar of sympathetic 
laughter, under which the Supplemen¬ 
tary Questioner, for once abashod, sat 
silent. 

The incident focusses attention upon 
prominent, noteworthy characteristic 
of present Government. Sark, whose 
memory, going further back than 
Little Benn’s, recalls tho personnel 
of the Disraeli Government, declares 
that, compared with long succession 
of Ministries subsequent thereto, tbo 
average of ago in the present ono is 
by many points tbo lowest. The barge 
of fftato is maimed by Youth at tho 
prow and (mixed) Pleasure at the 
holm in the person of Asquith, himself 
youthful compared with Palmerston, 
Disraeli and Gladstone when they 
were sealed in his place. 

In ono respect Nature has done 
something to rob First Lord op the 
Admiralty and Home Secretary of 
the attribute of youthfulness thoirs by 
right of years. As in some Alpine 
regions, volcanic forces at work leave 
particular mountains bald-patcd among 
a group of snow-clad hills, so theses 
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twin Ministers would find convenient 1 
headgear in the halo Prince Arthv® 
has already fixed on the head of 8t. 
McKenna. At the time when George 
Wynohau, Silas Wcyg of the Front 
Opposition Bench, dropped into poetry, 
voicing the aspiration of the patriotic 
Tarty in the immortal couplet 
Wo waul, eight 
Awl we won’t wail, 

it was proudly said of McKenna, then 
at the Admiralty, that lin never turned 
a hair. Winston is still capable of 
performing that acrobatic feat. But 
the intense heat of brain force beneath 
the cranium is rapidly withering away 
the heather. 

For the rest the young men of the 
Ministry suffer no detriment from 
natural youthfulness of appearance. 



Off ton TilK HOI.IUAVS. 

“ Wlmt a lark if wo uevor wont Imok.” 


Their age is an accident; their Parlia¬ 
mentary capacity, individual and in 
the aggregate, is a marvel. As far as 
memory' or reading goes, never has 
a Leader of tho House of Commons 
boon served by so strong a team of 
youngsters as that which Asquith with 
tight skilful hand drives to-day. 

Business done .—In Committee on 
Civil Borneo Estimates. The Infant 
Samuel makes annual stalcmont of 
work at Post Office. He demonstrates 
afresh that the young follows alluded 
to are not only high-grade debaters but 
exceptionally able administrators. 

Wednesday.— Attendauce.dangerously 
diminishing through last two days, re¬ 
mitted by adjournment for Whitsun 
recess. Bringing up the rear of group of 
Members joyously going off for holiday, 
walked arm-in-arm the Home Ilule 
Bill and his companion dealing with 
the Wolali Church. Both have passed 
Second Beading stage and stand for 
4 Committee when business is resumed. 


,. “ Supposing yve. never went back!" 
eiipckied Home Buie Bill. ■ ■ 

. “.What a lark! ’.! responded his merry 
rival. • . * 

Business done.—Adjournod till 4tn 
Juno. 


THE ROMANCE OF PETEli 
GRAHAM’S WHISKERS. 


Preface. 


No blame attaches to Mr. Frank 
Richardson in this regrettable affair. 

CHAlTKIt I. 

The Beginning. 

Peter Graham was in all but his 
substantial form (which was short, 
stout and ruddy) a self-made man. 
He was very happy of disposition and 
determined of character, as firmly re¬ 
solved to do everything well for his 
| own part as he was convinced that all 
■ things were for the best as arranged by 
| Providence. Only when ho was made 
la .1 uslico of the Peaco for his county 
t did he begin to entertain doubts, and 
j those not of himself but of Provi¬ 
dence. He never questioned that he 
was capable of fulfilling tho magisterial 
office as it had never been fulfilled 
before, but ho could not help feeling 
that appearances wore against him. 
Tho genuine judicial face is not round, 
bonny and jovial; it is long, solemn 
and knowing. He improved his law, 
lie improved his clothes, and with 
onormous effort lie improved his figure. 
But his face he could not alter, for if 
that is not of the magisterial cut 
nothing will make it so, except (he 
thought in a moment of inspiration) 
short, sharp and precise side whiskers. 

It so fell out that about that period 
Mr. Justice Phipps (let us call him) 
very conveniently went tho North- 
Eastern Circuit and visited tho assize 
town of Peter’s county. By so doing 
lie afforded him a model of tho lines 
which tho administration of criminal 

C ‘ - re and the development of tho 
whisker should follow. Seeing 
him, Peter at once made up his mind 
aui the appropriate growth was begun. 


CHAPTER II. 
The End. 


Tho success of tiie now appendages, 
as reflected by liis mirror, seemed to 
Peter Graham to be complete. He 
only needed an opportunity to test 
their effect on an expert or two before 
he made his first public appearance on 
the Bench. That opportunity was 
Afforded by an invitation to dine and 
sleep at the Chairman’s country house 
on the eve of the Quarter Sessions. 
Peter, full of confidence in his facial 



. From the station to the Chairman’s 
house was a mile drive, and he drove 
it in the village fly.. Cabmen are 
not experts, but this one, he felt no 
doubt, was in the habit of conveying 
J.P.’s and would have an eye for such. 
Peter was only too aware of the man’s 
close scrutiny and noted with satisfac¬ 
tion the decision with which he 
mounted his box-seat and started his 
horse, ns one who knew what he was 
about. His attitude seemed to suggest 
that ho had noted tho whiskers and 
drawn a deduction from them. This 
was the fact. Potor could have wished 
that tho man had uttered a “ M’lud," 
but had no hesitation in believing that 
his thoughts lay in that direction. 
This was not the fact. - • 

As the fly drew near the lodge gates 
tho man leant over from his box and, 
in a tone so far removed from respect 
for a tribunal as to be contempt for 
an equal, 

“ Stable entrance, I s’poso?" lie said. 


TO EDWARD, A PEPPY’. 

(On the day that l lost him.) 

My Edward, sinco early this morning, 
When 1 pondered a poem (to Jane), 

And you slipped from my side without 
warning, 

The house has been plunged into 
pain; 

Tour absence has blighted our ploasure, 
Expunged are the smiles that were 
ours 

By the thought of your burying ossoous 
treasure 

Midst alien flowers. 

Wo are lonely to-night, wc are lone,Ted; 
Come back; lot your wanderings 
cease. 

In the homo there’s an air of unwonted 
And far from enjoyable peace. 

Unvucked by your juvenile scrambles, 
Serene in its plaoe is each mat, 

While out in the garden, unchivied, 
there gambols 
The Tomkinsons’ cat. 

Forgiven are all your vagaries; 

Come home to uS, all shall be right. 

Wo are sitting and sighing," 0 where is 
Our wandering puppy to-uight?” 

Deprived of your presence wo languish, 
Bereft of your hark we are sad; 

Come home and redeem your adorers 
from anguish, 

Young fellow-me-lad. • 


“A bountiful colour flooded hot flue j a aoft 
light—half proud, half tearful—okono in her 
left hand, eloeely pressed against her heart.” 

Chunk Family Newspaper. 

The danger of carrying a tearful light 
In the left hand is that, one is so likely 
to leave it behind in a cab. 
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A NUDE DEPARTURE. 

[“Huving a grievance against the council, two 
hundred bathers, it is Rtuted, threatened to 
march in a Bcmi-nude condition through tho 
streets ol'Southend, by way of protest," 

Kccniaq jYcmx j 

By to-night it it) estimated that 
10,000 bathers throughout tho country 
will be on strike. An important meeting 
of the Executive of the Amalgamated 
Society of Sorpcntine Swimmers is 
taking place, and there is a possibility 
that the trouble will assume a serious 
aspect. If some agroomont is not come 
to during tho week it is quite likely 
that the Channel • Swimming soason 
will be entirely ruined. Southend to¬ 
day was a sceno of wild oxcitciuont. 
The wholo town seemed to be out. So 
was the tide. All of a sudden a cry 
was raised that there was a non-union 
man attempting to bathe, and an angry 
mob of “ semi-nudes ’’ rushed to the 
spot. Shouts of “Black-leg!” were 
raised as the unhappy man was hauled 
from the mud, and the remark of a 


bystander that "black leys would bo 
nearer the truth” was not without 
point. He was ultimately rescued by 
the police. A mass meeting of tho 
National Bathers’ Federation is to bo 
held in Hyde Park next Sunday. The 
more hot - headed section lost their 
resolution that everyono should go in 
a semi-nude condition, and University 
costumo will ho worn. There will be 
a variety of speakers from divers plat¬ 
forms. Tho principal orator will 
be Mr. Mackintosh, about whom the 
quarrel with the Southend Town 
Council first started. The whole family 
of Mackintosh is exceedingly popular 
with the Southend bathers, and tho 
high-handed action of tho Council in 
refusing to let them walk through the 
streets to the sea (if any) in bathing 
costume is deeply resented. There is 
also the vexed question of Mixed Bath¬ 
ing, and it is understood that so sorious 
a view do tho Government tako of the 
situation that Mr. Asquith contem¬ 
plates introducing a Minimum Ago Bill 


at an early date. Meanwhile the Board 
of Trade is (as usual) keeping a watch¬ 
ful eye on the situation, and we are to 
have Mr. Chukchii ,r,’s assurance, made 
after consultation with the Home Skc- 
kktary, that "the Admiralty is fully 
alivo to tho noccssity of protecting the 
bathing-machines of tho coast towns 
in case of a riot, but that at present 
tho 'semi-nudes' aro behaving in a 
most orderly manner, and he does not 
anticipate that the services of the Navy 
will be required.” 

"The English yield of hay from permanent 
grass was 38'3 cwt., hut in Ireland it was 
almost precisely double—M) - 5 cwt. 

Yorkshire 7W. 

If all our contemporary’s “doubles" 
are like this its Sporting Commissioner 
must bo an unpopular man. 

“ Well-Educated Young Swiss IJidy, highly 
recommended, leaving present situation on ac¬ 
count of Vreuch, and Music lessons to children." 

JtM, in “ The titawiard." 
Enough to mako anyone want to nqpve 
on. . 
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LINES ON A DEAD BICYCLE. THE LIGAMENT. 


Although I bo a thing of waggish cheer 
And philosophical habit, little propo 

To make much noise, or drop the kindly tear 
On anyone’s affairs except my own, 

Yet, were I.soulloss as a gramophone, 

Ah me, ah me, 

Still would I weop, this pitoous sight to see. 

For, mark you, this poor stricken thing has been 
The petted darling of some dainty fair; 

Ilors was the hand that loved to keep it clean, 
Watched it and tonded it, and with fond care 
Gave it sweet oils, and swiftly would repair 
Its slightest hurt 

From piercing nail, perchance, or caking dirt. 

And 'twas a lovely creature. Of a truth. 

Nature has nothing fairer to the sight 

Titan a young bicycle in its fresh youth, 

Ho strong it is and slender, slight and light, 

A tiling of perfeot symmetry, whose bright 
And brilliant parts 

Disarm the sternest and entranco all hearts. 

And 0 what joy, when, with a favouring gale, 

Lightly they skimmed the land, those happy twain; 

Up hill, down dale, especially down dale, 

Although quite decent hills they would attain, 
Unless the lady, finding it a strain, 

Began to puff, 

And got off, fooling that she'd had enough. 

A gallant time, but all too quickly changed 
And sadly. It was over woman’s whim 

To leave tho thing she loves and grow estranged. 
Perhaps she found the oarly gloss grow dint, 

Or, haply, yearned toward some nower “ jim ” 
Which this poor steed 

Lacked,and till thon had novor known the need. 

All this we know not. Only we oxpcct 
The lady grew indifferent, ceased to tend 

Her charge, for with indifference comos neglect. 

Tho care became a nuisance, and the friend 
An ever-growing boro; and, in the end, 

The lady got 

Rid of it somohow—how, it matters not. 

Small need to trace its fall; how it became 
Cheaper and over cheaper, as it passod 

From hand to hand; we see the once sleok framo 
Ungroomod, while lower in the social caste 
Ever it fell, until we find at last 
The pampered pot 

A hireling bob’s-worth for some ’Arriet. 

And now 'tis dead. Its end was swift and kind, 

More kind than life. With wild and frenzied leap 

A mad bus sprang upon it from behind 
And knocked it endways to its last long sleep. 

And now about a crushed and mangled heap 
The hushed crowds throng 
While sad policemen bid them pass along. 

Pass to thy rest, poor biko! Thy task is done. 

Alone thou aged’st and alono hast died. 

Thy rider saw the peril—wretched one!— 

Thought not of saving thee, but to one side 
Leapt with a squeal whereat calm taxis shied. , 
She's in a swoon 

Just now, but she ’ll bo sorry for it soon. 

Dum-Dum. 


(By One who helped to tear it.) • 

We got the lawn tennis not up last week—at least the 
gardeners did—add it looked lovely with the court beauti¬ 
fully marked out and all shining in the sun. Then Rosie and 
I went to Dad. He was writing in Ills room, but we told 
him he'd ordered the net to be fixed and given us rackets, 
so he simply must come and play with us and really teach 
us how to do it. It’s no good playing that sort.of game 
by yourselves, because you forget all the rules, and then you 
begin to argue, and then somebody throws down her racket 
and says it’s not fair and she won’t play any more. Grown¬ 
ups make all the difference. 

Well, first of all, Dad said he was much too busy aud 
couldn’t possibly come, and then he looked out of the 
window and said it wasn't such a bad day after all, and 
then lie jumped up and said he could only bo young once, 
and where was his raoket ? Then ho said we must all look 
slippy into our tennis-shoes, lie took an awfully long* 
time getting his on, because he couldn't find them at first, 
and whon he did find them they were the wrong ones. He 
said it was always so with his boots and shoes: the right 
ones always hid Ihemselvos and the wrong ones tried to get 
thomselvos put on. But at last he was ready, and out wo 
went and found Poggy waiting for us outside. She said 
Mum couldn’t come and had told her to go out and make a 
fourth, and there sho was. We didn’t really think she was 
up to it, because she's so small and has to hold her rackot 
in both hands, which doesn't look well; but she'd made 
up her mind she was going to play, and Dad always in¬ 
dulges her vory much because she makes him laugh. 

Wo began by having lessons, which was a useful thing, 
but not vory exciting. We loarnt what all tho white lines 
meant and how to count, and what it means when some¬ 
one says you 'vo got a liolo in your racket, and all about 
deuce and vantage-in and vantage-out, and at last Dad said 
we’d all got our railroad sorvico quite perfoct and it was 
time to liavo a real game. Ho was enjoying himself tre¬ 
mendously, pretending that his name was Couebt and 
asking us to model ourselves carefully on him. I believe 
Gobebt is a Frenchman who plays tennis rather well. 

Dad chose Rosie as a partner and I had Poggy, and then 
wo bogan. I served. I’m not sure Dad was doing his vory 
best, because ho didn’t put many balls to Peggy, and when 
he did they were vory gentle halls, and Peggy managed to 
get ono or two over. Anyhow, we won the first game, and 
Dad and llosio won the second, and then we began the 
third. It was Peggy's service, and, because sho was so 
small, she was allowed to serve standing close up to the net. 
Sho kept dancing about and chattering all the time while 
Dad was imploring her to treat tennis seriously and to 
remember what the world owed to tennis. So wo got to 
thirty all, and Dad said it must be put an end to, and, if 
Rosie bucked up and helped him, they would now run out 
and win the game in double-quiok time. So, when Peggy 
served to him next, he gave her what lie called a teaser for 
a return. It was up in the air and it came down with a 
big flop and bounced up again ever so high. Peggy nevor 
saw it. She shut her eyes and just swung herself at it with 
her racket in both bands’ as if she were taking what Dad 
calls a swipe to leg. She hit it all right, and away it went 
skimming over the net into Rosie's court near the baek 
line. Rosie was laughing so muoh she had tumbled down 
all of a heap and couldn’t get up in time, so Dad made a 
rush, shouting out, “ Leave ft to me," and Rosie rolled her¬ 
self away out of the.court, and Dad got to the ball, and 1 
thought be was going to do it. But just as be was taking 
a whang at the ball he stopped short and yelled out, “ Ow 1 
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who hit me ? " “ Nobody liit you,” 1 said, “ That's forlv- 
lliirty.” 

“ Yes,'' lie said, “Rosie chucked a stone at me and hit me 
on the ealf of the right leg.” 

We woro all laughing, because Dad looked so funny 
hopping about with one leg in the air; but Rosie mado her 
face serious and told him she hadn't thrown a stone at him. 
Then Dad put his foot down and took a step, but it wasn't 
much of a step, and he safd, 11 Oyv, oyv ! 1 can't walk 
properly. I wonder what it is.” 

At this moment Uncle Edward came on to the lawn-lie! 
isn’t really our undo, but we call him that—and Dad told 
him what had happened. Uncle EdYvard said, “ I know 
what you've done. I 'll bet a hundred you’ve torn a 
ligament. A man of your ago ought to be more careful. 
My father did the same thing last year and was laid up for 
six weeks." 

This seemed to make Dad angry. lie said, “ Don't talk 
rot about a mau of my age not playing a footling game of 
lawn-tennis.” 

“ Well, you mustn’t play any more footling games of 
lawn-tennis,"said Uncle Edward; “you must coniine your¬ 
self to the grand old athletic games of marbles and 
spillikins.’’ 

Then he holped Dad to hobble into the house. 

Dad hadn't torn it badly, because he can get about with 
a stick. But he says it's a dreadful thing for him to be 
struck down in a mere frontier skirmish after having sur¬ 
vived so many pitched battles. 


A COCKNEY DKPAYSEE. 

I'm sick of the bulging self-satisfied trees, 

The hedges all whitewashed with May, 

1 can't get away from tbo redolent breeze, 

1 smell nothing else night and day. 

1 ’m weary to death of the willow-wren’s song, 

Of tbo glint of the gorse on the down, 

And, confined by a turquoise horizon, I long 
For the smoke and the SYvelter of Town. 

It's 0 for the shops when the season is young, 

Not these stupid plantations of fir; 

It’s 0 for the clip of a cockney tied tongue, 

Instead of this slovenly burr; 

It's 0 for the glamour, the grit and the grime, 

The wealth and the wheels and the whirl, 

And it’s 0 for the bliss of a glorious time— 

The kind that appeals to a girl. 

With zephyrs unsullied my senses arc cloyed 
In this tax-bordered prison of bloom, 

But the reek of the Tube I'd inhale overjoyed 
Or a motor-bus spurting its spumo. 

Wistaria tassels encircle the pane, 

With gold the genista is scored; 

This happens each year, now it's happened 
again, 

And I think I ! ve a right to be bored. 
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THE WATCHMAN. 

You know tlio typo of promises that 
are positively coming down on Tuesday 
next, and are consequently giving their 
stock away ? 

Two months ago! was so rash us to 
stop and look at ono : — 

wi;isi'.\VATt'i(i:s i 

from 7/6. j 

attracted me. 

1 am a careful man, so I did nothing 
about it at the moment, hut next 
Wednesday I happened to bo passing 
the shop again. 

This time I was attracted right inside. 

“ I waul a wrist-watch Irom seven- 
and-six," 1 said. 

The man hogan to show mo some at 
thirty shillings. 

“ Ho,” 1 said firmly. “ Here is seven- 
and-sixpouco; now show me a wrist- 
watch from it.” 

■ lie looked hurt, hut ho produced a 
neat little now season’s watching in 
art gun-nietai. 

" Does it go at. ail?” 1 asked. 

This timo lie looked so hurt that I 
hastened to reassure him. 

"There, there,” 1 said, "I’m sure 
it goes like a—like a clock.” 

“ Yes, Sir," he said; " very like a 
clock." 

The clock it went like must have 
been the one Aunt Sophie gave us 
three years ago. It lost half-an-hour 
daily for a week, and then simply 
dropped out. 

I took tho watch hack to the premises, 
which had managod to stay up some¬ 
how. 

I thought the man was going to cry. 

" We don’t get complaints, not twice 
a year, Sir I But we ’ll let you have 
another instead," he said finally. 

The second was, I always think, the 
best of them. It lost three-quarters of 
an hour a day, but it went for three 
whole weeks. 

When I took it back, the premises 
were as up as over, though there was 
another man in attendance. He ex¬ 
plained to mo confidentially that they 
didn’t get complaints twice a year, hut 
that they would let me have another 
instead. 

The ono they let mo hnvo instead 
didn’t look strong from the first: it 
hardly went at all, except now and 
then at night, when no one was looking. 

Finally, I packed it up and returned 
it with a note, intimating that I was 
sorry to break their complaint record. 
I also put it to them that I didn't want 
another instead; that wrist-watches 
had lost their appeal for me; but that 


I was prepared to consider seven-and- 
sixpeucos. 

Then came the mastcr-stroko. 

Tho watch-man replied. He apolo¬ 
gised for tho trouble my exceptional 
had luck had occasioned me; lie depre¬ 
cated strongly, however, any idea of 
giving it up as a bad job; and he 
enclosed a silver wrist-watch as a com¬ 
pensation for previous inadequacies. 

I kept it. 1 have it now. it is true 
that as a watch it lias its failings. 
One of these is a tendency to go back¬ 
wards. In this and in some other 
respects it falls short of being an alto¬ 
gether reliable lime-piec': hut it is 
silver. There must he nearly a shilling’s- 
worth of silver in it; ami 1 had got it 
in exchange for a paltry piece of gun- 
mokl work. 

Yesterday I passed the shop again. 
It flaunted a compelling show-card in 
blue and ml: — 

SrueiAL J .ink, 

IIANKRITT STOCK. 

UNDER COST. 

JiKAL SILVER WlilKT-VYATCIlKS. | 
1'itOM 6/6. i 

I _J 

Next Tuesday I’m going round to 
help the premises with a pick-axe. 

MORE 11 LETTERS TO MYSELF." 

Under the title Letters to Myself a 
hook has just been published. I have 
not seen it, but the idea is so attractive 
that it lias set mo upon a similar form 
of composition. Telegrams to myself 
I liavo more than once despatched, 
when a house was too boring to stay 
longer in; but letters from tho same 
hand to that destination are a novelty. 
Here then are a few which 1 have just 
received, with their answers:— 
i. 

Dear Old Spout, —Don’t y ou think 
it is about time to give up betting? 
Once, in the dim and distant days, 
wlion the little wanton geos were loss 
wanton, there was something in it. In 
that blessed period, now apparently for 
over gone, a favourite sometimes bo- 
liavod as such and canio in first: Mr. 
it ukI-’ was more or less a sound guido: 
form told. But now ? What happens 
now? Not a singlo favourite has won 
a big race this year. It is enough to 
make a horse the favourite to knook all 
the spirit out of him. It is like giving 
a dog a bad name. Look at the Cbestor 
Cup; look at the Jubilee Stakes; look 
at tho Stewards' Cup; but most of all 
look at the Derby. There never was 
suoh an open Derby as this hr the 


history of the Turf. A month ago ihore 
were two favourites at 3 or 4 to 1, 
Where are they now? One is not in 
tho betting at ail; tho other is between 
10 or 20 to J, both having descended 
from their proud positions to bo among 
the "also rims.” In sucli a timo of 
(lux and defianco of sound principle, 
give your bookie a miss, dear boy. Be 
wise in time. 

Your sincere Admirer, 

Yourself. 

Tun Answer. 

1)i:ak Om> 1*ai,,—I like you, and I 
believe in wlial you say; but what is 
life without a flutter? So I shall 
eonliimo to lose your money—my 
money our money- in the hope of ono, 
day making a real parcel. 

Your wilful One ok Us. 
ii. 

Mein Lieuer Freund (Oh, hut 1 
forgot, you don’t know Oerman), you 
really must lake a little more care of 
your health. I watched you tho other 
night on your way homo from that 
City dinner - you could easily liavo 
seen me - and 1 was ashamed. You 
not only swaye 1 hut you sang; and the 
result of watching you was that 1 con¬ 
tracted a terrible headache. Think of 
tho future, if only for my sake. 

Your Well-wisher, Me. 

The Answer. 

Devi; Moralist, -So that was you 
l saw. There scorned to he two of 
everybody, and now 1 understand the 
wliolo thing, The other is tho fellow 
who writes tho letters. Well, 1 
promise to obey as long as I can, and 
no ono but a fool undertakes to do 
more than that. By tho way, I wonder 
if your headache was as bad as mino. 
Mine was awful. 

Your repeutant Dourle. 

m. 

Dear Self, -Hadn't this habit of 
corresponding better cease ? It is be¬ 
coming a boro. 

Yours sincerely, The Same. 

The Answer. 

Dear Me, 

Yes. 

Yours, 

You. 

Breakfast Table Politics. 

Fond Wife (pathetically anxious to 
be* well informed and an intelligent 
companion to her husband). “ I suppose 
that that surplioe of Lloyd Geobgk’s 
you were all discussing last night, 
and wondering what ho would do 
with it, is the one that he will have 
no use for after the Welsh Churoh ip 
disestablished.” i 




THE POWER OF MUSIC. 


KeSI’LT OK V ((ll liKK (ir Vll- l-AUdV,” KIT, 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

In The Ministry of Poll Poorman (Arnold) Colonel 


Ai mu an o\ ciiiKi'i: <>i "Tin. IIkmit RdWtu Puws." 


I pamphlet. The pill shows up through the gilding, but it 
jis quite an admirable pill. 

| I want a word with Mr. llrroN Sinclair. Only the 


Tedder has succeeded in making at loast four real and othor day he was trying to persuado mo to knock off food 
lovable people—to wit, the h‘ever end Apollos Burnett and live on cold water and the New Thought; and now, in 
(Poll for short), the staunch crank whoso eccentricity tukos Lore’s Pihjrinmje (Hkinemann), he invites me to pity his 
the form of aiming to become a poor man’s parson by hero because he oouhl not get enougli to eat. How does 
holding aloof from the gentry, himself working with his he explain this ? Here was this young man, with all the 
hands (for Bake of the symbol) in fustian and corduroy—to water he wanted to drink and any amount of fresh air to 
the enormous scandal of the respectable pnrt of his ilock; eat , and yot ho grumbled. Hut then ho was a genius, and 
Sarah Blagge, the strange, rugged, beautiful girl “ off l genius is notoriously eccentric. 1 know ho was a genius, 
tho land,” whom he grows to love and takes to wife, to the liecauso ho koops saying so all through the book ; and also 
indefinite increase of tho scandal; Poll's worldly and because only a genius could have made such an impossible, 
worthy old clerical uncle, who is made alive with a few deft infernal, blithering ass of himself at every opportunity. (I 
strokes of the pen and killed too casually in the second must apologise for my way of expressing myRelf, hut one 
chapter; and Helen Grattan, Poll's friend (a charming falls into this powerful, elemental manner after reading 
pastel), who dies in the third. Tho book is no mean Mr. Sinc lair.) Since l read my first novel, I have made 
achievement for what, judged both from its virtues and the acquaintance of many exasperating heroes, but Mr. 
its defects, reads like a first novel. The author doesn’t Sinclair’s Thyrsis has them heat, if I may borrow an 
quite succeed, I think, with the pleasant, wise little school- expression from his own country, to a frazzle. ” The trouble 
master or with brutal Squire Halleck, on both of which with Mr. Sinclair is that, after the success of The Jungle, 
characters he lias expended some pains. The former, with he lias felt obliged to lie terrible and earth-shaking over 
his thoughtful and courageous philosophy, could hardly everything. Hut I decline to ho equally worked up over 
bavo boon so much afraid of tho lattor; while somo mitiga- the fact that American publishers (sordid brutes who 
tion of the ineffablo caddishness of tho leading gentleman wanted their business to show a profit) returned Thyrsis' 
of the village is demanded in the interests of plausibility, novels of genius -samples of which aro given at frequent 
Someone would have horsewhipped Squire Ilalleck into intervals throughout the story. " A hook like this," says 
exile long before the bodk begins. Colonel Pedder has Mr. Hall Caine in his preface, “ noeds little praise." As 
emphatically something to say; he has thought and felt, that is what I have given it, these words from the Master j 
ana he has foroeto command a hearing. Ho wants to offer are comforting. 

to " the Church " and " Sooiety " some frank and whole- -’ 

some tratbgi A candid oritio has to oonfess that the book Every now and then Mr. Tom Gallon’s Memory Corher 
would have been a bettor novel if it had been a worse (John Long) finds its way into that corner of nij* 
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memory in which Mm Matty reigns supremo. The two unexpected comet, the earth is about to go off with a bjjejj, 
little old sisters and the sweet-faced girl who lives with ;at the same time offering you a clranco of being transferred 
them in the little green-shuttered house in the little old I to the planet Zan, close with the offer by all means, if 
street way up in llampstoad are very nearly of the real 1 you are an adventurous kind of fellow who likes a hair- 
Cranford breed. And yet, much as I like them, they don’t I raising and melodramatic existence amongst people and 
touch my heart with the incomparable magic of Mrs. places with exceedingly rum names. Otherwise say no, 
Gaskell's art. And the boy with the wonderful tenor and whistle for a policeman. What Adrian Osgard did in 
voice, a son of the old ladies' long-lost sister, docs not quito j Vceni the Master (Stanley Paul) was to accept his chance 
lit into tho picture; nor yet his out-ut-olbows patron and of metempsychosis, together with a hundred thousand 
singing-master, a wandering musician of the Svengali type, |other Earth-men; hut I doubt if they would have done it 
who plants himself and his pupil under the old ladies’ roof if they had known exactly what they wore in for. Adrian, 
until such time ns he shall bo able, by the help of their; for instance, was, so far as I can mako out, entirely unaware 


girl’s heart and then did his best to break it by deserting ‘ would eventually, through tho assistance of Alythes the 
her and " Memory Corner ” for an older woman. All this! Learned, marry Kcena (alias Qnc.cn Valla), whom lie had 
and more is prettily told, hut it is no longer Cranford. It once loved in the Garden of a Thousand Ploasuros; and 




would indeed bo surprising if - live, I suppose, happily over 

it were; and I don't suppose, ' aftonvards. This seems rather 

Mr. Gallon will bless me for ' ,T 1 “ ” ■ 

making the comparison. Hut, 
aftor all, it was ho that put it 
into my head, and I. only wish 
I could write a story half as 
pleasant myself. 

1 liavo to own that l 
was a good deal disappointed 
over The Joys of Jonc* 

(Grkkxinu). jt bogan ex¬ 
cellently. Jones himself was 
quito an engaging figure, a 
sort of Kipps-Ilka person, 
chained to a London office; 
and his author, Mr. Emm 
Gii.lett, wrote so nicely 
about him that f felt sure 
wo were all three going to | 
bo great friends and in for 

a thoroughly good time. Then | luvu it u icaii tin? | 

the great chance came, both Th r <*f Mwjh'i AW,i.r«. “I kkar hikhe wili, r K f following advertisement in our 

to Jones and Mr. Gillett, in reiumoi■> iuscoxient at tiik iami.e ni-Muiir. l\ tub m.ace copy of tho Wiesbadencr 
tho shape of a kindly illness ■ 0F Tl,1,s '- us K r "™ N > """ii '•hi; was to win her m>hi> I Jiadehlatt, which wo print for 

thatrcleRsed the former from 1 J",,,",, 11 i.'ui'imxmNs ''^ 1NAmfcll ’ ,,: -' rnf “ KSI ' rin! IA " Y Mhe benefit of any who may 

work, and turned him adrift,'——--— - ---_have missed it:— 

at tho age of thirty-eight, for tho first time in his life in “ What res|iectub]e reiimw Englishman or American of high firth 
real country. And all that they mode of such a glorious oeailcmioak education, gmlluinaulike ap|K>arenec and ill fitvouiahh- 

situation was a rather dreary farce aliout rabbit-shooting 'T 1 '*. 1 ' chvumaiaiirea whojn choosing a partner f ov lifcattacl.es great. 

I],.,, i , , 'ahic to Njiuitiial ami bodily excellency would bo willing to become 

and eldeily spinsteis and gottmg drunk on home-made acquainted with one of my relations, regarding matriiuony ou mutual 
wine. The woeful waste of it! 1 am even now not quito eatMurtiou: ” 
certain how far Mr. Gillett sent his tale wrong through ZZ Ti 

lack of skill, and how far from deliberate intent. I have a T1 . , . . ® 8CU lne ° „ , 

„_• • „ , . .. ,, , . , ,, , . , I he instrument is limit up upon ‘tho Charles Brindley system,’ 

suspicion that lie Mould defend the banality of Ills rural which in addition to providing spread tonal effects, enables the player 



1 ivo, I suppose, happily over 
aftonvards. This seems rather 
rough on Vecni the. Master, who 
j was cut out by his underling, 
for Vceni also had loved Kcena 
in the Garden. But perhaps 
, he will have hotter luck next 
time when the planet Zan 
in its turn gets fractured by 
a comet. Seriously, 1 am 
'/ unable to make very much of 
e [Mr. 11. E. Lasiuoiit'b attempt 
to combine tho methods ol 
Mcssis. II. G. Wells and 
' 11 ide ii IIacioard with a vague 
religious allegory. Ho calls 
j Vceni the Master “ The Story of 
| a Dream.” 1 must let it go 
[ out unsolved through the ivory 
gate. _ 

Under tho heading of Re¬ 
spectable, reoll ’’ we read the 
E rvn.i, i i:! following advertisement in our 


ounu mo taic TYiung muuugii UTaeniilino TyTrtrlAa 

lack of skill, and how far from deliberate intent-. I have a . , . . ... , 

suspicion that he would defend the banality of Ills rural which in addition to providing special tonal directs, enables the player 
characters, their coarse and rathor brutal humour, and the to rapidly change his combinations with a minimum of physical exertion 
general stupidity of them, as realism. If so, 1 retort that mental strain." 

realism of this kind lias no business in such a book. To ^ ur authority is a local paper, but we forbear to give its 
create a living and human figure like the little clerk, Jones, narae I partly to spare its feelings, and partly because we 
and sot him up to be bullied by uncouth rustics and are not quite sure whicl^, one it is. 
subjected to all the discomforts of farce, is bad art and worse To a Certain Boad Hoe 

taste. Moreover it is not even amusing. Mr. Gillett ]Tis kni _ Wfl . m n9 i, fl 


must do better than this next time; that he so obviously 
can, only aggravates his present offence. 


To a Certain Boad Hog, 

Jlis language was warm as he suddenly slowed 
For the pony and trap which had dared to intrude; 
And proved him, though vague in the rule of the road, 
Word-perfect at least in the idle of the rude. 


If you happen to be an amateur metaphysician feebly ,u ™ 01 t ne ™ ae ‘ 

groping aftor tho secret of the universe, and not above "Royal Garmon Aitillery.— S«oond-licnt. A. V. Ik Bucklaud to he 
B]ilittmg an infinitive whilst addressing its Creator, and a second-lieutenant."— Western Homing Xtm, 
fascinating-looking long-haired man comes into your room Promotion in the Boyal Garrison Artillery may be slow, 
one evening and tells you that, owmg to the arrival of an l but it is very sure. 
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/hjadivaqia objects. This being so, we would draw wish one often hears expressed. In 

vnnnivnniAa _ its attention to the fact that 27«nn/ VIII. practical Georgia it has now actually 

Bt the irony of circumstance, while was successfully revived last week. boenconsummated, Miss GlabaLouse 
London was fearing a food famine, *„* Parker, the daughter of the Maybr of 

Mr. Asquith was visiting " The Street By-the-by, we regret to bear that Cainesville, has eloped with her bride- 
of Abundance" at Pompeii. there was a misunderstanding at a groom's best man. 

*#* certain Fancy Dress Ball the other 

" We will hold up meat; we will night. A Bomewbat weedy youth went A contemporary states that a local 
hold up flour; we will hold up the as Henry VIII., and was fancying him- regulation at Wurzburg, in Bavaria, 
Government," said Mr. Ben Tillett, self hugely until an ill-informed friend prohibits the use of black tiles for roof- 
It would save a lot of trouble if they came up and asked if he was Peter Pan. ing purposes, and makos tho employ- 
just held up their hands. *.,* ment of red tiles obligatory “ so as not 

*,■* _ The statement, published in several to interfere with tho lreauty of the 

The Autocrat at work again! "When nowspapors, to the effect that a pair of landscape by tho erection of differently 
tho Kaiseii was at Strasburg ho visited bitterns have nosted at Stelham, Nor- coloured roofs.’’ We understand that 


course, they will have to wear. 

# * 

■f 

"A Patriot "writes to suggest —. . , , 

that St. Paul's Cathedral shall be -Jr, K TI1B MALTA SPECIAL, 

heightened, and without dolay. "' w|||||b 5J " ^ 0Rn Kitchener landed at 

He points out that, whenever a I f I / /ffjfn nine o’clock, in plain dark 

Lugo vessel, such as The Impera- lil ,o! I / ‘ -[/E clothes, looking in perfect health 

tor, is launchod, she is compared Ja |' l // /,/A f If ami, as many remarked, every 

with tho height of St. Paul’s, ) — [v ///£) f K inch a soldier," says The Daily 

and always to tho disadvantage ' v*y?\ /) J “OTC? |( Telegraph. 

,011110 latter, thus causing a great Itrjvjj ! w3\ Ky Our Own Maltese Terrier 

loss of prestige to this national _ J r(// ft |£\Va | i supplements this special infor- 

cdilico. if! I /MB!! J mation. “You should have 

* IffiiI / seen," be says, “the blush of 

A schoolboy at St. Petersburg fJk H 111 1/ P'nXIj jUir-r |U| ! pleasure that Hooded the tanned 

has shot his French professor 11 I jehooks of tho warrior when he 

because he had given him bad iMr// M I -overheard tho dear old ladies 

marks. It is thought that as mtff —’B rn dNllr ! remarking that ho looked every 

a result of this incidont tho 'Oil I*tBI ! inch a soldier. Surely he roust 

little fellows attending tho Stato fljjj 111 ff ' bare felt that he was coming 

schools will in future bo made ItfF \ into his own. 

to leave their fire-arms at home IfnMgfv Mw. - / “ Mr. Asquith did not pass 

with their nurses. IlllJmll ibUI l unnoticed, although The Daily 

*.,* I- Telegraph correspondent had 

Mr. Hebeebt Samuel reports wr | not the good fortune to over- 

that as many as 3,000,000 books j hoar what many remarked about 

of stamps were sold last year. The effect or Mr. Verona Brown’s NAsmmcE, "Tns him, 1 He has the calm, self- 
Fine as this total is we cannot VlKIK0 ° HICT >“ » «™ 3 coktleteit woim os Saturday possessed look, tolling of a sense 
help thinking that it might be ex- M0Ml > ™ ESJ0 » M,so I £ f power , that mark9 °the statas- 

ceoded if tho little volumes were U--man. That man will go far,’ I 

bound more attractively and entitled, were anxious to spend their honeymoon heard on every hand. 

"Twenty-four Portraits of the King." quietly. * * “Of the Admiral in command it was 

The gift-book trade might be tapped in * the general opinion that he appeared 

this way. # # Is the Latin-British Exhibition unfor- to have got his sea-logs and to be per- 

<- * tunately named? We wonder. A small fectly at homo on the water. 

" Postage Btamps," The Daily Mail boy was certainly overheard, the other " * Looking quite the man in his long 
telld us, "may now bo procured from day, protesting with some heat, "No trousers and stand-up collar,' was re- 

the now road guides of theBoyal Auto- Latin exhibitions for me out of school marked of Mr. Winston Churchill by 

mobile Club.” This innovation Bhould hours, thank you." tho fortunate ones who happened to 

prove most useful ii the oase of a *..* catch sight of him.” 

punctured tyro. # * An American widow has given up a ' 

* fortune of £2,000,000 in order to marry From an hotel advt. 

‘Some .excitement has been caused a lawyer. Lawyers have to put up 11 Baths Hot and Cold. Under the personal 

among the babies of the Metropolis by with so many insults that the fact that supervision of tho proprietor. 

the statement that Hie Post Office Tube one of their number should be con- Most emba rrassing, _ 

Scheme means the doom of the Mail sidered worth this huge sum has caused ,. Swlom kittcM cbltTOlomeJ from a penny 

Cart, the liveliest satisfaction m their ranks the b'tter : tho Door free.’’ 


authorities. 




l.mmnr3:.iinmnwiin:i-aT®!,riiitj 


Mr. Heueert Samuel reports 
that as many as 3,000,000 books 
of stamps were sold last year. 

.. it.!, i.i.i _._i. 


"JfoMlom kittens chloroformed from a penny 


wuuu, ^ nuu uvouobv QHi,igiQVtiiuu m vaavia iuua> 

; and is almost the sole topio of conversa 

The Anti-Premature Burial Society tion in Law Courts all over the world, 
annouueee that it will be pleased to V , 


•• f iT, « .1 • « *lUll L'Oill lAAklA Aw UAiiUl V1WAIAAV1A liVUI *» pviwoj 

the liveliest satisfaction m their ranks t h» utter j the poor freo.:’ 

and is almost the sole topic of conversa- > Add. in "Exeter Erprm.” 

tion in Law Courts all over the world. This is the first real attempt to bring 


about a better feeling betwoen the upper 


receive any information bearing on its ] " May the best man win 1 ” is a pious | and the lower classes. 
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BACK TO NATURE, 

Showing the good that may come out of tlie ajywent epl 
of these recurring strikes. 

There is a saying—and the facts confirm it— 

Ill blows the blast that suits not someone’s case; 
And I, who am by now a sort of hermit, 

» Bless the unlikely moans of so much grace— 

The Gosling and the Tillktt, 

And all who make the worker chuck his billot. 

lor I liavo learned from these, our country’s masters, 
In ono short year of intermittent strife, 

How out of so-called national disasters 

A though'tful man may pluck tho Simple Life, 
And put himself in tuno 
With natural objects, like the sun or moon. 

Until they called a strike upon the railways 
Pedestrian transit seemed a solemn boro, 

But now’ I troad the hills and bosky vale-ways, 

Using tho foet I never used before; 

And get to seo quite plain 
Things that escaped mo in a stuffy train. 

I hoar the song of birds in dewy thickets; 

I smell tho morning sweetness of tho earth ; 

Also l save the money on my tickets 
And incidentally reduce inj girth; 

" And wish the strikers’ blow 
Had fallen on me years and years ago. 

■ Then came tho miners'move. This fresh diversion 
Taught mb to face tho cold with activo skin, 

To seek for ardour in my own exertion 
And cultivate tho vital spark within, 

• And how' a well-drilled soul 
May learn to ovorcome tho lust for coal. 

Next came the tailors’ turn, and off they toddled; 

. And, as 1 go to-day in outworn weeds, 

I learn that leg : wear, though superbly modelled, 

Can never satisfy the spirit ’s neods; - 

. .That, by the heavenly plan, 

His worth, and not la's waistcoat, makes tho man. 

And now the transport-navvies play at skittles, 

" And prices soar, and I must seal my throat 
To frozen'ox and other carnal victuals 

On which it was my daily uso to bloat; 

I sign a non-beef pledge, 

And am content to live on home-grown vog. 

So if, a changed man, I have ceased from nozzling 
The softer luxuries it is because 
Of teachers like the Tillett and the Gosling, 

The men who make our sumptuary laws, 

• Laying thoir high embargoes 
•. -On traifls and trousers, coal aud meaty cargoes. 

Yes, if-I live (on herbs) the life ascetic, • 1 

Like nomad fakirs, with my limbs half nude, 
Without a hearth and wholly sympathetic 
With Nature in her most primeval mood, 

My thanks are due to these, 

From whom I learned to tramp and starve and freeze. 

. . ' P-s. 

> The Coming Manhood of Woman. 

“Teacher(Mienin female) wanted at once.” 

\ Adeertismenl in “ The Scatimm." 


AMALIE BOPP. , 

Amalie Bopp came into my life about five years ago, 
stayed in it for a few days, ana then vanished into space, 
leaving no traco of herself and her woes. 

It happened in this way: One morning, on coming 
down to breakfast, I saw on the hall-tablo an oblong letter 
of tho usual foroign kind. It was directed to Fraulein 
Amalie Bopp at my address and bore the postmark of 
a German town. So far as I was aware no lady of this 
distinguished name graced my establishment, nor had I 
over in the course of a long and blameless life como upon 
any Bopp. The ruler of tho houso, too, disclaimed oil 
knowledge of hor, and the sorvants, amongst whom I 
diligently inquired, oaoh and all scorned the imputation of 
a Bopp. Tho butler, an old and privileged servant, wont 
so far as to say that lie had never heard of a person of tho 
namo of Bopp, that ho firmly believed therefore that no 
such person had over existed, but that it was highly probatilo 
that this mystorious letter was in some inexplicable way 
the first stop in a schomo for committing a burglary, it 
being well known that burglars were vory artful, and that 
one of them might easily assnmo the namo of Bopp if ho 
thought it would forward his design upon the plate and 
valuables. Ho himself, he declared, would redouble his 
vigilance and have the bolt in the back door put right at 
once. 

Nothing burglarious, however, happened, and four days 
afterwards another letter, equally Boppian in every respect, 
arrived. Tho mystery was now beginning to got upon my 
nerves.' I had inquiries made in the village; i wrote 
letters to relatives asking them wholher a Bopp had 
lurked in their past or w4s glorifying their present. All 
was in vain. Everybody J applied to refused to confess to 
Amalie Bopp. 

Thereupon I decided to open ono of the lptters, in order, 
if possible, to discover some clue in it. It was.wvitten in 
German, and it breathed passionate devotion and unaltor- 
ahle'love in the longest sentences. It began (I translate)-- 
“ My ininostly beloved Amalie," and it proceeded to assure 
her that'all that she had over heard or rend about affection 
was but a pate mockery compared with the emotion that 
was devastating, the writer’s bosom. lie recalled their 
former meetings andlho trembling of her little hand when 
once,greatly daring, he had clasped it in his. He asked 
what life would be without love, and answered his quostion 
by asking what the day was without the sun and the night 
without the moon oi' tlio ( stare. He poured scorn on the 
“fcelingless creatures " who wore content, to live alone and 
without lovo in a world of dark shadows, and declared that 
for his part the only thing that sustained him was tho hope 
of meeting his Amalio before the year was out. He urged 
her to reply promptly and signed himself (I translate 
again), “Your constantly faithful and adoring bridegroom, 
Hermann Dnnkelbaum.” I blushed at my indiscretion in 
reading these tender avowals, wrote " Not known at this 
address " across both envelopes, posted the two letters back 
to Hermann at his. address, and dismissed him and Bopp 
from my mind. 

In the following week my brother-in-law arrived with his 
family from South Africa and came down to stay with its. 
There was a wife, there were a few children, there was 
naturally much luggage, and there was a maid, a stout and 
stately sort of female grenadior, who, through her spectacles, 
must have witnessed the passing of some five-and-forty 
years. When the oommotion caused bj their arrival had 
subsided and the new inhabitants had to some extent 
settled down into thoir places, I found myself with my 
brother-in-law in the library. The conversation ranged 
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THE GEOGRAPHY LESSON. 


*Db. Kitchener, "NOW, WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT THE MEDITERRANEAN?” 

Master Chcbchili. “WELL, IT LOOK8 A NICE PLACE FOR SHIPS; BUT, TO TELL YOU 
THE TRUTH, WE’VE BEEN CONCENTRATING OUR ATTENTION ON THE NORTH SEA 
LATELY. HAVEN'T WE, HERBERT?" Master Asquith. “THAT IS SO.” 
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over familial - topics, and was dying down into llio puffing 
of pipes, when he suddenly asked me if I had noticed his 
wife's maid. I said I had casually glanced at her and 
thought her a formidable person. 

“ Yes," lie said, “ sho looks formidable, but sho's really 
the most soft-hearted and romantic old fool that ever lived. 
She’s engaged to be married to a young fellow about half 
her ago, and she talks about her lovo for him and her 
rapture at being noar him and hoping to :-ce him, as if she 
wero a girl in bor teens - but I suppose it's a way Germans 
have.” 

“ A Gorman, is sho ? ” said I. “ Did you pick her up in 
South Africa ? ” 

“ I did. And, by the way, she's expecting letters from 
him. Have any arrived ?' ’ 

Even then I failed to realise what was happening. 1 
said, " No, I think not. But what's hor name ?" 

“ Her romantic name is Bopp— Amalie Bore." 

" Ha, ha I Then that's it," I shouted. 

He was startled. 11 What's it ? ” ho askod. 

“ Bopp's it "—and I told him what had happened to the 
loiters. 

The apshot was that I had to interview Amalie, and 
endeavour to explain to hor why, though her lover had 
faithfully written, there were no letter’s for her. She did 
not cry; she composed herself into a stony despair. " He 
is so .chealous," she said, "ho will nefer*belief dis story. 
He rill say, 'Amalie has seen anozor man. She like him 
better. She sent back my letters.' I know be vill not hef 
mo now. He vill ask me to sent him back dofaist-boggle 
he gif me"— she pointed to a gaudyelasp that adorned nor 
halt— 11 and he vill sent me back do shafing brosh I gif him. 
It is all ofer, Sir; yon hef ruined two yong lifos." 

Xt was in vain that I attempted to soothoand comfort 


her. She threw up her situation, and in three days set off 
for her homo in tlio Black Forest. Whotber she saw her 
Hermann again, and bow she fared with him, I Lave novor 
been able to discover. That, so fur as [ am concerned, was 
tlic end of Amalie Bopp. 

A MODEST INVOCATION. 

0 Power, 0 Goddess, or what name you pleaso, 

O Biller of our cricket destinies 

(Perhaps most easily exhorted boro 
Simply as Fato), I teg of you your ear. 

Little I pray for; not as, years ago, 

When I was over-sanguine, as you know, 

I askod you earnestly to do your best 
To lot me make a century in a Test, 

Or in a Gentlemen v. Players take 

Ten wickets in an innings (slow leg-break), 

Or even win some desperate County match 
By bringing off a most amazing catch. 

Those dreams am vain. You can bo (no offence) 

On such occasions very, very dense. 

But, Fate, I still invite you to concede 
A very reasonable point indeed: 

This, and this only (as the Poet says)— 

To change about my last yoar’s averages. 

Oh, I shall be the happiest of mon 
If you will kindly manage this, for then 

My batting average will bo 58, , 

My bowling average 14,0 Fato. 
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__ dcpatp mwTP«T ! “ I don'* 1 quite know wliat the rule “The ground’alike ice,” he said by 

A DESPERATE CONTEST. j Si I suppose I throw it again. 1 ' — way of apology, and led the way once 
M? Whitsuntide was very nearly "Yes, but I ought to get something, more into the bushes, 
spoilt by David’s announcement on About six, I should say, would be a fair “ There must be something moro in 
Saturday morning that his rheumatism amount.” . the game than this,” 1 said as I 

would prevent him meeting me in the We had a little argument, David followod him, “ or why should W. G. 
Pentathlon I had arranged. The Jive flatly refusing to give me anything, bo so keen on it ? I can’t help, feeling 

events in which I had decidod to beat At last 1 split the difference and took that I ought to be doing something 

him wore lawn-tennis, golf, tho hundred three. The score was now England, 3; with my croquet balls'soon.” - , 

yards’dash, the running broad leap, and Australia, 0-and wo went into tho However, as I was leading by 6, to 2, 
remaining in a stationary position shmbbery to look for tho jack. I couldn't complain; and oven when 

under water without breathing. “ Let’s leave it,” said David after the search for the jack lengthened into 

“ 1 ’m so sorry,” said David as ho five minutes, “ and have an old tonnis twenty minutes or more I kept up iay 

limped up and down tho lawn to show ball instead.” spirits with tho thought that 1 was 

me. “ It suddenly caipo on in my bath.” " No, no, wo must have tho orange.” winning a brilliant victory at one of tho 
“ Perhaps if you went ,up and had My idea .was that when the rod and most subtle of our national pastimes, 
another bath it would suddenly come yellow balls saw it they would iustinc- “This is rotten,” said David at last; 


off.” 

“It’s a funny thing, I’ve 
never had it before.” 

“ You ’re much too young to 
have it now,” I said crossly. 
“ Wait till you ’re bald before 
you begin talking about rhou- 
rnatism. Anyhow, you might 
'at least bavo had your hair cut,” 
I added, glad to notico some 
legitimate causo for complaint. 

“ Perhaps it’s gout. A legacy 
from my great-grandfather.” 

That anuoyod mo still more. 
David and I liavo always split I 
our great-grandfathers with each 
other; indeed, ho has even gone 
so far as to share his last grand¬ 
father with me too. So I have 
as much right to gout as he has. 

“Well, you So got to do 
something to amuso me,” I 
said. “ I 'in feeling particularly 
activo this morning, and unless I 
play some game or other I shall 
go mad and bite somebody.” 

“ I 'll tell you what: I ’ll play 
you a game of bowls.” 

“Bowls?" I asked sus¬ 
piciously. “ Havo we got any ? ” 
It occurred to me that David 




m ' 




ChcmUt. “Tins is a iwo- ash-six size For. two siiim.inus.” 
Sou. “Ais't you uor a sixi'EsxY norri.E to oivb away!" 


“ 1 ’ll get a tennis ball." 

It was my turn to throw it. 
and I immediately had a great 
sueeess, for the jack not only 
stayed on the lawn, but settled 
itself at a distanco sufficiently 
far from us to satisfy David. 

“ Do I got anything for doing 
that ? ’’ I asked. “ 1 'm the lirst 
that’s done it.” 

I put a lot of top spin and 
bias on Rod and sont it after the 
tennis ball. It proceeded in a 
bee lino until it got within a 
yard, and then swerved and 
hurried past at a tremendous 
pace. “Stop, you fool 1 ” I 
shouted; “you’ve got there!” 
hut it took no notico and plunged 
into the hushes. 

Slowly and witli greater dig¬ 
nity Black followed it; while 
Blue and Yellow, having learnt 
their lesson, proceeded no further 
than tho path. 

“ What do we got for that? ” 
I asked.' 

“Nothing,” said David. 
“ They 're all out of bounds.” 

“Then I’m still6 to 2?” 


It occurred to me that David —’----— -—1-1— - “ The real score,” said David, 

might have been leading up to this, tively nestle togothcr against it. I “ is nothing to either of us. 1 ' 

Perhaps, without the knowledge of his persovered therefore in my search, and “The game appears to have reached 
family, ho had taken lately to secret after another fivo minutes found it rather an exciting stage. Tell me, how 


bowling. 


hiding behind a sweet-briar. 


“ Pour croquet balls,” lie said airily, “ I ’ll throw it this timo,” I said, “as 
" and something for a jack. Of course you aren’t safe with it.” And I rolled 

they won’t have any bias, hut-” it vory geiitly ton feet away. 

“ Jack ” and “ bias ” mado me rather " That’s not far enough.” 


shall we recognise the moment when 


“ I ’ll throw it this timo,” I said, “as we como to the end of it? ” ‘ 
iu aren’t safe with it.” And I rolled “ The first to got 10 is the wiuner.” 


“Jack” and “bias” mado me rather "That’s not far enough.” 
nervous. I didn’t like it. " How do you know ? ” 

“What about tho skip?” I asked "Ob, it obviously must be farther 
bravely. David looked blankly at me. away than that,” 

“ Well, never mind,” I said, breathing " Don’t say I’vo bowled a no-hall loo. 
more freely, “ we’ll do without one.” What do you want for it? It was a 
I played the red and yellow balls better one than yours, anyway.” 
against David’s black and blue, the jack Wo had another discussion, and I 


it vory gently ton feet away. He marched to tho bushos, and I 

" That’s not far enough.” limped thoughtfully beside him. 

" How do you know ? ” “ What’s, the matter ? ’’ he asked. 

"Ob, it obviously must be farther I sat down and began to rub my 
away than that.” knee. 

" Don’t say I’vo bowled a no-hall loo. “ Rlicnmatism,” I said. " I can feel 
What do you want for it? It was a it coming on. It’s very unfortunate 
better one than yours, anyway.” that it should happen at this critical' 


i played too red and yellow balls better one than yours, anyway.” that it should happen at this critical' 
against David’s black and blue, the jack Wo had another discussion, and I moment, but there it is.” 
being an orange. As he took this in his finally decided to allow David two. “ I thought you had to be bald bofore 
hand ho was palpably nervous, and in Thus tho score, after twenty minutes’ you talked about rheumatism,” said 
his excitement ho rolled so vigorously exciting play, was England, 3; Aus- David sarcastically, 
that it loft tho lawn, hopped across tho tralia, 2. Unhappily David again over- “ And so we both shall bo,” I said, 
path, and buried itself in the shrubbery, bowled himself aud sent the jock into " by tho timo this game is won.” 


“ What do I get for that ? ” I asked. I tho shrubbery. 


A. A. M. 
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THE INTRUDER. 

When Cohen came, the county sought 
'To entertain and fdte 
The multi-millionaire who'd bought 
The Goodleigh-Gore estate; 

By steed and oar, by rod and gun, 

He proved his native worth, 

And Loamshire deemed her new-found 
son 

The happiest man on earth. 

But no one guessed the haunting droad 
That chilled him to the bone, 

When Cohen sought his Stuart bed 
Or Cohen dined alone; 

The vengeance of a by-gone age 
That lurked behind the doors, 

The ghostly threats, the sullen rage 
• Of ancient Goodloigh-Gorcs. 

And none but Cohen heard the jeers 
That echood in the hall, 

And only ho could feci the sneers 
That hung on every wall, 

Whore ruffled lord and wimpled dame 
Convulsed him with a stare, 

Or (worse) conversed from frame to 
framo, 

As though ho wasn't thoro. 

About the hall gaunt shapes of steel 
Told tales of long ago, 

Grim yarns of death that mado him feel 
Distressingly de trap ; 

As men who knew the hideous wrong 
He VI wrought their sacred realm, 
They gaped derision loud and long 
From out oach yawning helm. 

And Mistress Ellen Goo Uoigh-Goro, 
Who patronised the Keep, 

And for five hundred yearn or more 
Had spoiled her kinsmen's sleep, 
Plucked trembling at hor snood and 
criod: 

“ Alack and wellaway 1 
‘Its would that I had never diod 
To seo so sad a day." 

MR. BOUROH1ER ADAPTS 
HIMSELF. 

A faraobaph in the morning papers 
has been telling us of the difficulties 
encountered by Mr. Arthur Boubohieb 
in having to reappear as Henry VIII. 
without sufficient time to grow another 
new beard. We are told, however, that 
“ partial success attended bis efforts.” 
We anticipate some future movements 
of this conscientious artiste 
June 8.—It is announced that early 
1 in theautumn Mr. Arthub Boubchieb 
will appear as Othello, in a special 
matinie of that tragedy, in aid of the 
distressed wigmakers. After a pro¬ 
tracted interview .with a well-known 
ouplexion specialist, the popular actor 
has left for the Soudan, there to undergo 
a drastic oCurseof sun-baths. 







Pnx-Fighicr {entering school icith Ins son). “\ou give this hoy o mine a hiuasiiln 

YESTERDAY, DIDS T YEE 1” 

Schoolmaster {very nervous). “ Well—I—eb femiavs-” 

Prize-Fighter. "Well, oiye os yovb ’asd; tod’be a cuamitox. I cas'd do kotuix' 
WITH 'IM MYSELF.” 


September 4.—Mr. Abthub Boub- 
chieb, whoso realistic triumph as Othello 
last night was one of his finest achieve¬ 
ments, is at present allowing his mag¬ 
nificent colour to evaporate. During 
the process of bleaching, which is 
expected to last about three weeks, the 
stage of the Garrick Theatre will be 
oooupied by the following revivals, in 
each case the actor-manager himself 
sustaining the chief rOle:—Uncle Tom's 
Cabin, The Romany Rye and Arizona. 
Towards the end of tno month it is 
expected that Mr. Boubchieb may be 


able to begin his impersonation of the 
hero in A White Man. 

October 80.—The sensational capture 
of an alleged gorilla in Charing Cross 


Road, as reported by several of our 
contemporaries, has now been explained. 
We understand that the fullest apologies 
havo been tendered to Mr. Abthub 
Boubchieb (who is at present rehearsing 
the part of Caliban for his forthcoming 
revival of The Tempest) for any incon¬ 
venience to which ho may have been 
subjected by the action of certain hasty 
and ill-informed zoologists. 


“ Die president suggested that any delegate 
who stem when lie was on his legs should be 
ejected. Had this proposal been carried oat 
two lionrs later half the delegates would have 
been engaged throwing the other half out.” 

Daily Xeu'H and Leader. 
Very difficult. Wo can never do lour 
ehacking-out when in a sitting posture 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 

The Blush-Battery and other 
things. 

Park Lane. 

Dearest Daphne, —With pandora 
and ringlets, blushing has come in, 
the eyelids are occasionally lowered, 
fans are fluttered (not waved), and, 
instead of the dear, nicky little ex¬ 
pressions that arc such a comfort and 
usod to help one so sweetly on one’s 
way through life, it’s correct to he just 
a little bit rather formal and arrangee 
and to use whole woyds and not nice 
little bits of words. 

As blushing is by way of being a lost 
art, Fallalerie, of Bond Street, has 
brought out a darling, teeny weeny 
“ Panniers- and - Kinglets Blush - Bat¬ 
tery.” It lies just cosily perdu, under 
a necklace, and, in fingering your neck¬ 
lace in the dear old, bashful, moss- 
grown way, you just touch the tiny 
battery when you think a blush would 
l)o cone enable, and you get a little 
sjiock that not only produces the 
requisite blush, but lowers the eyelids 
at the sumo time. 

Popsy, Lady Ramsgate, who is 
always very much on the premises, is 
all panniers and ringlets just now, but 
she doesn't subdue herself guile. enough 
to lio altogether It. Norty told mo she 
was liis partner at dinner tbo other 
evening, and sho was so enormously 
ringletty and so alarmingly lively and 
confidential that her ringlets were 
several times in his soup! Sho had 
such an ajfreiu experience with her 
blush-battery at the Flummcrys’ last 
night! She was chatting to Curly 
Chaloner, and really, my dear, was 
playing up to her ringlets and panniers 
d merceille- -hoad a littlo drooped to 
one side, fan fluttering, toes of her shoos 
put primly together, little, breathy mid- 
Victorian laugh at nothing in particular 
—all quite well done. Then she thought 
a blush would come in handy, and she 
fingered her necklaeo and pressed her 
tiny battery. Whether there was some¬ 
thing wrong with tbo thing or sho 
pressed too hard, no one seems to know, 
but anyhow the blush went wrong—it 
was much too deep, and it wouldn’t go 
away, and her eyes, instead of droop¬ 
ing, opened quite quite wide, and she 
came out of her chair with a jump! 
Poor old dear! she looked simply 
horrid 1 They took her into the air 
and the battery was taken off. People 
say there ’ll be a slump now in 
Fallaleric’s patent blush-producers. 

The Million-Years-Ago dance at tho 
Piccadilly Gallery was a shrieking 
success. It wasn’t really a dance, for, 
of course, as long ago as that we were 
rfl monkeys, and everyone made up| 


accordingly. Tho Gallery was turned 
into a lovely forest, and, instead of 
dancing, peoplo just rushed about, 
climbed the trees, and played hide-and- 
seek among thorn, chattering all the 
timo in monkey fashion. Nothing but 
nuts at tho buffet. The Bullyon- 
Boundermere peoplo managed to get 
in somehow, and he made such an 
absolutely top-liolo orang-outang that 
everyone almost quite forgave thorn for 
being there. Tiny Flummery came as 
a hurdy-gurdy monkey, in a little groen 
velvet frock and cap, with oymbals to 
clash. Norty said it was an absurd 
anachronism, for, as there were no 
huvdy-gurdio3 a million years ago, there 
couldn’t be any hurdy-gurdy monkeys 
in velvet frocks and caps, with cymbals 
to clash. I asked doar Professor Dims- 
dale about it, and he said certainly it 
was an anachronism, but that the 
whole affair was an anachronism, 
because a million years ago there were 
not only no hurdy - gurdios but no 
monkeys cither, and wo wero all float¬ 
ing about in tho water in tho form of 
jelly-fish. 

That's a lovely idea for a hot-weather 
party, isn’t it, dearest? Tho only diffi¬ 
culty would be iu getting up as a jelly¬ 
fish. But no doubt Olga would be 
ahlo to do something for us iu greeny- 
white moiisscline-de-soie, with plonty 
of sequins and silk sea-weed. 

1 fugli Daulieny, tho Flummery's’ 
artist cousin, has cut the old traditional 
stodgy school of painting, as repre¬ 
sented by tile Academy (which never 
accepted one. of Jiis works), and has 
done cece so much better since he 
struck out entirely on his own, follow¬ 
ing neither the old nor any of the new 
styles. Ho paints everything double., 
my dear, just us we really see things 
till it’s corrected by something iu the 
back of our heads or somewhere. Ho 
has a one-man show on at Mayfair 
Hall, which is making a giddy sensa¬ 
tion. I went there yesterday, and 
thought it simply most enormously 
clever! There’s a portrait of dear 
Stella Clackmannan that looks twenty- 
fivo foet high and has a double sot of 
features. It’s so appalling that you 
feel at once it must bo a work of the 
hiylicst genius. 

Oh, my dear, your Blanche is coming 
out in rather a new rdle. It’s in this 
way. Somo distant people of ours, tho 
Havilands, asked me to chaperon a boy 
who’s lately dropped into the title rather 
unexpectedly {he succeeded a first uncle 
oneo removed, or something of that 
kind). His mother's a quiet country 
widow, who knows rather less than 
nothing about anything, and sho asked 
me to introduce her boy in town this 
summer, show him the ropes, and 


" form ” him. Figum-vous cela I He’s 
quite a nice boy and threatens to be 
handsome when he's a little less of 
>an inginu. At present he’s got tho 
quaintest beliefs and convictions. It 
seems almost a pity to cure him of 
thorn—they make him so amusing! 
He thinks all womon are angels. 
“ Quite right, my dear hoy, and very 
sweet of you 1 ” I told him. “ We are 
all angels as a rule—only every woman 
you meet is an exception 1 ” Another 
of his lovely ideas is that people give 
parties 11 for tho pleasure of seeing their 
friends!" 

With regard to our juvenile-antiques, 
too, ho shows himself fearfully young. 
He said of ono of our most popular 
evergreens, “Why does that old woman* 
dress and behave as if she were nine¬ 
teen ? I call it disgusting.” “ Bo-Bo,” 

I told him, “ there are no old women, 
■mon cher. In civilised society, overy 
woman is considered young till she’s 
proved old — and even then sho's 
strongly recommended to mercy ! And 
as for Popsy, Lady Ramsgate, younger 
boys than you have been seriously eyrts 
of her not so very long ago, and last 
year Ninny ffollyott tried to shoot 
himself becauso sho said sho wouldn’t 
marry him—or because sho said sho 
would -I really forget which.” 

Truly ho brings tho scent of the hay 
over tho footlights, and yet ho can say 
things sometimes. The other day ho 
asked mo whether tho avoidance of the 
obvious, in which he’s boon duly 
trained, should he carried so far “that 
a follow ought not to admire the pret¬ 
tiest and most charming woman ho 
knows? ” I thought it very nicely put-, 
and with a look, too, that shows ho’s 
making quito progress. It’s a pretty 
littlo point that I shall certainly bring 
up for discussion at the next sympo¬ 
sium of the Antibanalites. 1 told Bo- 
Bo, “ That is perhaps tho only caso in 
which a aAntibnnalite may commit tho 
obvious without reproach. You are 
loarning your lesson, my dear boy, and 
have a proper horror of tho usual and 
tho expected,hut evon in that you must 
have an eye on the swing of the pendu¬ 
lum. It's jetting so usual now to be 
unusual that by-and-by the most un¬ 
usual thing will be to be quito usual.” 
liver thrno, Blanche. 


"Tlio initial coat of the war to Germany, Mr. 
Lawson tells us, was £77,650,000. But France , 
paid an indemnity of £213,000,000, and ceded 
the provinces of Aleaco and Lorraine, which 
havo I«cn valued at £04,000,000, These two 
sums amount to £199,450,000, which subtracted 
from £77,550,000, left the Germans with a 
balance of £200,000,000, all but half a million.” 

Saturday Review. 

We don’t know how France felt about 
it, but it leaves ua quite broken. 
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TWO OF OUR CONQUERORS. 

A Contrast. 

It is a fortunate circumstance for 
Londoners- that at the same moment 
Pavlova and Gbn£b are dancing 
divinely in rival halls; for probably 
there have never been more remarkable 
or more charming priestesses of Terpsi¬ 
chore than these, and both ore at their 
best. Too long has America claimed 
Gen£e ; but now that she is our own 
again let everyone who prizes thistle¬ 
down stops, humanity and fun hasten 
to see her. 

With the Palaco, where Pavlova 
reigns and enthralls, and the Coliseum, 
which Genee just now is touching 
*vith radiance, so close together, a 
comparison between this blest pair of 
dancers is almost inevitable; and cer¬ 
tainly it is odorous, dor there is so 
much loom for both. They do not 
compete; they supplement each other 
and mako a perfect harmony. 

Although theirs the samo lovely and 
joyous art, the two dancers could not 
well be separated by wider divergences: 
the one the product of that strange, 
sombre, decadent country whero East 
and West meet and barbarism scorns 
never far distant; the other a merry 
j blonde from busy prosperous Denmark. 

I Each appeals to a different mood. 

, When it comes to actual dancing—to 
’ the precision and fluidity of the steps 
j and movements - there is lililo to 
] choose; Pavlova may bo perhaps a 
i shade more astouudingly accomplished, 
j llut for the most part our preference 
is not for the execution but for the 
executant. Wo like Pavlova best, or 
Genee best, according to our tempera¬ 
ment, or according, as I say, to our 
mood. Pavlova is more languorous, 

! more dangerous, more exotic; Genee 
is quicker, gay and jocund. Pavlova 
lias moro than an Oriental suggestion; 
Genee is one of us- -a Northerner. 
Pavlova is an fond melancholy; Geneb 
is a kitten. 

The Russian is more beautiful; she 
lias, as one imagines, a raver beauty 
than any of her most illustrious pre¬ 
decessors, most of whom had a ten¬ 
dency to tlfick ankles and powerful legs. 
Pavlova might never have done any¬ 
thing but vide in a carriage or recline 
on a sofa—so soft and graceful is sho; 
and her shoulders are never to be 
'forgotten. But her face lacks ox- 
’pression. Her face, one says; yet as 
a matter of curious faot Pavlova has 
two faces, not as Janus had, but as 
a oharming woman may have who is 
capable of apathy.- One is amiable, the 
other is set, and they are strangely 
different: almost they might belong 
to different persons. Pavlova has two 



faces and only one expression for each; | one can see making some kind of a 
and hero is one of the chief points of j bravo effort with the king and the 
contrast between Genee and herself,!unhappy young soldier, although never 
for Gen ice is not only a dancer but au to the point of touching the emotions, 
actress, with a play and range of) as Gkni'.e does; but Genee one cannot 
animation on her little mischievous j imagine for a moment in the vinous 
upturned features such as many an amorous ecstasy of that wonderful 
actress who is actress and nothing else autumnal riot. Therein lies the cs- 
would give her pearls for. sential difference between theso two 

In the little pieco in which Genee is superb artists. Pavlova is for the 
now performing -an cpisodo in the life sophistical; Genee for the simple, 
of one of the most famous dancers of Genee’s little play should be seen 
all, the Belgian Camaruo— most of tho for its ensemble as well as for Genee. 
emotions pass across her face: joy, The story is a pretty one; the setting 
disappointment, triumph, liopo, fear, is distinguished; the costumes and 
content; while now and then, as when colours are a delight. If ouly the 
she pretends that the king has repaid Coliseum management would anuounco 
tho noon, she is tho incarnation of on the posters and in tho advertiso- 
roguishnoss and tho very spirit of ments the preciso hour at which it 
teasing. begins all Loudon would arrange its 

Pavlova would bo lost here—just as timo to go there; but, as it is, many 
Grn£b would bo lost in tho Bacohanalo, persons are not prepared to face tho 
although not so completely. Pavlova rest of tho programme. • 












PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jew 5, 1912. 



THE OBSTRUCTIONIST. 

A Subterranean Episode. 

She was not built upon a beauteous plan ; 

I did not like her face or features much, 

The lady who was talkin'* to tbo man 
Behind tho little hutch. 

But something fine about her, something freo, 
Kept me in rapture gazing well content, 

While Time rolled onwards to Eternity 
And trains arrived and went. 

Merely her choek it was—like some fair flowor 
Blooming in that illimitable cave; 

She seemed to think the station was her bower, 
The booking-clerk hor slavo. 

She did not seem to heed the traffic's sound 
Nor the dull cries behind her, moan on moan; 

She seemed to think the Electric Underground 
Was gouged for her alone. 

Lightly she stood and talked, now' rash, now coy, 
Touching the purchaso of her cardboard gage; 

She toyed with that young man as children toy 
With coneys in a cago. 

1 hod not been surprised to see her drag 
(So deaf she seemed to all besides her whim) 

Lottuces out of hor portentous bag 
And poke them through to him. 


I said she kopt me charmed, though others swore; 
Still, there arc limits; men have work to do; 

One cannot linger spellbound evermore, 

Not on the Bakerloo. 

And so my murmurs swelled at last tho bruit 
Of clamorous men behind, a restive swarm, 

Nor caring greatly what infernal route 
Carried her precious form, 

If only she would choose, and choose quite quick; 
For all the tidos of London’s life were still, 

And the hushed gates, forgetful how to click, 

Paused for her sovran will. 

Joy came at last; she plunged for Gloucester Boad, 
And raked her reticule with dubious frown, 

Harried the hundred gauds therein bestowed 
And fished up haif-a-crown, 

And, lingering, took her change and turned away; 
But not before she flashed, as women can, 

One glance at me—one glance that seemed to say, 

“ You are no gentleman." 

No gentleman indeed I I followed her 
Musing, “Has Justice, have the gods forgot?" 

Ah well! the boltB of Ate sometimes err, 

But this time they did not. 

0 soothing balsam for a bosom's sore! 

Out of her careless hand, I’m pleased to say, 

She dropped that ticket on the tube-lift floor; 

I left it where it lay, Evo*. 
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A VILLAGE CRIME. 

Deiwj a breach uj law as laid down by 
the new Shops Act. 

I waited while Mr. Buflin weighed 
and sold an ounco of hardbake to a 
small child. Then, leaning jauntily on 
my cano ami speaking in tho bland 
manner, slightly tinged with hauteur, 
that I reserve for shopping, I said, 
"I will take, if you please, a.penny 
bottle of bluo-black ink.” 

I have known Mr. Buflin, of our 
general shop, for nine years. Every 
month I pay him a princely sum in 
settlement of what bo oalls his “book,” 
and our relations have over boon 
based on feelings of mutual trust and 
respect. 

But as soon as 1 had spoken I saw 
that something had changed, lie lifted 
a packot of Righto Starch diffidently 
from the counter and put it down 
again. He closed tho promising careor 
of an active and bustling young wasp 
with half-a-pound of Stodger's Cocoa. 
Then, with a new look of constraint in 
his eyes, he forced himself to speak: 

“I’m sorry, Sir,”he said, “I can’t 
serve you." 

I sat down abruptly on an up-ended 


egg-bos. l>y all the rules of the gatno 
ho should have said, “And the next 
thing ? " or " Can I send it? ” 

I had not received such a blow since 
that dark day when Araluinto—but wo 
need not go into that. 

If my account had been overduo!— 
but last mouth's bill for, let us say, 
ninety pounds odd, hud been faithfully 
discharged. 

"I should have said,” he corrected 
himself, “ that I can’t serve you with 
ink ; you sco ”—ho craned his neck to 
look out between tho jujubo bottles in 

the window,—“ you see, the police-” 

So it had come to this! Often and 
often good and brave men—Editors— 
had I legged mo not to write, not to 
send them all my burning thoughts on 
bi-metallism, Shakspeabb and tho 
musical glasses; relations, too, had 
sometimes pointed out how much better 
employed I might be building a hen¬ 
house ; but never had I dreamed that 
my besotting weakness—if you will 
havo it so—would be held a thing con¬ 
trary to the publio interest. 'Which of 
my latest lucubrations had brought me 
under this embargo? “How to tamo 
Rabbits’’—surely it couldn't be that? 
Then—well, then I understood. It 


was Wednesday afternoon, the statutory 
half-holiday under tho Shops Act, and 
Mr. Buflin, having no assistant, was 
allowed to keep his shop open, but only 
on the understanding-so ran the stem 
fiat posted up behind the counter— 

“ that he confined himself to the sale of 
perishable goods;" and penny bottles 
of blue-black ink (as distinguished from 
ounces of hardbake) are imperishable 
by Act of Parliament—or so Mr. Buflin 
interpreted tho law. 

“-Mr. Buflin,” I said, “I want ink, 
you want money; you have ink, I have 
money; and we am two strong men in 
tho prime of life, and our forefathers 
fought for freedom." 

« v- -a ■> 

I went out into tho glorious sunshine. 
Tho blue smoke curled over tho cottago 
roofs, tho sparrows were taking a dust- 
bath in the deserted road. All looked 
as usual, and yet — something had 
changed. I had committed a crime. 
Worse—I had led another into crime. 

And standing guiltily there, with my 
bottle of blue-black ink hidden from 
tho policeman's sight, I seemed to fore¬ 
see a dark wave of crime sweeping 
terribly through our quiet English 
hamlets. * 
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, MD ,‘ man in the place who would take any I opened my mouth to make a bitter 
DIGNITY AND ImrUDcNCE. interest in me, and the doctor who was retort or an important announcement. 
Life is, after all, just a mulcting to examine me had not yet arrived.: "Ah yes,” said the doctor; “I sup* 
and a being inuloted. But when I go But he did not have it all his own why * pose I ought to have looked at your 
into a shop to be traded upon I expect I scored one over my second sister’s tongue." 

to bo treated with respect, by way of age next birthday. It is, I have Binoe He seemed to think very little of it 
compensation. And when 1 call on discovered, twenty-five; I put it at when he saw it. 
a Company to sign a form, by which twenty-four, and he accepted my figure. There was no respect from the Pay* 
1 bind myself to be mulcted once a I wonder how much in yearly premiums Desk Clerk, none mom the Proposal- 
year till my dying day, I expect some- I have saved myself by that one sue- Form Clerk, and a gontleman in a fur 
thing very like reverence. To take cessfullie? coat (a Director, I have since learnt) 

only £18 p.a. off a man while he lives Tho doctor was even worse. He asked me what the devil I was doing 
and to give him a whole £1,000 when only made me take off my coat and when 1 trod on his toe in the lift, 
he dies may seem to you to be the waistcoat in order to give him time to After that there was not only no re- 
purost, if tho most jmisplocod, philan- finish the conversation he waB having spect from the Lift Clerk, but a stare of 
thropy: but to me it was obvious, on with a sub-manager whon we met. the most marked disapproval and some 
entering the Head Office, that that luxu- Nor was the conversation about me; apparent hesitation on his port whether 

rious and heavily-r-he would take me 

marbled palace was j-.. .. . . . .... . .... ■■ ■ ■» . to the ground floor 

not built out of Dead je =“ and the main en- 

Loss. It was the pro- ^ trance, or whether I 

ceeds of overcharging. / • ought to be dropped 

and 1 was stepping ] I -* straight to the base- 

inside to lo over- ( ment and disposed of 

charged. The last V by a back-door. The 

treated with absolute \$ > -!\ looked to the Corn- 

contempt. . .. Even- lyA& u missionairo for at 

tually a mere clerk __ least a smile. This 

did ask me if my oven I did not got. 

habits wero sober and S' ''-s x A "Very well,” I ex- 

tomperate, and took f ^—1 postulated," I havo a 

down my answer in / r( n°°d mind to go and 

writing..But be made ^ ^ insure my lilo somo* 

said, “where is your % V my good mind, but 

Principal? Is be —v ^ when it came to a 

aware that! am Lore, • A""^ ^ decision, whether or 

I who intend to make .■ ■■■■■■• •— —. . . * . . . ■ . no I should insure 

this Company an DRAMA OF THE DAY. with his office, it 

annual allowance of BEU jjUE TILLETT. was clearly foolish 

something approach- Latest Sensation- at in* Pobt of London Theatre. f° r a little thing like 

mg twenty pounds-——-— mo to pit mysolf 

a yoar?" it was just golf. Ho was two up and against a Huge Concern like that. 

The young man was no good at three to play whon I had my coat off; " Yon laugh,” said I, " but you will 

answering; his idea was lo ask quos- dormy two when I had my waistcoat not laugh when I have done my worst, 
lions only. off, and, if only he had halved the I will pay mv first premium of £18, 

" What is your ago next birthday ?" seventeenth hole instead of losing it, and then I will die.” 
he pursued. I doubt if he would ever have made mo His face did not blanch. "We shall 

1 took up a menacing attitude. remove my shirt. Even then he turned miss you, Sir,” he said facetiously. 
"Unless someone important comes to mo quite without sympathy, just "You will miss your thousand 
and makes a fuss of me within five struck me a blow in the chest, extracted pounds,” I retorted, 
minutes I shall withdraw my favour," a ninety-nine, turned his back on me “ Not ns," was all he troubled to 
I said. and startod another round of golf with reply. Well, well, I suppose he is 

"Quite so,”rotorted the young man; tho sub-manager man. probably right; but yet I oannot help 

“but have you ever suffered from " Are you aware, gentlemen," said I, thinking that, when my second £18 is 
measles, chicken-pox, mumps, scarlet “ that I am practically financing this due and I hang back, they WiU begin 
fever, scarlatina or nervous breakdown? Insurance Company, and whether or to sit up and take notice. 

Have either of your parents ever not you two get your minimum wage c.asaaa! sasm * 

suffered from measles, chicken-pox, depends almost entirely on whether or M r , q dt Nickallb in The Morning 
mumps, scarlet fever, scarlatina or not I am secured as a patrpn ? ” Post:— 

nervous breakdown ? How many “ Sliced ? " said the sub-manager. ug^, wss Paired gmt d*ih, sad entn 

brothers and sisters haveyou? What " Sliced 1” said the doctor; and then, like. Usivenity, built oa Tinne, cwurideriag 
are their respective ages ? " in an offhand manner to me, "You their ptper strength, really did admirably.' 

'I answered him, in spite of his im- may put your clothes on again ; I have What is the paper strength Of a crew 

pertinence, because he was the only done with you.” built on tinne? . ii '... 


marbled palace was 
not built out of Dead 
Loss. It was the pro¬ 
ceeds of overcharging, 
and 1 was stepping 
inside to l>o over¬ 
charged. The last 
thing I expected 
therefore was to be 
treated with absolute 
contempt.. .. Even¬ 
tually a mere clerk 
did ask me if my 
habits wero sober and 
tomperate, and took 
down my answer in 
writing. But he made 
no pretenco whatever 
of belioviug it. 

"Young man,” I 
said, " where is your 
Principal ? I s b e 
aware that 2 am bore, 
I who intend to make 
this Company an 
annual allowance of 
something approach¬ 
ing twenty pounds 
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DRAMA OF THE DAY. 

BEN IIUR TILLETT. 

Latest Sensation at tiie Pobt of London Theatre. 


lions only. 

" What is your ago next birthday ?" 
he pursued. 

1 took up a menacing attitude. 


I built on tinne? 
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" Look out where you ’re coming to!" 
said a fat old trout to a dim young one, 
who camo blundering blindly up-stream. 
•• Have you bought the river,or what ? ” 

The youngster pulled up, and hung 
motionless, like a shadow in the boulder- 
strewn stream. Only his tail quivered 
feebly and when he spoke his voice was 
weak from exhaustion. 

" No offence,” he gasped; " hut oh! 
I've had such a gruelling—swimming 
against tho current for hours. I’m 
fairly cooked, and no wo»der.” 

"What’s tho hurry?" 

"What's tho hurry indeed! If 1 
hadn’t put my bost fin forward I should 
ljpvo been floating among the surface 
scum in tho mill backwater wrong 
side up. That’s what tho rost of the 
crowd's doing." , 

“ What crowd ? Pull yourself to¬ 
gether,” said tho old trout benevolently, 
“ and tell me your trouble.” 

"Wliy, my crowd, of course—Pa, 
Ma, brothers, sisters, and all my friends 
and relations. Pipped off they did, 
without a word of warning. The 
water’s whito with ’em, and they’re 
pulling them out by tho pail, and 
manuring tho fields with ’em. Turned 
up and died in thousands. Don’t ask 
mo why, for I can’t tell you.” 

“Tar-tasting, my son,”remarked tho 
old trout; " that caused thoir funeral. 
All tho fault of tho motorists, as per 
usual. Tired of killing flesh and fowl, 
now they ’ro having a go at the fish. 
You’ve saVod your life by tho skin of 
your gills. But you’ve come to the 
right spot now. This is tho Squire’s 
water.” 

"Who 's tho Squire? ” 

"Who’s the Squire? Why, an 
S.P.O.P. man, that 'a who lie is. lie's 
so fond of us fish that lie won't have 
the roads tarred in this district, and 
what’s more lie’s got the District 
Council to back him up.” 

A tremor of gratitude vibrated the 
young trout’s shape. 

" Noble inan 1 ” lie cried. " How can 
I recompense him for his kindness ’? ” 

," Well, perhaps you. will find a way 
when you’re a bit bigger, some grey 
morning wjth .fi dasli of rain in it," said 
; the elderly trout with a wink. 

, " Meanwhile," continued the young¬ 
ster, “ como with me into tho shadow 
of that old stump on tho bank yonder 
‘and tell mo some more. Bub half a 
moment—I rather fancy that ily. You 
won't mind me having first grab, will 
you ? I noed some nourishment aftor 
>111’ve been through. See you later." 

With that the young trout, with 
snapping jaws, leapt like a miniature 
silver sickle above the surface of the 



_-8* ~fc —,T“=5; 

"’Ebb's a kick oo, FuKmiie. So.vebouy s bis and corn red out corner table 1" 


stream, returning some five minutes 
later, pained, gasping and almost in¬ 
articulate. 

" I 'vo had a horrible experience,” lie 
ojaculated. “ Am I awake, or was it 
all a nightmare ? Did you see what 
happened ? ” 

“I saw that old stump on tho bank, 
as you call our dear Squiro, hook you 
with a ‘ rod palmer,’ and throw you 
back to grow a bit bigger. Ho served 
me tho same onco; but I haven’t given 
him another chance.” 

“Well,I've got a dashed sore mouth, 
that’s all I know,” cried tho young 
trout resentfully. " If that’s the Squiro, 
give mo a motorist." 

“ Nonsenso,” ohuckled the old ono; 
"you ought to bo blossing your luck 
instead of cursing it. Come along with 
mo, young follow-mo-lad, I 'll show you 
the ropes of this place—or rather tho 
lines. Remember the trout’s motto, 


'Once bit, twico shy,’ and you’il live 
as long and grow as fat as your uncle.’’ 

So saying, with a flick of their tails 
tho two shadowy trout faded away up¬ 
stream, and tho S.P.O.F. Squiro trudged 
home with nothing but grass in his 
basket, __ 

The Revival of Uerrie England. 

“ Rcqniredimmodiately, welUdu -atedMusical 
Girl able to daneo to tnuu for salaried post.’’ 

. Wit. i‘n "Mi'i-hUij Post." 

Humming a merry stave we ourselves 
trip to our motor-omnibus daily, with 
the idea of retaining our salaried post. 

“ Wo regret that by ail inadvertence the re¬ 
sult of tho three days' bazaar at the Cambridge 
Hall in aid of the 8onthport and Birkdao 
District Nursing Society bust week resulted ill 
a total sum oi 1 £1635. being raised for this 
society .-Southport I'isitcf. 

An awkward contretemps which a lifctle 
tact might have averted. 
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rSYCIIIATRY. 

[An American surgeon, by rearranging tbc 
Lain cells uf a patient, Ims entirely changed his 
dis|Kisitiun, and great expectations are being 
ejitertiiiuod of the future of psychiatric surgery. ] 

Ou, strange and marvellous the feats 
That modorn Surgery completes! 

She tackles with the utmost ease 
Superfluous appendices; 

Your throat is sore ? Behold your 
throttle 

Pickling in spirits in a bottle. 

Your tummy aches ? It comes out too; 
And when thore’s nothing else to do 
Sho adds to all your other voids 
By taking out your adenoids. 

But all the wonders of tho past 
Bale into nought beside the last. 

Of old the surgeon was content 
To mould your body to his bent, 

But now it is his subtler rolo 
To operate upon the soul. 

Your disposition, once delightful. 
Suddenly turns morose and frightful? 
Your nerves go wrong, you start and 
• jump, 

You grunt and grumble, grouse and 
grump '! 

Just have your brain cells rearranged 
And all your soul completely changed. 
Call in tho surgeon. Something's 
shifted: 

Come, let us have your frontal lifted— 
A whiff of ether, and you 'll find 
Yourself with a seraphic mind, 
dust mention wlmt you want to bo 
And leave the rest, dear Sir, to tuo. 

If, Mr. Surgeon, this is true, 

Ti en great indoed iny need of you; 

I I ’ll find you patients by the score 
1 To wait in queues beside your door. 

: No longer noed your soul ho racked 
■ With foars about the Insurance Act; 
You 'll he so busy that your gorge 
Willceaso to rise against Llovd G korge. 

First I would havo you try your spells 
Upon my Editor’s brain cells; 

I'd have you rearrange his pate 
Until he thinks my versos great,' 

Wishes there wore at least a score of 
me, 

Aud cries for more and more and more 
of mo. 

Punch readers next to you should go 
To havo their brains set comma il faut, 
And, these disposed of, all the nation 
Should flock to you for operation, 

Nor should they leave your table till 
Thej' 'ro Moulded to admire my skill. 

As for mysolf, I Vo no intention 
To try your marvellous invention. 

If you are able, Sir, to model 
Tho brains in every human noddle 
Tqthink my work divine, there'll be 
t No need to operate on me. 


“ OUR HANDBOOK.” 

More Pungent than Mustard, 
Crisper than Cress. 

[After " Yanoc," in Tlus Referee.] * 
Tms country of. ours is full of golf- 
players, keepers of gold-fish and stamp- 
col lectors; the times in which we live 
are degenerate; a mother's love is 
ovanescont (this will probably provoke 
correspondence); and the hedgerow- 
nettle stings. Tho last time I climbed 
Mount Everest I thought of theso 
things, for, on the summit of that 
Lofty Dome, there was nothing else to 
think of. Torquemada, Confucius, 
Boadicea and Daniel Lambert— 
where are thoy now? (I mentioned 
Aristotle last week.) Tho Window 
Tax was repealed on the 24th of July, 
1851, but tho Cabinet of misrule in 
1912 continues on its path of deso¬ 
lating incompetence. Tho coral polyp, 
with infinito zeal, has built up island 
reefs in tho South Pacific, to tho 
end that tho zealous missionary may 
have somewhere to laud. Darwin 
forgot this. The campanile of Pisa 
was completed in 1350 and has been 
leaning eier since; hut tho Crystal 
Palace is empty, and tho proletariat 
of Great Britain reject compulsory 
military service. AYliieh brings mo to 
the second paragraph. 

No city in tho world can compare 
with London in sizo or population. 
Berlin lias its statues; Moscow boasts 
a Kremlin; Venice abounds in canals, 
and Paris 1ms many broad streets 
called Boulevards. They resemble 
Kingsway somewhat, but havo houses 
on Loth sides. London, however, can 
point the finger of prido to her White 
City, and one may go the whole way to 
it in a taxi-cab without leaving the 
wood-paved roadway. Agamemnon 
offered Itiiigenia as a sacrifice to 
Diana, and Elias Howe, tho inventor 
of the sowing-machine, sold his rights 
for £00; but it is no worthy spirit of 
emulation of those noble examplos that 
prompts tho Coalition Government to 
offer tho people ninepenco "for four- 
pence. Times are changed, indeed; 
noser was Income-Tax harder to re¬ 
cover; food is dearer; music-hall stars 
havo to shine twice nightly in order to 
live; and present indications point to 
a wet disappointing summer. Yot this 
crapulous Government continues to 
hold office— 11 Titrrw, TwiTm,” as a woU- 
known member of the Opposition re¬ 
marked a few days ago. It behoves 
us all, therefore, to study the Sunday! 
papers. For, in the fulness of-time.tbe 
Pyramids will crumble to dust, the 
energies of Vesuvius will be paralysed; 
the quadrature of the circle will he 
ja banality of the Fourth Standard, 


and the lost horse-'bus will accomplish 
its last journey to Victoria Station. 
Then, no doubt, the youth of England 
will take to learning commercial 
German, and the words of “.Yahoo" 
will be remembered. 


A PHRASE. 

From far Japau comes a little Guide 
on Hakone, written in English as well 
as he can by 0. J. Tsuchiva, and one of 
its phrases is so admirable that it should 
bo put on record for inferior English 
scholars to imitate. Hakone, it should 
be promised, is a villago of thermal 
springs situate on tho top of Ilakono 
mountain. The mountain was once a 
voleano, “ but lately its activity became 
quite absent.” The natural disposition 
of tho villagers of Hakone is “gontlo 
and honest," and “ their mutual friend¬ 
ship is so harmonious as that of a 
family." The villago is famous for its 
fresh air; "during tho winter days the 
coldness robs up all pleasures from our 
hands, but at tho summer months they 
are set free.” 

But now for tho shining phrase. 
Hakone was the scono, thirty-odd years 
ago, of a decisive battle which gave 
feudalism its death-blow'. The two 
contestants were the Lotd of Odawara- 
Iluti, of the Imperial army, and tho 
Lord of Biishii, who stood for feudalism. 
For a whilo the Lord of Boshu con¬ 
quered, and ho drovo the enemy to tho 
castle of Odawara, whore they mado 
themselves secure. Ho then advanced 
upon them, fooling certain of victory. 
But lie had calculated badly, or, in Mr. 
0. J. TsucHirA’s delightful'words, ‘‘ho 
missed unexpectedly his cogitation,” 
with the result that tho foe rushed out 
suddonly and defeated him. 

Let us all take example from the 
Lord of Bdsliu and ondeavour, when 
wo have a cogitation, to hit it. 


CURING BY THINKING. 

[" For a bleeding nose Th» Family Mar 
recommends just thinking that you are running 
up a flight of steps. This takos the blood from 
tho head to the legs ."—Evening Neat.] 

For a badly cat foot it is a good 
lan to think you are standing on your 
ead. This hikes the blood from the 
feet to the head. 

For prickly heat try to imagine for a 
moment that yoa are Lloyd George! 
This will bring you out into a cold, 
sweat. 

For a wasp-sting keep thinking that 
you are astrike-leaderissuing ‘‘permits" 
and “ manifestoes ” all day long. This 
will give you such a swelled head that 
one Little swelling more or less will 
make no difference. 
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A SWANSEA SONG. 

A Paraphrase with Variations. 

: Far from the fog of St. Stephen's, which stifles ti freeman’s 
speech, 

Once more, 0 men of the Mountain, I step into the breach, 
To fire your flagging courage with my resounding screech. 

The Saxon is always down on the Celt,and always ready to 
squelch 

The fervid aspirations of the liberty-loving Welsh 
(Perhsjps I should make an exception in favour of IIarry 
Quelch). 

While Cantuar collars our dollars, and Westminster gives 
it us hot, 

While Tory barons evict our sons each from his father’s plot, 
0 my dear downtrodden brethren, ours is a parlous lot! 

Their hands arc dripping so freely with sacrilegious fat 
That they cannot grip the polo stick or wield the cricket bat; 
Yet they wish to deny to Taffy what they handed back to 
Patl 

i Their very sideboards are piled roof-high with sacramental 
loot 

(I doubt whether even Mr. Ure its value could compute), 
Yet they grudge the rural toiler the housing fit for a bruto. 

(It’s true that just for the moment I’m leagued with the 
Saxon Crewe, 

A belted earl, on owner of mines, and an English church- 
i man too; 

iBut on Disestablishment he holds a most enlightened view.) 


Ten thousand little English Tsars our chains and fetters forge; 
Ton thousand priests compel us our savings to disgorge; 
And we’ve only one limited monarch and one unlimited 
George. 

My friends, I have given you counsel, as one of your kin 
and kith; 

But, if I’m unable to stir you to show your prowess and pith, 
The only other man in the world to do it is—Senator Smith. 

The Privileged Class. 

Extract from the Hides and Kegulations of Brompton 
Churchyard 

"6. No person shall light, quarrel, use . . . improper language, or 
call or shout in the path* u- do anything likely to interfere with tho 
services in the church. 

7. No person shall throw any stone, or project any mbsile from a 
catapult, or discharge any ti rearm or firework. 

14. Nothing in these rules and regulation* shall limit or affect 
any of the rights and privileges of the Vicar and Churchwardens for 
tho time being of the Church of Holy Trinity, Brompton.’’ 

Mr. Lloyd George will perhaps please nolo. 

“ ‘Yuan-Shi-Kai has cut off his pig-tail, thus discarding the service of 
Muncliu servitude which he politely wow while ho was arranging for 
the abdication of the dynasty.’ Is this the most momentons sensorial 
operation sir.ee Delilah shore the looks of thunson 1 "—Liilrnv Tribune. 

Probably. _ 

Facing the Future. 

From a sermon by the Bishop-clect of Truro to his con¬ 
gregation at Birmingham, as reported in The Birmingham 
Daily Post • 

“ Let them also pray for themselves, fur they would soon have a no'E 
vicar.” 
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„ . ^time here and return at once to start 
A NEW DRAMATIST. rehearsals." 

Sib Ameunon Fahlev, the popular “ That," said Sir Algernon, " is ifn- 
actor-manager, in company of the thinkable. I owe it to the publio not 
famous playwright, Mr. Bellamy Par- lo curtail my rest-core;" anti lie knitted 
lington, had goue on his annual vaca- his brows in profound thought, 
tion to tako the fashionable waters of At last, " I have it," he said. " I 
I’umpenatein. Sir Algernon loathed have left behind me a duplicate nianu- 
publicity, and had over and over again script of your play. I will wire to 
pointed out to interviewers that lack Courtois to cast the parts and do all 
of privacy was the bane of an actor's the preliminary work in advance of my 
calling. In accordance therefore with return. Invaluable man, Courtois." 
his known wishes, his press-agent had Then Sir Algernon summoned a 
caused to bo circulated in overy news- chasseur and despatched the following 
paper in the Failed Kingdom the telegram: “Put A Fated Life in re¬ 
statement that Sir Algernon bad gone hoavsal at once. Leave everything to 
abroad and that no letters would bo you. Will return in a fortnight in limo 
forwarded to him; and it was clearly to tako up my part." 
by inadvertence that the actual address “That’s settled,” ho said, “and we 
of his retreat was inserted. The secret, can stay out our full limo here.” 
however, could not in any case have * *• * 

been long suppressed; it must at an A fortnight later the two strollod 
early date have found its way into the unobtrusively into the theatre during 
columns of Court’and Society news, so Iho progress of rehearsal. They sat 
fierce is the light that beats upon Hie down and listenod; then they looked 
movements of genius. at ono another. 

Sir Algernon and Mr. Partington “Do you reeogniso this?” said tho 
wore sitting over their coffee and actor-manager, 
liqueurs in tho lounge of the Hotel “ Not a syllabic of it," said tho play- 
Carlton ct des F trail gors Distingues weight. 

when a telegram was handed to the “ What in tho name of --is all 

former. The knight glanced at it, this, Courtois?" cried Sir Algernon 
muttered a stage-oath, and tossed it to with his customary restraint of manner. 
Mr. Partington, who in turn gave suit- “Tho play you wired lo me Lo put 
able dramatic expression to tiis surprise on,” replied Courtois. “Took three 
and chagrin. hours to find it in all that stack of 

The telegram was from Mr. Debeti- dusty manuscripts." 
ham Courtois, Sir Algernon's business- “And what in thunder do you call 
manager and confidential adviser, who it? " said Sir Algernon, 
did everything for him except the play- “The same as you called it," replied 
ing of his roles; and there were those, tho indignant manager; “A Fated 
himself included, who thought that lie Wife." 


might have compassed even this feat 
in an emergency. 


The exchange of amenities which 
followed is not for reproduction. IJlli- 


It stated that the revival which had matoly the telegram was produced,and 
been mounted as a stop-gap pending there -due, no doubt to the innate 
the renWo of the actor-manager was stupidity of an exotic operator—were 
itself moribund, and that the theatre thoso identical words. It had so 
would have to be closed unless Sir chanced that, among the mass of 
Algernon saw his way to the produc- unread manuscripts with which Sir 
tion of a successor at an earlier date Algernon’s repositories were stuffed, 
than had been intended. there lay perdu a play of this very 

Confident of tho running powers of name by an unknown author, Mr. 
tho reviv al, Sir Algernon, in the hurry Vernon Vaughan, and the indefatigable 
of departure, had not discussed with Courtois had dug it out. 
his businoss-raanngov the question of What course was to be adopted at 
his next new play, which was the work such a crisis in tho affairs of tho 
of Mr. Partington, and entitled .4 Fated metropolis ? To drop the play and 
Life. But iii the leisure snatched from, start rehearsing Mr. Partington’s would 
those social engagements which are mean the indefinite postponement of 
among tho penalties of greatness ho a first night already announced to an 
had, during his holiday, already hog mi expectant world; it would mean a blow 
studying his part with the author, aud to Sir Algernon’s reputation for keop- 
suggesting many personal touches by ing faith with the public, 
which his own part might be made Happily, young Vaughan's play 
more prominently effective before its seemed passable (though you could 
ultimate “creation." never toll); anyhow, its most patent 

c “ IJj looks,” said Mr. Partington, “ as faults of inexperience could be re- 
if yott’Would have to cut short your medied. Mr. Partington, secure in his 


tenure of fame, could afford to be 
generous, and "So waived his right of 
priority. To do him justice he did 
not foresee that the success of the un¬ 
known writer's play would keep his 
own in suspension for the best part of 
a twelve-month. 

# ■ # » *• « 

“ Mr, Chairman, my lord, duke, my 
lords, ladies and gentlemen,” said Sir 
Algernon, rising to rospond to the 
toast of his hoalth at a banquet of the 
Onpushers, six months after the ovents 
narrated above, “I must disclaim any 
exceptional merit, such as your 
President would impute to mo, for the 
discovery of our new dramatic genius. 

I am sure that my brother-managers* 
equally with myself, louve no stone 
unturned in the process of prospecting 
for hidden talent. Wo road faithfully 
every manuscript submitted to us; 
and I say, as I have always said,' Let 
tho Cnactod take heart. Lot them 
continue to send in their works to the 
actor-managors of our great thoalres, 
assured that they will.be carefully road 
and conscientiously considered.’ We 
arc always keenly on tho look-out for 
new Pineros, for budding Barries, for 
incipient Sutros -(applause)—and the 
days are gone by—if they ever occurred 
—when manuscripts were suffered to 
lio untouched in managerial cupboards. 
And, if any play, by however obscure 
a writer, possesses but a fraction of the 
merit of that of my young friend Mr. 
Vernon Vaughan, its author may have 
absolute confidence that no manager 
will bo so careless of his duty lo tho 
public, so insensible of his own needs, 
as to ignore or overlook tho promise 
that lurks within it.” (Loud and pro-1 
longed cheers.) 

What to do with our Brooks. 

“ When, after much service, a brook becomes 
shorter oq one side than the other, and the ends 
of the straws as sharp as needles, dip )t in hot 
water, and trim it down quite evenly with the 
shears. ’ '—Ifutil in Emi ing it ait. 

If tho omergenoy evor arises we shall 
remember. 

“Mammoth flags craned their necks over 
d'zzy pampets, while smaller emblems sought 
a precarious foothold on flimsy perches. It was 
a laughing town.” 

Kettering Earning Telegraph. 
Callous Kettering, that could laugh 
so hoartlessly when the smaller em-, 
blems were in such danger. ’ 

“Faulkner remained undefeated up to tho’ 
close, and took out his hat for the top score of 
tho match—122. ... It seemed a bit surpria-; 
ing that Gregory should have put him in first in, 
the second innings, for ho was obviously tired. ? 

Daity Mirror, ' 
Still more surprising that MitoheUj 
didn't put on BahdsIiET and Cobxsek 
to bowl forthe South-Afrioans, - 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE slabs, the bulkier the better; and I do not predict a “ best 

n - _ , r ' . , soiling" success for the stories and sketches of the late 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) Richard Middleton' which hate been published bv Fisheb 

five (Constable) is one of those books that you begin by Unwin under the title, The Ghost Ship, with an excellent 
liking much, and admiring slightly, and end by admiring prefaco by Mr. Arthur Machen. It is not a book that 
enormously—and hating. At least that has been my case, will be borrowed by the many, but it will be bought and 
During tho earlier chapters of Mr. Maarten Maartens’ now preserved by the few. "Richard Middleton," says Mr. 
story, I tohl mysolf that I must really start for Holland Machen, “know that there was a puzzle; in other words, 
noxt week, if only on the off-chance of encountering such that the universe is a mystery; and this consciousness of 
delightful persons as tbo Mclmants, and so charming a his is,the source of tho charm of The Ghost- Ship." That, I 
circle as that in which Ere grew up. Now, whon I have think, is as near as one can get to a satisfactory criticism 
finished the story, the thought of Holland gives me just the of these sketches. Superficially, they are slight; but at 
same shivery distasto as would any place where something the back of them there is something vast, which it is 
vory sad and terrible had happenod to friends whom I knew impossible to put into words. Tho first of tho collection, 
intimately, and loved. I certainly loved tho Melissants, for instance, might bo classed as just an admirable bur- 
father and mother —eallod “ tho children "by their offspring, losque, but for tho something which gives it dignity and 
who adored them with a kind of careless patronage—and all spaciousness. Captain Bartholomew Roberts, who comes in 
the pleasure-loving, pagan household at Sans-Souci. It his private ghost-ship to poaceful Fairfield and saps the 
was from here that Eve went, at nineteen, to marry Rutger morals of the respectablo ghosts which inhabit the place, 
Knoppc, who was nearing forty, and to shave the so-different so that in tho ond they all sail away with him, singing and 
home that he had inherited. You see tho whole looming fiddling on the deck, on some scoundrelly buccaneering 
tragedy afar. It is no now thing—one of the oldest stories in expedition, is one of the great spectres of fiction. Of tho 
the world—but somehowMr. Maarten's has told it with fresh other sketches I liked best those that did not deal with 
poignancy. It is all quite horribly real; beginning with the supernatural. Many authors would have taken three 
the inevitable olash of temperaments, and ending—as you hundred pages to reveal as much of tho soul of an abnormal 
shall read for yourself, hardly, I think, unmoved. Altogether, ohild as Mr. Middleton gives us in twenty. “Tho New 
a strikingly elever novel; certainly not a pleasant one. Of Boy " is a masterpiece. 

its crowd of characters, some of them rather shadowy and --- 

indistinct, none stands out more compellingly in retrospect I have read the " adventures ” of detectives professional 
than the police-dog Sherlock, a figure new to fiotion, almost and amateur,, of thieves male and female, of doctors, finan- 
! humanly sinister, the detectivo incarnate. No, I shall not ciers, and even of the precocious flapper, but The Adventures 
go to Holland, of Miss Gregory (Dent) were something now to me., An 

--—— English spinster, severely coiffed, Btalwart, sister of a 

The fiotion-reading public likes its literature in solid General, “always the lady," and upwards of fiftyyears of 
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age, is tho last persofc'Mf jrapljFexpect to find having 
experiences and getting other people’s crises 

on the Hast African coast orwMttlt Russian interior. 1 


do not suggest that this class, ilfll^exists, is dull or lacks Is a masterpiece in the swindling way. 

initiative; indeed, no man, who numbers among his He builds a Home whore folk may come 

acquaintance ono of theso sweet and competent old bodies, To be cured with his stolen radium, 

would disputo the fitness of things which provided so And fills it with patients of wealth and name 

many curious and dangerous situations for Miss Gregory Whom he himself has contrived to maim, 

to deal with, or would accuse Mr. Perceval Gibbon of The scheme is scotched in the end, of course, 

exaggeration in endowing bor with the energy to seize her By ono of a private detective force- 

sporting opportunities and tho ability and resource to Tlio youngest recruit—who plays his part 

achieve so many successful issues. No; what I mean is In spite of an ultra-tender heart, 

that, when a card-sharper’s suicide, a royal elopement or The tale, thus potted, seems absolute trash, 

a conflict with a slave-dealer is afoot, this is not the sort of But it isn’t so dusty for two bob (Nash). 

dca ex maehind that one looks for in a novel. I congratu- - 

late Mr. Gibbon on having struck a now lino of advonturer. "Whatever Mr. Robert Herrick in tho future cares to 
To maiden ladies of lineage and mature years we can, with- write I propose to read, for he is a novelist on a big scale, 
out grudge or incredulity, allow that unerring judgment The Healer (Macmillan) is a long hook and contains much, 
and infallible power which aro necessary to heroes and American spelling, but its psychology is sound and its 

« • #i « t • _ i __ a. _ __ i: _ 


heroines of such a series of incidents; but we know that I story captivating. The hero (and healer) is a doctor who 
they have one fault, that they lack something, as the author [ has gone into the wilds and establiohed a reputation for 


The Radium Terrors describes in chief 
(A. Dorri’iqton writes it) a radium thief— 

A smart Jap doctor who, I should say, 

Is a masterpiece in the swindling way. 

He builds a Home where folk may come 
To be cured with his stolen radium, 

And fills it with patients of wealth and name 
Whom he himself has contrived to maim. 

The scheme is scotched in the end, of course, 

By ono of a private detective force— 

The youngest recruit—who plays his part 
In spite of an ultra-tender heart. 

The talc, thus potted, Beems absolute trash, 

But it isn’t so dusty for two bob (Nash). 

"Whatever Mr. Robert Herrick in tho future cares to 


in this caso most in¬ 
geniously and subtly 
hints in the last sentence 
of his last chapter. For 
myself, I never want to 
read a more finished, 
studied, yet deliciously 
exciting set of adven- 


My chief difficulty in 
criticising The Chief Con¬ 
stable (Chapman and 
Hall) is, though I’m 
sorry to have to confess 
it, that I found it almost 
impossible to get up any 
real interest in the char¬ 
acters. I didn’t at ali 
mind tho fact that Mr. 



almost magical skill. 
Into this neighbourhood 
a fashionable American 
family comes for a holi¬ 
day, and when the 
daughter moots with an 
accident her life is saved 
by this “ uncouth back¬ 
woodsman.” Healed and 
hoalor fall in love, and 
ho builds a homo for her 
in his beloved wilds. 
There is a haunting 
beauty in the description 
of the early months of 
their married life, but 
antagonism between 
these different natures 


actors. 1 didn't at ali .. • soon begins. Under her 

mind tho fact that Mr. Pioneer . "Gentlemen, I’m ashamed ov top I Onit fopr-and-six i n fl uenco the little hos- 

„ , OFFERED FOR A GENUINE REMBRANDT! It’s AN INSULT TO TUB MEMORY OF A 

ViNCENt Brown had , iREAT artist! Why, we bold one last week for ihiety-fiye ehiilixgs ! ” pitalaesignedfor the poor 

made them, practically —-develops into a fashion- 

every one, os disagreeable us could be; indeed, I rather able sanatorium. He is discovered by plutocrats and 
admired him for this. When, in the early chapters, I was professional invalids, who succeed in making him at once 
introduced to the widowed Mrs. Lumley and found her and rich and wretched. Civilisation irks him, and be loses 
her two despicable sons living on the bounty of old Mr. both what is personal in his healing power and ali 
Broxtvorth, an aged invalid who had taken a Bick man’s love for his wife. The only fault to be found in the 
fancy to Beatrice Lumley, tho daughter, I thought thorn at handling of this remarkable story is that the author 
least human. And when Lewis Lumley, the chief and shows too little sympathy with the wife, for it,must lie 
most unpleasant brother, upbraided Beatrice for not having confessed that her husband was easier to love than to live) 
persuaded her old patron to marry her, and thus ensure with. The book, however, is one to read, for although 
the future of her relatives, I gave him what credit was Mr. Herrick speaks at times with exceeding frankness 
possible. But when, immediately afterwards, old Broxworth he cannot be accused of salacity. He has very definite 
is reported to have died at Hy&res, and Lewis not only opinions and an attractive way of expressing them. 

pretends that the marriage has taken place, but actually - ,.■■■.;■„? .'..fijaiga s 

bullies his sister (surely the poorest-spirited heroine on „ Thoughts Better Wnexpreeeed.' 

record) into not contradicting him, my sympathy with the "Red Rose” in The Manchester Evening Ohronicle 

family suffered a shock from which it never wholly rallied. "Even A. E. Hornby, who-is not often' heard in the role of a 

Naturally what happened was that, though the tale was grumbler, felt that the conditions were more suitable to chasing red 

believed locally for a while, demand for proof on the part TO** « vw Cho * hiw > «“» twitting the ruddy .rascal whose 
Ho Jl „ * ■, ... f twietma turn* and weird ways drive eome batsmen to deeiisir—the meet 

of the remaining Broxwen ths —who were, if possible,'more dnvcofall." ' 

uninviting than the Lundcys —simply orumpled it up. We hope be didn’t say so. ' ' 

Rcairice, however, didn't seem to mind much; and, having ^-. 


now happily got rid of Lewis, she decided to marry 
chief coustable of tho county, who had pervaded the “An Stock-Exchange, tout lcsbowsSen ont entooni le God Stuive the 
story hitherto in a vague manner that hardly justified Xiug." •,. \ 

its being called after him; and frankly I wee glad to see We must protest against this total misrepresentation of opr 

illA laAlfeinf iWann MntiAMnl n a nlwntiAnfl • ' f 


From a French paper ; 

“An Stock-Exchange, tons les boureiers ont ontonnt le Sed Shaw the 


the last of them. 


I national aspirations. 
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unruly daughter. It is doubtful, bow-1 come that evening." The appeal ha? 
ever, whether this would keep out one received the enthusiastic support of 

L 1_ _1. _ ' .3_i. •_•_I_i ti <« . ». rr 


The conclusions arrived at by our who is ah adept in removing locks. burglars all over the metropolis! 
Mediterranean Conference are, it is ea=sss=== 

said, to be Itept a close secret-and, if in the window of a famous optician, 

we send any Dreadnoughts to that sea, notone hundred yards from High A HINT TO AVIATORS, 
they will, in order to avoid the arousing Holborn, may be seen a small telescope My dear Mh. Punch,— I want to 
of susceptibilities, travel incog. which is described as “ focussing at make a little suggestion, which I feel 

V* one yard—useful for Naturalists and sure would popularize cross-country 

The " Kill that Fly ” campaign in Etymologists." This gives one a good flying. It occurred to mo last Saturday 
this country is now said to bo causing idea of the difficulties presented by our during the Aerial Derby, when I and 
grave alarm among the enemy, and English language. my two young daughters needlessly 

cautious flies are going about only in sustained some severe nervous shocks 

couples. $ * After fifteen years’ absence a sea- from being unable to distinguish 

" t serpent, twenty feet long, has re- i between a vol plane and a fall. My 

The importance of stemming the ;appeared iu Lake Minnetonka. The'suggestion is that, if the aviator would 
rush into the towns by making country j creature is supposed to have been ; make a point of waving a green flag for 
life less dull is gradually being appre- j sulking all this time at the bottom of ; a vol plane, and a red one for a fall, wo 

ciatcd. At Dadlington, . - --—--- - should know when to 

hr Leicestershire, an in- I j watch a sublime spec- 

quest was held on the AJJ\ , ^I mML /// taele with wonder,and 

village green the other ( jBjj | ^ admiration, and when to 

At the annual meeting ‘ Jf ' fortunate contingency, 

of the Rhyl Council a cer- 1 gKKBEmKm may I also hint that, if 

tain rulu for the restric-; ,J '$a$, , a megaphone as well as 

tion of bathing was, a red Hag could be in- 

discussed, and it is ! ■/»*>-. 1 ' #f| eluded in the aerial out- 

rumoured ^ hat one; ,JM fit, the aviator could then 

offending regulation as a ^- well, as the mental sus- 

drawn up in favour of j but also wheic the full is 

into the House of Com -1 -- : I feel confident that the 

inons in the place of gas.! '■ , ') 1 dear aviators will not he 

This is clearly part of] ’» , , offended by this little 

a wide scheme for rc- , 1 V i f . t 11 /> suggestion, because I 

dueing tho length of ] ■ -i ( (V t understand, from people 

speeches. ... .., j FACE TO vice WITH XATl.RF , who have met them so- 


J. P 


FACE TO FACE WITH NATURE. 

ErVKCT Ob' A TOO PR01.0N0ED STUDY OK THE CITHOO’s NOTE MON A 
Ob A MOIlEllATKl.Y 8TRONC CONSTITUTION. 


• i » | | .1 j -i - | r.r»j,u ur a luw rjtUMJAbfiu .-mini up mis u cmmis mut 

a Kinu-Jieai tta laay is 0K A muuebatkly strong constitution. 

making an appeal to the 1 ---- 

charitable for motor-bicycles for cab- tho lake because the comic papers 
runners. It 303ms that many of these chaffed it when it last snowed itself, 
now have a difficulty in koeping up * ,* 

with taxi-cabs. ... ’ The Enfield Education Committee 


- should know when to 

j watch a sublime spec¬ 
tacle with wonder , and 
admiration, and when lo 
i look the other way. In 
case of the latter un- 
„ fortunato contingency, 

may I also hint that, if 
<4t ,. a megaphone as well as 

Jy,'?. a red (lag could be in¬ 

cluded in the aerial out¬ 
fit, the aviator could then 
giir -.r. 'protect tho physical as 
gisSSj; well as the mental sus- 

' copf ibilities of the spee- 
gKbv tators, by advising them 

jSgl not only that ho is falling 

but also ivhcic the full t.t 
' ' likely to lake place. 

' I feel confident that the 
dear aviators will not he 
l f offended by this little 

suggestion, because I 
, understand, from people 
, who have met them so¬ 
on \ i-i ,. son cially, that thoy are quite 
charming men in their 

-— ordinary clothes." 

Yours very sincerely, “ Mother.” 

The Pertinacity of Larks. 


" v " has granted an application from the . "As |«iu*o l.y t.hc roadside a small 1.,™,, 

16 8 0nius ® the Into Mr. Wilbur local Territorials to uso school play- a sky-lark. Stoopingdown, we see a little lie." t j 
Weight would appear lo have been grouuds for tho purposes of drill. We with three warm eggs in it. The sight iuspiiits 
hereditary. His father was a sky-pilot, know now where the Battle of Dorking us. Tho same lark ait ,m the same eggs three 
' * * will have been won thousand ycais ago, ami the same lark will lx- 

„„„ __ ’., sitting on the same eggs thivo thousand yeais 

American scientists are puzzled ovet V ... hence.”—.vv. Jomet Ihughu u “ The 

an eight-legged fish that barks like a A man, Thc Expms tells us, while A y ( ao. 
dog and eats ravenously. It was, we shaking Mr. Roosevfxt’s hand in a 

are told, recently caught in a net off New York crowd,had his pocket picked In a recent issue of Punch the remark 
the Lower Californian coast. But is it of £3. Mr. Taft, no doubt, is now that “ while adults should rise from the 
a fish ? May it not really be an eight- advising people to insist on the Colonel table hungry, children should reach a 
leggcd dog that swims like a fish? showing both his hands. sense of repletion before rising” was 

’’•‘.j* wrongly attributed to the Headmaster of 

At Aoton Police Court last week, a The Servants’Tax Resistors’ Defence Rugby. Mr. ranch lias great pleasure 
lady produced a handful of hair alleged Association (phew 1) is holding a meet- in expressing his regret to Dr. David 
to nave been removed from her head ing on the 27th inst.at tho Albert Hall, for having credited him with an ob- 
by her BiBter. The magistrate sug- and appeals to all householders “not sorvation which threatened, if that 

K ted that their mother should lock only to come themselves, but to,arrange were possible, to extend his wide 
door of tho home against the that their servants shall be free to popularity among his boys. * 


VOL. CXI.ll. 
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AT THE “HUNDRED YEARS AGO” BALL. 

r With relied ions on a jmmj'i'uj'h in The lUii/ii I'hrvviti'.ot llie same 
ihte.) i 

Joyful the shock— I even said, “ l’m jiggered ! ”— ’ 
When, in a gown of five-score years ago, 

1 saw her sittiug out, her face transfigured 
By supper's after glow. 

Homo two or three and twenty Springs had vanished 
(Owing to Time's inevitable flight) 

Since her confounded father went and banished 
Me from my soul's delight. 

Her beauty, which reminded mo of Venus, 

Long time Imd held my captive frame in foo 
Till, as I said, her parent came between us, 

Bliouting, “It shall not be! ” 

There was no help for it: we had to sever; 

1 promised, in an ecstasy of pain 
That split my liest infinitive, “ to navel' 

, Darken her path again." 

Save for her sense of filial duty (this is 
In many a lover’s cup the acid drop) 

1 felt 1 might have changed her name to Mrs. 
Carruthers Blenkinsop. 

No ring, 'lis true, had passed, no signed confession, 

Vet 1 surmised, by love's clairvoyant art, 

That I had made a pretty strong impression 
Upon the young thing's heart. 

And now, when happy chance an aliped this meeting, 
That proud remembrance thrilled me through and 
through; 

1 wore a sanguine smile and gavo her greeting: — 

" Well, Maud, and how are you ? " 

It must, have been the tone in which I uttered 
Whal'in itself was not- a subtle phrase ; 

Anyhpw, something stirred tho soul that fluttered 
: .In her long, questioning gare. 

She drew a dcop, deep breath, and then two others; 

Three times in all her bosom hovo ami fell, 

Finally she remarked, “ My dear Carruthers, 

I Impel see you well. 1 ” 

What further questions and what poignant answers 
Might have ensued upon this gamlul-play. 

Had not the band struck up The Brunswick Laticeis, 
I’m not prepared to say. 

But, in that whirl of Wellingtoni.m fashion, 

Though 1 mislaid her, I was not downcast, 

But hugged the proof of Maud's undying passion 
Resurgent from the past. 

•«* "■■■ ■ '> !'■ v- 

There is a prophet in The Ihtihj Chtoniele 
Who through his Office Window scans the sky; 
That night I read him, and the sudden monoelo" 

Fell from my bulging eye. 

His wheeze (I quote*it roughly) ran as follows:— 
“Should memory fail, draw three deep breaths," it 
' said; • 

" Thrice o’er inflate the pulmonary hollows, 

* And this should clear your head!" 0. S. 


THE PROVERB. 

We partook, wisely and welli of the dinner tlmt Mrs. 
Shaw, in collaboration with her cook, had invented for us, 
and, foro-gatherihg in her drawing-room, looked to the 
former to provide us w ith entertainment. 

“One of us," she announced; rising to the occasion, 
“ goes out of the room, and the others think of a proverb.” 

“ As far as going put of the room is concerned,” said I, 
"I am one of theithors." 

“ And as far as thinking of a proverb is concerned," said 
Henry, “I am not.”, Bo llenry had to go out of the room 
and J started thinking. 

To those who from poverty of circumstance or over¬ 
work have not had the opportunity of doing much pro- 
verhing, 1 should ‘perhaps explain tho theory of the 
spoil. 

You think of a proverb, but you do not, as iu oilier 
games, double it. Instead, you distribute the proverb, 
word by word, among such ot you us remain in tho rooifi, 
and then arrange yourselves in a semi-circle, leaving an 
empty chair iu the middle. Thus, in our instance, Henry’s 
sister was to take the first word,‘Mrs. Bliaw the socond, 
the Vicar the third, Miss Smithson the fourth, 1 the fifth, 
and, to cut the matter short, so oil. It was for Henry to 
ask each of us a question, for eacli of .us in our answer 
to introduce our particular word, and . for Henry then to 
deduce the proverb. Complex? Maybe; but we English 
are an intellectual people. 

"For the more astute," explained Mrs. Slmw, in tho 
absence of Henry, “one should select a proverb with no 
significant word in it, such as 117iere there’s a Kill there’s 
it Kity." 

“ Give me the a," said T, “ and T guarantee to introduce 
ii into my answer in such a manner as to baffle the keenost 
observer.” 

“For the less competent and more bashful it is only 
fair to choose a proverb with a conspicuous word iu it." 

“ Xem • trouble trouble HU trouble tioublcs you is about 
Henry's mark,” said his sister; hut we thought of a 
hotter one than that. 

“Come in!” we cried, and Henry came in. (Ho was, 
he has since told me, glad to do so. The hall was 
draughty, and the only other people about it were servants 
clearing away. They regarded him as if he were playing 
a game by himself, and ho did not feel at'all proud about it.) 

“Ask in all questions, starling with me," said Henry’s 
sister, briskly, Bbe appeared to lui\o no confidence in his 
social ability. 

" Why ?” Said Henry. 

“Do as you are told, and ask me a question." Bisters 
aie like that, but brothers know how to deal with them. 

“Why?” said Henry. 

His sister gave in and searched for an answer which 
should contain her allotted word. "The best people do 
as they are told, without asking why." 

Henry did not maintain his brilliant start. IIo stared 
gloomily at Mrs. Slmw, and Mrs. Shaw stared encourag¬ 
ingly back. “Upon my word," ho declared at last, “it 
is extraordinarily difficult to think of a question, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Who am I that 1 should say ?" answered Mrs. Shaw 
quickly, being an expert. • 

Henry turned upon tho Vicar and put his next question. 
“What is the proverb?” ho asked, simply. Tho Vicar's 
idea was very goodAs I live I don't.rigntly know.’’ But 
the execution was poor, for this was how he said it; 
“ Let me see . . . Lire . . . Yes . . . or . . . As I live 
I don’t rightly know." Henry, being something of a sleuth, 
caught hold of the live and thought a while. 
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"People who live . . .” ho murmured, looking at Miss 
Smithson. “ How am I getting on ? " 

Slio triod to deceive him. 

“ Not so badly for a beginner. Well begun is half done, 
hut there's many a slip ’twixt the eup and the lip, and it 
is a long lane that has no turning." Ilenry, howovor, was 
not to be put off by all these uounter-attractions, and stuck 
to the in in beginner. 

“ What are glasses made of?” he asked mo. 

11 Glass," said I. It was no good trying to put him off a 
word like mine. Better give it him and have done with it. 

Ilenry was now quite confident of having got tho laugh 
over us. “ What’s your word he asked the next man. 

‘‘Houses," said ho, being rather more of an Auction- 
Bridgite than a Proverber. 

“ People who live in glass houses . . said Henry to Mr. 
Shaw. " Need I go on with these questions ? ” 

“ If I were you I shouldn’t,” said Mr. Shaw. " Mine is 
the last word of the proverb and I have spoken it.” 

Henry was inclined to argue about it. “ No," we told 
him, quite firmly and (definitely, “our provorb has nothing 
about throwing stones in it." 

We played other games ufter that, but Henry’s attention 
Was always elsewhere. At parting he went on his knees 
to us and begged to be told what our provorb was, 
promising not to argue any more. 

""I oouid have sworn,” he said, "that it was People who 
live in glass houses shouldn't . . .” 

“So it was," we interrupted in chorus; “and a very 
sound proverb too." 


RIIYMB—AND REASON. 

In summer evenings, when tho light grows dim 
Upon the verge of darkness, Algernon 

Shakspcaro Souvigny—I am ho (or him) — 

Dreams of a damsel fair to look upon. 

Healthy and wealthy (vastly so) and wise, 

And preferably with the prefix lion. 

In dreams he marks tho rapture in her eyes 
When first she sees him; love is in that glance, 

Thoso parted Ups, that smile of glad surprise. 

Love, too, inspires her tentative advance 
(lie always was pathetically shy); 

And later, when the flower of their Romance 

Has como to fruit, in dreams'ho sees them fly 
By motor (hors); beholds them safely wed. 

Her fortune still intact, and he thereby 

Rescued from soulless toil, and filled instead 
With joie de vine and other cheerful things. 

Such dreams his brain engenders, when the red 

Of sunset dies, and Night's wide sable wings 
Cover tho earth . . . Finis 1 The End! Tho Close! 

lt’or nothing happens; and his visiouings 

Fade like tho fleeting perfume of the rose. . . . 
(Private: Dear Punch, I wish you ’d publish this; 

It might hare some effect; ono nover knows.) 
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TUC nAQr rADnPM "My pmk-faoed boy," she murmured. For one moment the Aitohbishop was 

IMt MUo An . ^ «• He was flying yesterday." ■ a little overcome by the'soent of the 

(After the Author of “ The Rosary") Another moment und she laid the roses in which the church was ankle- 
i. paper down and was speeding toward deep, but lie recovered himself. When, 

Tun butler placod the solid gold tea- tho great Elizabethan mansion which* Jane, on the Duke’s arm, floated grace- 
pot on tho tray before Jane, and, bowing had been her home from childhood, fully down the aisle the eyes of the 
gracefully, retired. Her dainty feet patterod over the pink-faced hoy met her and kissed her 

Jane glanced atihe Boy us bo lounged costly mosaic pavoment of the hall. A across tho church. With a beautiful 
in tho satin-covered deck-chair. The marquis held out a detaining hand, but, smile on hor face she listened to the 
harmony of his pink socks and his ovading him, she vanished to her suite solemn service, and with calm con- 

purple silk blazer did not blind her to of rooms. fidence signed " I will ” with lmr 

the ardent glow of li is eyes. ... An hour later sho reappeared. A fingers. ' 

“Don’t,” she said. " scarf of priceless Brussels gagged her A thrill of emotion passed through 

“Don’t what?" asked the Boy, show- dainty mouth. Padding of Lyons silk the church. Even the baronets and 
ing his pearly teeth. stopped hor exquisite ears. knights, who, to provent inconvenient 

“ You know.” “Jane,” cried tho Duchess, “ what is crowding, had been kept in tho church- 

The Boy stretc.fied <jut his hand the meaning of this?" yard, participated in it. The Duchess 

for the fragile porcelain cup — worth Jane made a sign to the butler, kissod her tenderly and then, on the 

moro than its woiglit in platinum. With the intuition of a faithful family arm of her husband, sho walked down 

"Every time I look at your beautiful servant ho produced a gold-mouutcd the aisle, She had ohosen poverty, 

hand lifting the solid gold teapot 1 writing tablet and a pencil of green jade, affliction and tho pink-faccd boy, anil 


kiss it with my eyes.” 

" I knew,” she whis¬ 
pered. “ Boy, 1 am forty - 
nino.” 

“Girl, dear girl, F am 
twenty-one, but 1 love 
you.” 

' “ Little pink-faced boy, 
I am here to chaperon 
my niece. Sho is your 
age, sho is beautiful, she 
has a hundred thousand 
a year. Marry her, pink- 
faced boy.” 

" What is money ? Jane, 
share my poverty with 
me. I have but fifty 
thousand a year. It muy 
be a generation before 
I succeed to tho peerage. 
I hide nothing from you. 
Sweetest girl-” 



Tho Duchess stared at the message [ sho was radiantly happy, 

--— ----- - - --- {' Wo 'vo got her off all 

. - f) * right," said the butler 

- - Jil : \\ ^ v patronisingly to Viscount 

pKfM ' ^;»l%, a poor relation 

ftttif.Wyb of the family. "And now 
ttvRiiyfi i£ only wo can keep her 
a A r h from singing at the wed- 

M aA. I i vl ding-breakfast all will bo 

frulJ mW&tl m wen.- 




ms 


mm 


pmrtvz — 

era i u li l 

fi.Ltl.L.lL'1 l 
luiu UtL \ 
/.HLLI ILU U 
f tl LlU I .1 *1 

f.U.t.1 -UluiW 
/iCLlLU , M . 




m V&U Ift A& Wfct 


A MKJll NKEDHI) ltKVIVAh. 

A 1’ii.d l’n-Kii to necov the snails kuom a Caudes Ciiv. 


Militarism in Maryle- 
bone. 

“ Those in civilian dress must 
wear medals outside the coal. 
No sticks or umbrellas may be 
worn by those entitled to wear 
them.”— JtmjiiiMilul Onlers of 
the Ht. Manjhbone Buttulkm, 
Xutiviwl Jlenerccs .— 11 Il'ott Ion- 
JonOavUe." 

Although entitled to wear 
both sticks and umbrellas, 


She rose from the ebony garden-chair l Jane wrote. “ My little pink-faced boy we shall continuo to do so. 

embossed with pearls. j has fallen from his aeroplane and has - 

“ Pink-faeed boy, go." j been picked up deaf and dumb. I loo Horrors from Hendon. 

Her gesture was so commanding that must bo deaf and dumb to Ire en rapimt “ L':ckv Dim;.—A terrier dog, it is stated, 
v„ -k ° kin, " was run over m Colin Deep Lane on Monday 

... . , ■, ,, 1 . . . . afternoon, but only slightly injured. 

As his slim, graceful form vanished Gracious goodness! exclatmod the CuMB1!<(i , St , lk .. A Wood Green lady was 
through the pergola a blackbird fluted Duchess. getting bvei . lll0 stiIo at t ] ie top ol'Greyhound 

in tho myrtle-tree. Another moment "It’ll stop her from singing, any- Trill, when she foil and hurt her ankle. Her 
and Jane's full sweet voice arose in all 1 how, your Grace,” said the butler, who, husband .was with her and medical aid was 
its mature sweetness. Thobirds hushedl with the licence permitted to an old declined. — Heivlu, i Ad art no-. 
in their nests. She sang “Tho Rosary.” rctainor, had glanced over the Duchess’s sudden Sundavs in South Africa 
» At it again,” murmured the butler shoulder. " Recently Mr. S-- was removed to ‘the 

from behind the sweet-briar hedge. Albany General Hospital, and an operation 

“Little pink-faeed boy,” she said in being urgent this was undertaken successfully, 
”• tho deaf-and-dumb alphabet, “if you from wheucolie proceeded to make satisfactory 

Jane carolled in the rose-garden till I want me I am yours." progress 

the Duchess, who was removing with-1 “Jane, he signed, “darling girl. fiU ddeuIy.”-W^ 

_I 1 1 ll _ * * J * . f ' T - . T . 1Y1 *1.1 r ... — 


Jane carolled in the rose-garden till I want me I am yours." 
the Duchess, who was removing with-1 “Jane,” he signed, “darling girl, 
ered loaves with an exquisite pair of j I am poor; I am afflicted, I cannot 
gold scissors, raised her eyebrows in j accept yonr sacrifice.” 
silent protest. Tho butler came forward! “ Pink-faeed boy,” hor quiek fingers 
with the Country-House Edition of Thu j spoke, “ I too am deaf and dumb.” 
Daily Mail (printed on white satin) He leapt to his feet and clasped her 


upon a heavy golden salver. He pre- to him. 
seated it pointedly to Jane. She sank * 
on to a mossy bank and with eager Hwa 
lingers opened the paper. village church 


“ The Rev. Richard William Geld art, 
of Newlield, Clifton, Ibis tot, 
curate of Elmoro and Longney, 
Gloucestershire, 1802-8 (net per¬ 
sonality £16,769).ffi...fll...m...i 


He leapt to his feet and clasped her eonality £16,769).fli...11i...lH... £16,889.” 

him. , Birmingham Daily Post. 

* if The exclamations are supposed to have 

It was a simple wedding in the little been interpolated by a devout Noncon- 
llage church. formist admirer of Mr. Lloyd Georuh. 







THE “TUBE” EXIT FOR UNSUCCESSFUL BATSMEN. 

(A) ABASHED BARMAN (HOWLED top. a BL'Ill) DMAPPEAIUMU THIIOUGII STAB TKAP (B), Ol'EKATED AT I.BVI’.R (C;, BY SYMPATHETIC 
WICKET-KEEPER (D). 

(K) The same batsman pursuing ms invisibly, way along underground passage to stairua-e (V) lkadino to 

INTERIOR OF PAVILION (G), Tilt's AVOIDING THE STONY SI ABBS OF CONTEMPTUOUS SPECTATORS (11), 


CANDIDATES FOE 
THE CARNEGIE HERO FUND. 

The papers recently contained an 
account of the distressing accident 
which bofoll the Duko of Orleans 
while playing golf on tho Evesham 
Club links. “Ho was taking a big 
spring," so we read in The Tall Mall 
Gazelle, “and slipped, falling hoavily 
on his right; hand. Yet, in spite of 
having sustained a fracture of tho 
motacarpal bone and wrenched the 
muscles of his forearm, lie was playing 
golf at Cleevo Hill next day, using his 
left hand only." 

It is a groat satisfaction to us in 
these democratic days to know that the 
fortitudo displayed by the Duke is not 
an isolated example of heroism in 
excchis, but, as tho following para¬ 
graphs show, can bo paralleled by a 
number of similarly exhilarating in¬ 
stances. 

Thus Lord Qosslyn, while recently 
engaged in throwing stones at an 
.empty ginger-boer bottle on the sands 
at CSaoton-on-Soa, slipped on a piece 
of seaweed, and fell into the sea, whioh 
at that point was several inches deep, 
and was stung on the right wrist by 
a jolly-flsh. In spite of his injury 
Lord Qosslyn was seen next day on 


his way to tho railway station carry¬ 
ing his umbrella in his left hand. 

Sir Halford Rond, the -famous 
financier, met with a painful accident 
the other day while lunching at tho 
FiU Hotol. Having takon a mouthful 
of caviare, lie began to tell an ex¬ 
tremely humorous anecdote before tho 
process of deglutition was complete, 
and was seizoil with a painful choking 
fit which caused consternation amongst 
tho waitors. Fortunately Sir Austin 
Tabb-Lloyd, the famous throat special¬ 
ist, happened to bo lunching at an ad¬ 
joining table and, rushing to the 
assistance of the distressed plutocrat, 
was able to give hint spoedy relief. 
Sir Halford Rond, who is a man of iron 
constitution, returned homo in a taxi, 
and was so far recovered that at live 
o'clock tea he was ablo to partako freely 
of his favourite crab and Devonshire 
cream sandwiches and embark upon 
another story. 

A regrettable accident befell Mr. Bax 
Remington, the famous novelist, while 
he was dressing for dinner last Friday 
night. As ho was struggling with a 
refractory collar-stud Mr. Remington 
lost his balance and fell, striking his left 
elbow against a radium-mounted boot- 
jaok. The bruise caused by the blow 
was very painful, but in spite of the dis¬ 


comfort caused thereby Mr. Remington 
dictated his usual 4,000 words the next 
morniDg to his amanuensis, Mr. 
Widgery Roblelt. 

Last Saturday the Duchess of Dar¬ 
lington, while entertaining a number of 
distinguished guests at tea, was trying 
to blow out the lamp beneath a tea¬ 
kettle with a gold tube. Unfortunately 
the Duchess, who, like all members of 
her family, is endowed with a superb 
pulmonary equipment, directed so 
powerful a current of air on the lamp 
as to upset it, with the result that the 
flaming spirit was spilt on to a plate of 
almost priceless muffins, which were 
entirely destroyed by tho de,-curing 
element. Soveral footmen wcic soon on 
the scene, and tho flames were quickly 
extinguished, but tho Duchess’s com¬ 
plexion was seriously disturbed. Yet 
only threo hours later she was seen at 
her box at tho opera looking as scrcno 
and beautiful as if nothing had 
happened and with a complexion us 
good as new. 

Soldier and Sailor Too. 

Sir Lute's portrait is a full-length of His 
Majesty in his State roV.es of ermine and velvet, 
oi*i[ to display his military uniform." 

Jku'!ii Chivuiflr. 

“The King is represented in admiral’s 
uniform."— lMii'a thtif. 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 

Pamela was in her applo-green frock 
in -her red liaunnock in her father’s 
orchard. Thus 1 came upon her on 
that eventful day. > 

Pamela, 1 should mention, is my 
betrothed. 1 camjot say that tire en¬ 
gagement gives mo entire satisfaction, 
but why should I depress the reader 
at the outset by any sort of gloomy 
forebodings. No doubt the girl means 
well. 

In order to surprise and delight her 
after the manner of lovers, I approached 
on tip-toe, and up to the last moment 
sho hail no inkling of "my advent; then, 
like a startled kitten, sho sprang up 
into the air and gave a scream that 
echoed through the orchard. 

“ You,” she gasped, “ James,” and, 
falling into my arms, she buried her 
face against my shoulder. 

“ What is it? " I said. 

“ I can’t tell you ; it’s too awful.” - 

Tho words came to me muffled In 
tho summer-suiting. 

"Tho more awful it is,” 1 assured 
her, “ tho better 1 shall like it. I love 
to be filled with awe.” 

She raised her head and surveyed mo 
with round oyes, 

“ James, a man has been here . . . 
ail tho afternoon making . . . love 
. . . tome.” 

A hot flame of jealousy swept through 
my veins from top to too. 

“ Ha 1 ” I exclaimed, " whore is the 
double-faced serpent in the tree-tops? 
I will shoot him liko a dog.” (I can¬ 
not say that I know exactly how to 
shoot like a dog, but doubtless there is 
some method.) 

Pamela clasped her hands to her fair 
throat. 

"Do not shoot him," she cried. 
"You will lie hung.” 

" Hanged.” 

“ Hanged! Ob, Janies, I cannot lose 
you." 

“Then he shall ho horse-whipped. 
The hound shall not escape my wrath.” 

Pamela gave a cry of ecstasy'. 

"Oh, yes, yes,” she cried. "(Jo 
now; you will find him at his house.” 

I stamped twice. 

“Tell mo the villain's name." 

“ llis namo is Benio — Bertie 
l'ulyard.” 

“ What . . . Bertie? Not that . . . 
that enormous chap ? ’’ 

“ Yes, that's the man.” 

"Oh, no, I think not.” 

" What do you mean, 1 you think 
not ’ ? I know it was Bertie.” 

"I doubt it," I said, "I doubt it 
very much. W’e must not jump to the 
conclusion that it was Bertie.” 

JJamela became frantic. 


Silly! When the man’s been here 
making love to me, I must know 
whether it’s Bertie or not." 

" It might have been some other 
fellow made up as Bertie,” I suggested. 
" He might have some odd idea that 
it would improve his chances." 

Pamela fiung herself into the 
hammock. 

" We should all bo "sorry," I said, 
"if, after I’d gone and hurt the poor 
old tiling, we found it was somebody 
elso.” 

To tell the truth I was rather 
disinclined to move in the matter. I 
had had no previous experience either 
in horse whipping or shooting like a 
dog, and I did not feel that Bertie 
was a suitable subject for a first experi¬ 
ment. Later on, perhaps, yes. 

" And besides,” I said, “ I’ve got no 
horse-whip. What a pity, isn’t it ? ” 

Pamela turned in the hammock. 

" You could buy one,” sho said. 

" I had thought of that,” I said, 
“ but it is no easy matter. There arc 
all kinds of complications. I believe 
you have to have a licence signed by a 
magistrate.” 

Pamela climbed out on to her feet. 

"James,” sho said, “are you brave 
- or not?” 

“ Of course T am," I said. “ I’m us 
brave as seven lions.” 

I walked and walked until I came to 
a cab-stand, where 1 found one cab. 

" Want a keb, Sir ? ” 

"No,” 1 said, “T do not. What 1 
want is a whip. I am a bull in w hips.” 

1 always talk business in this sort of 
smart clever way. But the man was 
dense, and it was a long time before 
his brain began to grasp the proposi¬ 
tion. Wlien he at last saw clearly he 
became suspicious, scouting, no doubt, 
some sinister design. 

" Woffor ? ” 

" For purposes of my own. Possibly 
to go lishing. It might bo as a pipe 
cleaner, hut that is unlikely. What 
you’ve got to tell me is your price.” 

He took the whip out of its stand 
and regarded it in solemn thought. 

“For this ’ere whip, guvnor,” he 
said at last, “ I’ll take two quid." 

“ Done.” 

1 doubt if ever a bargain was closed, 
even by an American financier, with 
more aplomb. 

The cabman suggested that wo should 
go across tho road and drink each 
other’s health, but I told him that I 
had placed myself under a solemn oath 
neither to eat nor drink until a certain 
deed was accomplished, whereupon it 
was agreed that he should go across 
and drink them both while I kept an 
eye on his horse. 


It seemed to me t’hat a little practice 
would not be out of place. The horse 
would doubtless make some sort of pro¬ 
test, but, os its hind legs were more or 
dess tied to the cab, and its fangs buried 
in its nose-bag, I had no great anxiety 
on that score. So I patted its neck 
first to show that wo were friends, and 
then took aim and gave it a considerable 
whack. 

It knew at once when it had had 
enough. Tossing its head wildly, it 
galloped off with the cab rattling be¬ 
hind it, and almost immediately disap¬ 
peared out of sight and out of this story. 

After that, I looked about for other 
useful objects, but, with tho exception 
of lamp-posts, I could find nothing at 
all resembling the shape or form of 
Bertie. If he had only been a shoi\ 
fat man the pillar-box would have been' 
an admirable model. 

By tho time Breached all that ines- 
snago called " Pine Cot,” the property 
of Bertie's people, I lnid got uiy eye in 
and was ready for the fray. 

1 rang the boll violently. 

The maid trembled before mo. 

" Where is Mr. Bertie?” I asked. 

“ In the drawing-room, Sir.” 

I heard the distant clatter of china 
and conversation. Bertie would be 
handing round the tea-cups. 

f could iiot go in and beat him before 
j his mother and the, lady visitors. In 
tho society in which 1 move such a 
proceeding would have been condemned. 

The proper course was the course 
I took. Placing the weapon in the 
umbrella-stand 1 went into tho draw¬ 
ing-room, and, with a smile over a 
boiling heart, handed round cakes. 

After tea we went to smoko in the 
billiard-room. 

Wo played a game of billiards and 
I beat him. Then we played a game 
of croquet and I beat him. Then we 
played a game of billiards with tho 
croquet halls and I beat him. Then we 
played ji game of croquet with the 
billiard-balls and 1 beat him. 

Then, of course, 1 wont home. 

You can't remember everything. 

Bertie followod mo down the drive 
with the absurd whip. 

" Your umbrella, I think,” he said. 
"Is it good at keeping the rain off? 
I doubt it." 

I did not say very much at tho time, 
but I had only got a few stops outside 
the gate when I thought of an excellent 
joke about rain and reins and tore back, 
but he had disappeared into the house. 

•Jfr ir w # 

Pamela may say what she likes, but 
there is no doubt in my mind that, 
taking into consideration all the cir¬ 
cumstances, Honour was well and 
truly satisfied. 
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THE FRAUD OF THE LABEL 
AGAIN. 

He was in the opposite corner to me 
and for a while he read his paper. 
Then he looked out of the window, and 
then he began a furtive examination 
of myself and my belongings, in that 
offensive way which one’s fellow 
passengers so often and so irritatingly 
employ. At last, after many false 
starts, ho spoke to me. 

“ You rarely travel abroad ? ” he said 
inquiringly. 

“Very rarely,” I replied. "But 
what makes you think so ? ” 

“ Your bag," he said. “ It has no 
foreign labels on it.” 

I perhaps showed surprise at his 
acumen, for ho continued, very know¬ 
ingly, in a half-whisper, leaning towards 
me, “But the converse isn’t always 
true, you know.” * 

“ What do you mean ? ” 1 asked. 

II Why, it doesn't necessarily follow j 
that because a bag is covered witli ■ 
foreign labels its owner has travelled 
abroad. For instance,” ho added, 
with a cunning look, drawing from his 
pocket an envelope, “ J could furnish 
you with a complete Swiss and Italian 
route in two minutes if you’d allow 
me;” aud bo spread before me a scrios 
of liotol labels ranging from Lucerne 
to Borne. 

“ So you mean that you deal in thoso 
things?” 1 asked in astonishment. 

" 1 do indeed,” he said. “ My busi¬ 
ness is to turn the untravolled into 
travellers. There are lots of gentlemen 
who spend their holidays very quietly 
at home, after giving it out that they 
are going, say, to Nuremberg, Well, 
for half-n-crown T provido them witli 
a good Nurcmlierg hotel label, and 
no ono is the wiser — unless, of 
course, they are cross-examined too 
severely by ono who knows that city. 
Young couples in tho suburbs too are 
good customers of mine. There, is a lot 
of rivalry in the suburbs about holidays, 
you may have noticed. Everyone 
wants to appear a little more expensive 
and venturesome than every ono else; 
but they haven't really got the money 
for it, poor things, so they come to me, 
and I plaster circumstantial evidonce of 
Innsbruck or Inlorlaken or Venice or 
Bergen all over their trunks; and they 
return from Rustington, or Hytlio, or 
wherever it is, certain of a successful 
winter. They work entirely for their 
'neighbours, do the young couples; but 
there are lots of gontlemen who work 
merely for fellow-passongers in railway 
carriages and on platforms. It's them 
they want to impress. Human nature's 
very rum. It is through observing it 
that I came to take up this business. 



MORE TRANSPORT TROUBLES. 


('i„ul«rht<\ "Yuc'l.r. 11.UK TO l'AY MU: THAT C'HII.P, MOI." | 

Furr. Indued, I won't, ydimi man! I never ’avi; vet, and I ain't a-cois' to !' 

KM !IN NOW.” I 


“Then there's another customer, 
who really does travel, but not in the 
style that he wants people to lielieve. 
In reality, whon, for example, ho stays 
at Lucerne, he puts up at some little 
cheap place without a name; but he 
gets from me a Schweixerhof label and 
sticks that on in tho train. You see ?” 

I asked him how much ho charged. 

“ Well,” he said, " priees vary. In 
August, Scotch hotel labels are dearer 
than in July, of course, especially in 
the neighbourhood of the best moors. 
A Swiss set of eight I can do for a pound 
—half-a-crown apiece. The Italian sot 
is dearer, and so on. When it eomes to 
Russia and Greooe, dearer still. India 
works out at about luilf-a-sovereign a 
label; but the big game districts of 
Africa are really costly—ten pounds a 
label sometimes. There’s not much 
demand for American labels, but 


Japans are a steady market. I've got a . 
Japaneso set hero for a gentleman who ; 
pretends lie's there now—a dramatic j 
critic, I Ixjlieve he is—but lie's really ' 
hiding in Hertfordshire all tho time. • 
He's due hack soon, and he wants the ’ 
labels to look well-seasoned, and so i 
wo 're sticking them on to-day. Such j 
a nice gentleman." 

“ But surely your clients must get 
caught out now and then ? ” I said. • 

“ Not if they 're careful,” ho replied. 

“ You see, 1 ’m always at baud to help 
them. 1 deal in picture-postcards of 
foveigu parts as well as labels, and 
then there's guide-books, you know. 
No, if they got caught out it's their 
own fault.” 

The train pulling up at Kingjs 
Langley, he carefully collected his 
stock of labels, bade me good-day, and 
got out. * 
























PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Junh 12,1912. 



J'iinl Tno/ier Jmfrrinl Yeoumary (tli.n'uisiiiij n ucir oflii'er). “Swkaiis a bit, don’ 1 'j:, WiMBllMEs V 
Xccomi Troojtr. ‘-’K’s a mastksmece, ’e is; Jisr ovens 'is moiui and lets it say wot it bikes.” 


A FEW WORDS WITH A CRUSTACEAN. 


Lohstek, lo! ’tis a rantlom notion, 

But somehow I feel distressed for theo 
Darkling tiiere in the depths of occau, 

Innocent, fancy-free, 

All unconscious of doom ahead, 

Days when thy cheek shall blush as red 
As the check of a girl when her heart hath said, 
Suddenly stirred with a sweet commotion, 

“ Cecil is soft on me.” 

All unconscious of him that caters 
Far inland for a ruthless craze, 

Ready to rip thy pincered gaiters 
Ofl in the latter days; 

All unconscious, without a tear 

For the night that shall see thee stark and drear 

Stretched thy length on a lettuce-bier, 

For the glittering' lamps and tho foreign waiters, 

For tho frocks and tho mayonnabo. 

Yes. Or it may bo up the river, 

Long ere Tamosis tastes tho brine, 

Out on a punt whore the rushes quiver 
And the green boughs intertwine, 

Far, 0 far, from the trident strong 
Of the great sea-god, thou must feel the prong 
Of the Naiad's fork, and thy tentacles long 
Are stretched in vain, and the girl (forgivo her!) 
Laughs at those claws of thine. 


Such the deaths of tho old Atreidae; 

Such tho horrible typo of doom 
That fell upon ltys; so untidy 
l’orished that minslrol whom, 
Bacchanal-mad for the lovo of him, 
Women of Thrace tore limb from limb; 
So full oft for a woman’s whim 
(For a fair young girl, or a porfect lydy) 
Thou perishest—but thy bloom, 


That was not there in the salty billows, 

There where tho dreadful snakes are coiled, 
Bursts to life on thy salad pillows 
Because thou hast just boon boiled. 

If ever in wandering off tho shore 
Docds thou hast done not well before, 

By the rosy flamothat hath flushed thee o’er 
Now art thou shrived of thy peccadilloes, 

Now is thy soul assoiled. 

That is a comforting thought, 0 lobster; 

Ay, and there’s moreif it comes to woes, 
Perhaps 1 lmd better have made the throb stir 
In my pitiful heart for those 
That (not like thee) unavenged die; 

■ Glazed and dull is thy beady eye, 

But still I can see in it something rfy. 

For Clara eats, but in turn thou rob'st her 
Of half of hor night's repose. Evos. 







PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— June 12, 1912. 



Mr. AsQriTH. "COME ON, TAGALIE! WE'LL GET THERE BY CHRISTMAS.’ 
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OIK I.OHI) IUI.DANK IX I.KHMAXY. 

[‘•I am credibly in funned lie went, with a friend wlm by the cut of Iti-. l.eoi'l \vj^ iilnili'inl in i.i'imriny .it beiii" either the I’JMMK 
Mimmkji ur inytelf,”— nit Kdc'unl Urey iullv J{"i'S‘ <y 


Tuesday, June /. -Curious how 
through successive Parliaments, elected 
under whatsoever circumstances, how¬ 
soever affecting the fortunes of Party, 
there is always a little group of Mem¬ 
bers who constitute themselves a sort- 
of conduit pipe between disaffected 
natives of India and the House of 
Commons. Differing in name and 
personal environment, they aro singu¬ 
larly alike. Well-meaning but not 
wise; voluble rather lhau convincing. 
No harm done in this couutry beyond 
certain waste of time. Unfortunately 
case different in India. Section of 
native press which sets itself con¬ 
tinuously to blow embers of unrest 
takes care that this class of question is 
reproduced in its columns, where it 
looms large and serves purpose of in¬ 
flaming wrath, occasionally leading to 
’lamentable outbreak of crime. 

When Don’t Kkir IIardie returned 
from visit to storied Ind, bringing with 
him the reach-me-down suit of once 
spotless linen, he made himself mouth¬ 
piece of this group. Other interests 
nearer home, therefore more valuable for 


advertisement purposes, later claimed 
his attention, and MacCallum Scott 
stepped into llio breach. 

Up this afternoon to soi/.c earliest op¬ 
portunity of puttinglittlo conundrum to 
Undbr-Skckktaky for India. Wants 
to know “how many out of the total 
number of members of the district 
board, talug boards, municipalities,and 
union panchaits, in tho districts of 
tianjam, were Uriyas [no allusion to 
Hcep] and how many wore Telegus, in 
the years 1903, 1909, and the present 
year?” What may lurk under this 
inquiry no one, except perhaps the guilty 
UnDK it-Sm 'KRTary , knows. Be sure it 
implies grave chargo of maladministra¬ 
tion on part of Government of India. 

Whilst MacCallum Scott centres 
his concern upon India the Mad 
Hatter, after Ids pleasing fashion, 
surveys mankind from China to Peru. 
Tho world is his oyster, and day 
after day through tho Session lio opens 
it with the knife of interrogation. 
Coming back refreshed by holiday, 
he delights Houso with increased re¬ 
semblance to his immortal prototype. 


Moie especially when viewed iu prolilo 
one feels sure he must have sat to 
Tenniel when he sketched the most 
familiar of his fancy portraits. In Ids 
inconsequential curiosity, in the con¬ 
fidence of his assurance when laying 
down propositions, and in his liabit of 
suddenly popping up and taking tho 
lead in conversation when no ono is 
thinking about him, lie tends to roll 
Lewis Carroll of the originality 
hitherto conceded to the creation of 
one of Alice’s most attractive com¬ 
panions in Wonderland. Hero in flesh 
and blood is the man we were brought 
up to bclicvo was the joint fantasy of 
author and artist. 

To-day there are twenty-eight ques¬ 
tions on the paper. Of these, seven, ex¬ 
actly ono-fourth of the whole, stand iu 
the name of tho Mad Hatter. After 
passing reference to Miss ChiustaueIi 
Pankhuhht and Enrico Malatesta, 
by way of showing that elephants 
are not singular in the capacity of 
picking up pins and uprooting oaks 
with equal accuracy and ease, he 
passed on to consider the war between 
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Turkey and Italy; the condition' o! 
British Naval power in the Mediterra¬ 
nean; the attitude of the Russian 
Government in connection with Miss 
Malecka; and Napoleon B, Haldane's 
holiday descent upon Germany. 

In connection with this last subject 
he came a cropper that would have shut 
up some men for at least an hour. 
Inquired " whether Foreign Secretary 
oould make any statement regarding 
the recent visit of Viscount Haldane 
to Bedim" 

“ Sorry I cannot,” Edward Grey 
blandly responded, "since Viscount 
Haldane has not recently been to 
Berlin." t 

Apart from this slip the Mad 
Hatter’s questions are models of 
simplicity and directnoss. For more 
than a week eyes of Europo have boon 
fixed upon Prime Minister and First 
Bonn op Admiralty in council with 
Kitchener at Malta. What their 
business might be and what direction it 
took are matters of persistent surmiso. 
Essential to success that proceedings 
should lie confidential. Secret well 
,kopt. Not a whisper of authentic 
information is floating about. 

This tho Mad Hatter’s opportunity. 
Rises and, with artlessness that could 
not bo exceeded if he were asking some¬ 
one on Treasury Bench to tell him “ the 
right time," ho enquires “whether the 
First Tx>rd of the Admiralty can 
state what measures are intended to 
strengthen our naval power in tho 
Mediterranean?” 

Fact that First Lord op Admiralty 
is himself on tho Mediterranean, some¬ 
what boyond earshot, makes no differ¬ 
ence. The Mad Hatter puts his ques¬ 
tion, gets his snub, and imperturbably 
proceeds to ask Foreign Secretary 
“ whether he is in a position to state 
the result of recent negotiations aimed 
at bringing to an end the war between 
Tirkoy and Italy.” 

Business done. —House resumed after 
Whitsun roccss. .Small attendance, 
with customary result that batches of 
votes were got in Committee of Supply. 
On motion for adjournment Straubs 
roso to call attention to disbandment 
of Paddington Rifles. 

“Paddington," said tho strenuous 
Strauss, "is in a state of boiling 
indignation, and it is my duty to my 
constituents to voice that indigna¬ 
tion." 

“ Mr. Speaker,” said another voice, 
“ I beg to call your attention to tho 
fact that there are not forty Members 
present." 

This computation turning out correct, 
House counted out at twenty minutes 
to ten, with Paddington's indignation 
unvoiced. 

_ A —.- _—_ _- 


Thursday .—This being rather a warm 
evening after welcome rain, pleasant 
to sit and look on at more or less 
skilful Bkating over thin ice. Adjourn¬ 
ment moved in order to discuss question^ 
of Dock Strike. Matter referred in 
first instanoe to Edward Clarke, who 
delivered judgment worthy fame of 
Solon or Solomon. Commonplace 
persons would have found either the 
masters wrong, or the men delinquent. 
Clarke impartially declared that both 
were in the wrong, and deftly divided 
portions of responsibility. “ A plague 
on both your Houses!" was conclusion 
arrived at by Mercutio Clarke. The 



Muiutry, Dun. 

(Sir Ucxnikp.il Heaton.) 


O’Cbadt, described in l)od as “an 
organiser,” now carries appeal to High 
Court of Parliament. 

Actually no more difficulty for House 
to arrive at conclusion on mattor than 
beset Clarke. Difference is that 
whereas he formed his judgment un- 
influcncod by other considerations than 
those which in such circumstances in¬ 
fluence the trained judicial mind, posi¬ 
tion of Labour Problem in House of 
Commons is otherwise dominated. 
The British workman has a vote, 
which forms considerable numerical 
proportion of poll at by-eleotions. 
He is, moreovor, apt to use it for class 
or personal profit rather than for more 
lofty consideration of Party advantage. 

It accordingly becomes necessary for 
Leaders of Parties to walk warily on 
such questions as that opened to-night. 


I In suob oireunistanoes Lloyd Geoboe 
at his best—-adroit, conciliatory, his 
countenance beaming with artless 
desire to serve his fellow working-man. 
The sympathy of Bonner and his 
Party naturally with the masters. 
But it would never do to estrange the 
Labour vote. Accordingly ho joins in 
the political Turkey Trot. 

Business done .— Committee of 
Supply interrupted for conversation 
about Dock Strike. 

Friday.— Henniker Heaton no 
longer one of us. But Members on 
both sides hear with ploasuro of 
triumphant reception awaiting him at 
Guildhall on Tuosday, to wolcomo him 
on return from Australia, nnd to applaud 
the tardy honour of aBaronotcyawarded 
during absence. Few men can show 
such record of public w6rk achieved bf 
personal exertion as can the long-time 
Member for Canterbury. 

As the Member for Sark says, 
"Henniker Heaton was penny wise 
in his prolonged patient endeavour to 
reduce cost of oooan postage between 
the Mother Country and tho Colonies, 
India and the United States. The 
officials who long successfully baulked 
his endeavour w ere luppcnco-ha’penny 
foolish." 

Business done. —Report stago of 
Government of India Bill concluded. 
Bill reported to tho House. 


An Invocation. 

[“A spirit of moderation,'' we are told, 
“hovera over the new fashions in millinery."] 

Blest hovoror o'er the fashions of tho 
Town, 

No longer flutter in tiio ambient air, 
But rather settle permanently down 
Upon the coatumos of our fickle fair. 


The Ways of the Wicked. 

" ‘They are the worst act of employers,’ said 
one speaker, Mr. Matthews, of Knfiold, 'that 
I have ever come in contact with in my life. 
. . . They robe tho maimed, the blind, the 
widow, ahd tho labourer. ’ "—Emiitnj Kem. 


A Memorable Performance. 

"Mr. Churchill conversed with every officer 
on parade. Mrs. Asquith, Mis. Churchill, and 
the Enchantress party witnessed the spectacle 
from the reserved enclosure .”—Daily Kars. 


"The fascination of masquerading in the 
dress of the early yean of tho niactconth 
century apncalod to many whom a more remote 
period would have left cold ."—Daily Chronicle. 

The woad period, for instance. 


" Later in the day the bride and bridegroom 
left for the honeymoon, tho latter wearing a 
gown of old blue tafTetas and beige coloured 
soft satin .”—Daily Mirror. 

The creases down the front of tho bride’s 
trousers were muoh admired. 




ENVELOPES, COMMERCIAL SIZE. 

This sort is used by your stockbroker 

When he writos from his office, E.C., “ Dear Sir, - 

I much regret that the consequence 

Of not being guided by common sonsc, 

And of buying a bull when you should have sold 
A bear of rubber and tea and gold, 

Is this: you ’re landed in heavy loss. 

Next time you’d better play pitch-and-toss. 

There’s one thing certain—you can’t blame me, 
For I told you just how tho thing would lie; 

But of course you wore deaf to my appeal; 

Please send me a cheque and I ’ll close the deal." 

And next you note with a touch of awe 
A letter that comes from your man of law, 

He has filled it full of absurd advice, 

Signed it, folded it neatly twice, 

And popped it, planning to blast your hope, 

In the usual oblong envelope. 

" Dear Sir,” it begins,—" Yourself ats" : lhw.\ 

I’m sorry tho plaintiff won't climb down. 

In short, the fact you aro bound to faco 
Is the fact that you haven't got a case. 

Of course it’s rather a nasty blow, 

But please remember I told youso.” 

And all tho tradesmen with omntv tills 
In oblong envelopes send their bills; 

* Legal jargon for "at suit of.'' 


And all the silly advertisements 
Of garden-rollers or soaps and scents, 

Of iron railings or food for cats, 

Of poison-powders for mice and rats, 

Of all the ridiculous things you don’t have, 

And, being a sano man, simply won't have, 

Such as tubular boilers and stoles and copes, 

Arrive in the oblong envelopes. 

In fact, I'm crushed by a regular blight ol ’em, 

And that's the reason I hate the sight of ’em. 

Commercial Candour. 

I From an Indian Catalogue:— 

"In the rush of .1 very busy sca'on, with our shmv-rooms crowded 
day after day, it would seem as though we were selling tho whole 
world. The vital question is, l>i,| we soil yon! If not, our problem is 
to reach yon at home.’’ 

The Small Holdings Movement. 

"In accordance with custom the Gardeners' Company presented 
flowers, linit, vegetables, and sweet herbs to the Lora Mayor at the 
Mansion House, Together with a bouquet of choice orchards for tiie 
j iaidy Mayoress .' 1 —Morning Post. 

"Mr. Stevens cibd an oeinsioii when one of the im inhere who was 
fishing used language which was ‘beyond all endurance, and enough 
to poison the fish.’ Eventually a new rale was adopted directing that 
any member reported using bad language on the waters should ho 
lialilo to he called before the committee, and dealt with at their 
disced ion, ”— Jj it . sh t Mrtwry. 

As Caliban said: “ No more dams I ’ll make for fish.” 

"The death look place on Friday morning of Sodium I’hcuylmethyl- 
pyra.Atlonamidomethansulphonate."— tt'esti i''i I’bUy I’ns*. 

Wo only wonder he stood it so long. , 
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HOW TO BUY THINGS. . 

A Business. 

Everyone ought to have some occu¬ 
pation in life—we cannot all be ’in 
the Civil Service—and thd desiro to 
buy a business does credit to a man. 
At the same time the greatest cave 
should be oxereised—“ Carwt employ," 
as somo witty Frenchman has re¬ 
marked. (Tho English maxim, “ Mind 
your own .business,” obviously does 
not apply: you have not got one.) 
When purchasing, try to think of a 
business in'which your previous ex¬ 
perience, such as it is, may be of somo 
help to you, and hot at hindrance. 
Thus, if you luvo fes-'a librarian, 
yon are not likely to mako a good 
dentist. Not for some time, anyway. 
Very few- members of tho Stock 
Exchange—to mako our meaning still 
phiinor—become first-rate toa-tasters; 
and we have vet to hear of a curate who 
has made bill-discounting pay. Some 
businesses are easy to buy, while others 
are very difficult. Among tho easy 
ones are: growing things under glass, 
beauty parlours, and developing patents. 
These are really absurdly easy.' Ex¬ 
amples of businesses which are difficult 
to buy arc: well-paid sinecures (other¬ 
wise an excellent investment), a Gov¬ 
ernorship of the Bank of England, or 
the editorship of a London paper. 
You will probably want a little private 
influence to get one of those posts; 
failing that, try an advertisement in 
The Exchange and Mart. The careful 
btiyer will consider not only the busi¬ 
ness but every othor detail bearing upon 
it before purchasing, such as its situa¬ 
tion, for instance. The writer onco knew 
a man who bought a business that was 
miles and miles away from the nearest 
golf links. Of course he failed. This 
only shows how people forget to take 
the most obvious precautions when em¬ 
barking upon a business career. 

A Bedstead. 

Unless you livo in Paris or follow 
the occupation of a night editor, you 
must sloop sometimes. Jn splto of all 
that has boon said to the contrary the 
best appliance yet devised for meeting 
this necessity is a bedstead. This has 
always teen the writer’s view, and 
always will be. It is true there is tho 
British Museum, but you cannot smoke 
in that sanctuary. Beds are made in 
endless variety nowadays, and it be¬ 
hoves tho careful buyer to exercise 
discretion. If you are buying a bed 
with the intention of sleeping in it 
yourself, you cannot do bettor than got 
a strong brass bedstead with mattress, 
blankets, pillow', and all that sort of 
thing. If you are not too hard a‘ 


sleeper, this kind of bed should last 
you a long time. Bo much for your 
own needs. But there aire others to 
be considered. For instance, you may 
have a; friend who comes to din# 
sometimes,’stays late, and misses his 
last train home. For cases of this 
sort the folding or emergency bed is 
indicated. It stands in a .comor all 
day, and looks something like a box of 
books; at night you unfold it, and it 
looks something like a bed — near 
enough for your purpose, anyway. 
When the hour arrives, put your guest 
into it, and retire to rest yoursolf; 
sleep being the most precious boon 
vouchsafed to mankind. If you have 
any doubts about this, enquire of your 
friend at breakfast: you will And, most 
likely,, that he has been thinking the 
same thingi himself for some time. 
Thb chances are that he will never miss 
his last train again; which shows how 
important it is to buy the rigid kind 
of bed. .• 

A Postai, Ordf.u. 

Owing to tho inelasticity of the Post 
Office Regulations, there is very Utile 
scope for tho bargain-liuntor in the 
matter of postal orders. It is a case 
of take it or leave it. Postal orders are 
issued for amounts varying front six¬ 
pence to a guinea. The cheapest ones 
are used for newspaper competitions 
and backing horses; the latter circulate 
among the nobility and tipper classes. 
Buying ft postal order, is, of course, a 
fairly simple process, yet a few words 
may not come amiss. First of all, pro¬ 
vide yourself with the necessary amount 
of money, plus poundage, repair to tho 
nearest post-office, and address your¬ 
self to tho nearest young lady. She 
will at once refer you to another young 
lady, it is truo; hut you would not have 
gained any time if you had gono to 
this young lady first, becauso then 
you would have beon referred to the 
other young lady. This is one of the 
things that no fellow can understand. 
Having pushed your money over the 
counter, wait for your postal order. 
Abovo all, do not tap on the counter; it 
is excessively bad manners to interrupt 
people when thoy are reading. Postal 
orders represent cash, and it is as well 
not to lose one, though, indeed, you 
may protect yourself by writing “ and 
Coy." across the face. Opinions differ 
os to what can bo done with an order 
so marked; persons who ought to 
know say that nobody, excopt, per¬ 
haps, the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
can negotiate an order tearing 
these words. The counterfoil, which 
may invariably; be found on the left- 
band side of the perforated line, is 
another safeguard. It is full of good 
things and makes capital light reading 


when you have ported with the corpus 
of the order.- ..A friend of the writer 
lost a postal order only last week and 
he had hot preserved the counterfoil: 
however his impression is that tho 
number was E2S04, or as near as 
may bo, nnd if this should meet the eye 
of anyone who has such an order in 
his possession, he will'oblige*by for¬ 
warding same without delay. * 

THE CASE OF VULCAN MACTACCART. 

• In my polite way I had permitted 
myself to be jostled and olbowed-practi- 
cally out of tho crowd, but, although I 
could not seo what wus being sold, the 
auctioneer’s robust voice was distinctly 
audible, 

“ And now wo come to Lot 237,” lie, 
announced with, for tho two hundred’ 
and thirty-seventh time, a note of 
genuine admiration and. gratification 
in his voico. “ Lot 237—a very refined 
and tasty pioce of stachery—hand- 
carved by a foremost Greek carver- 
entitled"—he pausod, presumably to 
consult his catalogue entitled, 1 Vul¬ 
can,’ a rare old piece. Now, gentlemen, 
how much for this rare old piece, 
Vulcan—a Homan centurion in his 
day, and a very handsome bit of 
workV Come on, gentlemen, how muoh 
for Vulcan—ain’t there no motorists 
here to-day?—the inventor of vulcaniz¬ 
ing, gentlemen—and--thank you— 
eighteenponce I’m only bid. Vulcan, 
tho man who saved Borne by the 
cackling of his geeso—two shillings 
I’m bid, two shillings only I’m 
ottered. This rare old piece—two- 
and-six—would mako a very tasty 
umbrella-stand with a rail run round 
him—and he’s going at half-a-crown. 
This old-ostablished Homan centurion 
going in two places for throo shillings 
—throe-and-six in the corner, and ho’s 
going—lie’s going ” 

I did not like to let him go for three- 
and-six,, so I bid four shillings, and 
Vulcan was knocked down to me with 
a swiftness that was almost suspicious. 
I arrangod with the sale porter for 
delivory and hurried on to keep an 
appointment. 

Vulcan did not arrive until the follow¬ 
ing day, when he was deposited on the 
lawn by three strong ana thirsty men. 
After lunch I went out to interview 
him. I had misgivings immediately 
I set- eyes on him. Anybody but an 
auctioneer would have known that tho 
kilts that the " statue" wore had but 
the remotost resemblance to those 
queer little skirts affected by’ the 
Roman soldiery'. And Vulcan, I be¬ 
lieve, managed with even less. 

I examined the ‘'statue” and, by 
scraping the mud from the base, dis- 
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covered an inscription which set forth 
that this was “ Andrew MacTaggart, of 
Aberdeen." The work was very ob¬ 
viously out of the yard of an Aberdeen 
stonemason, urn-dealer and cemetery- 
outfitter. No doubt Mr. MacTaggart’s 
heirs had exported him to London 
when the authorities boycotted him 
for Aberdeen, and from London ho had 
been hounded into the country. I 
blamed nobody but quietly retired to 
my study, ponding the return of 
Hobson, our one-armed handy man, 
from tho local foundry with the sledge¬ 
hammer, leaving Vulcan MacTaggart 
—soon to become a rockery- monarch 
of all he surveyed. 

I was endeavouring to compose my 
thoughts for a little work when I 
heard a subdued cough from the lawn 
outside. I looked through tho easo- 
ment and observed that a stranger had 
appeared within cur f&nt gate. He 
was a very small, middle-aged, meek- 
looking man, wearing a very large but 
also middle-aged and incek-looking j 
frock-coat. lie was peering short-j 
sightcdly through very strong glasses j 
at Vulcan MacTaggart, with a shyly 
ingratiating smile on his mild face, j 
ile raised his silk hat—another “ rare j 
old piece” -and bowed. j 

" Good day, Madam," ho said. He i 
deduced the sex from tho kilts, I 
suppose. 

Vulcan, sitting in sullen grandeur,: 
did not answer, but the little man was; 
unabashed. > 

'■ I have called,” he w.nt on, “ in tho 
hope of interestin’ you in the great 
science of phrenology, of which 1 have 
the honour to be one of the foremost 
leaders." 

Vulcan MacTaggart continued to 
gaze pensively at the ground. 

Apparently emboldened by the silonce 
tho little short-sighted man continued. 

"The development of phrenology, 
Madam, is the most outstanding feature 
of the age. It has lifted millions of 
misunderstood women from the depths 
I of despair to the crown of glory. Many 
\ an 'usoand has learned to understand 
| and re-lovo his sorrowin' wife through 
; perusin' one of my eighteen-penny 
readin's of her ’ead—eighteen pence, 
with chart tbrowd in, Madam—verbal 
readin's only, one shilling." 

He was getting brighter, cheerier, 
more confident every second, I sup¬ 
pose ho interpreted the silence of Mr. 
MacTaggart as the silence that gives 
consent. His hand was stealing 
cautiously out towards Vulcan’s head. 

" If you are misunderstood,” lie said, 
" if you, too, feel that your nobility of 
character is not ftilly appreciated by 
them with whom you daily come into 
contact I hope that you will confi- 
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dently allow me to pass my 'and acrost 
your 'cod, Madam, and mark you out 
a chart which will convince your 
doubtin' friends that your nobility 
should be appreciated accordin’.” 

He waited a moment longer. There 
was no reply, and then his hand closed 
upon tho cold stone skull of Vulcan 
MacTaggart. 

“This 'ead," he had begun mechani¬ 
cally—"this 'ead that I ’old”—and 
there he stopped, dropping his hand as 
though tho “ statue ” was rod-hot. 

He took off his glasses, wiped them, 
replacod them, blinked a little, then 
reached out his hand again and rapped 
his knuckles against the Scotsman's 
head; then he stepped back, blushed, 


j glancod furtively round at the liouso, 

! picked up a small shabby leather 
j hand-bag, silently but swiftly slunk 
through the gate, and was gone. 

S And Vulcan MacTaggart continued 
to stare steadily at the ground, 

| "Poesy,” said Mr. Thomas Hardy 
; the other day, "cannot die." 

True; but on the same day Jim 
j Driscoll knocked him out in twelve 
rounds. 

"As Bacon said in an im-Shakespcarcati mood, 
‘Ho who would have fiiends must show him- 
self fiiondly.”'— The HVM. 

See also Solomon in an un-Davidian 
! mood, Proverbs xviii. 24. * 
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THE ROMANCE OF THE 
PRINCESS. 

"There is no way out of it," said 
the King; “ I wish thero wero, for your 
sake.” Even the Queen, when the 
Princess Scraphina had turned to her 
for protection against this fearful, un¬ 
expected blow, could only look sympa¬ 
thetically at her daughter, and murmur 
vague platitudes about duty. The poor 
girl felt that her last hope was slipping 
from her. 

" After all," said the King, “ why un¬ 
expected ? As my only daughter and 
a princess of the royal bouse of Zonda- 
und-Wassor, you must havo known 
that this sort of thing was simply- 
bound to happen some time." 

“ Hut to marry an entire stranger, in 
whom I don't feel evon the remotest 
interest! ” sobbed the Princess. 

“ I did it," said the Queen proudly. 
The King coughed, and there was a 
pauso of embarrassment for several 
minutes. In that pause Princess Sera- 
phiua bowed to tho inevitable. She 
inclined her bead. “ Very well,” she 
sighed brokenly, ‘‘it shall bo as you 
say.” 

So presently everybody about the 
court, and soon afterwards everybody 
in the capital and throughout all the 
kingdom of Zenda-uud- Wasser, knew 
that the Princess Seraph inn was to be 
formally betrothed to ll.K.ll. Prince 
Theobald of Thingumbobiu during bis 
approaching visit. 

But, as the approaching visit ap¬ 
proached, the Princess found her own 
distaste for tho proposal increasing with 
every hour. At last, ou tho very after¬ 
noon before that on which the royal 
suitor was to arrive, she could stand 
the strain no longer. Anything, she 
told herself, was better than inaction. 
Her word was pledged, and for a prin¬ 
cess of Zenda-und-Wasser there could 
he no going back upon it; but at least 
one half-day remained to her for liberty 
and evon—who knew ?—romance. Dis¬ 
missing her attendants, she wandered 
out into tho home park alone. Ab¬ 
sorbed in her gloomy reflections, sho 
hardly noticed where she was going: so 
marked indeed was her abstraction, ou 
crossing a public avenue at some 
distance from the palace, sho was run 
down, and iiad the narrowest shave of 
being upset, by a strange young man 
on a motor bicycle. 

“ I beg your pardon,” said the young 
man; “ 1 hope you are not hurt?" 

The Princess also hoped she wasn’t; 
and on investigation both their hopes 
turned out to be well-founded. She 
told him so quite graciously, accom¬ 
panying the wfiirds with a smile that 
'had made moi$ money at bazaar open¬ 


ings than almost any in Europe. To 
herself she was wondering why the 
young man (who was quite presentable 
and even good-looking without 1 hU 
goggles) did not recognise her ana 
appear more embarrassed. This, how¬ 
ever, was partly accounted for by the 
fact that he was obviously a foreigner. 

So they got talking. To the Prin¬ 
cess it seemed that in face of this trc- 
mondous upheaval in her existence 
such trifles as the proprieties wero of 
small moment. Moreover, if she was, 
not to havo a romance with a strange j 
young man lliou, sho might never have' 
another chance. Anyhow, they sat j 
down together on a fallen ircc by the [ 
roadside, one thing led to another, and j 
presently sho found herself telling him j 
that she was among the most miserable j 
of mortals. 

*■ That seems straugc," said the young ■ 
man, who was a very rapid goer, “ for j 
you are certainly among the most 
itoautiful.” 

" Yes,” answered the Princess, who 
had been taught always to speak the 
truth, even about herself. “ I must 
comfort myself by romoinbering that 
in tho loyal pavilion to-morrow.” 

‘‘The royal pavilion!” echoed the 
young man, looking a tittle startled. 

•‘ You mean the thing they are putting 
up outside the railway-station ? ” 

“Horrid, isn't it?" said the Princess. 
“1 have to welcome my future husband 
in it at 12.30. Shall you happen to be 
there ? ” 

She spoke carelessly, to disguiso her 
emotion. If was clear that the young 
man was equally moved. He did not 
meet her eyes. His whole manner had 
altered. " Yes,” he said in a strange 
voice, “as it happens I shall also he 
there." 

“1 am glad of that," said tho 
Princess; and soon afterwards they 
parted. 

But for tho Princess the memory of 
the strange young man, as he catne 
round tho corner on his motor-bicycle, I 
or later when he removed his goggles 
and told her that she was beautiful, 
remained to comfort hor. Somehow 
the thought that somewhere, obscure 
and unrecognised in tho crowd, lie 
would he watching her, helped hor to 
contemplate even the dreaded moment 
when sho would have to greet hor 
destined spouso beneath the rose-hung 
canopy that had usurped the place of 
the hotel omnibuses. 

And now the moment had come. 
Clad in a costume that was tho very 
last word of tho court milliner, she 
stood, tho cynosure of every oye, in the 
red carpeted space, round which were 
grouped, at a respectful distance, all 
the flashing chivalry of Zenda-und- 


Wasser. Beliind these again oamei 
the cinematographers and the special 
correspondents twenty deep. Further 
back were the troops, and lastly 
the loyal populace, frenzied with 
enthusiasm when they could see any¬ 
thing, and with fury when they could 
not. 

Baug, bang went the guns, and at 
the same instant the massed hands 
crashed almost as one into the martial 
strains of tho Thingumbobian National 
Anthem. Where was the young man of 
t lie motor-bicycle? Tho Princess dared 
not look up, though sho felt rather 
than saw that a.figure resplendent 
in dazzling uniform was advancing 
towards her. It halted; the supremo 
moment was at hand. Slowly, slowly 
the Princess r aised her oyes to the fuco 
of this stranger who was to he her 
husband, and saw—a stranger! 

It was certfUuly the big surprise of 
hor life. That he was quite an amiable 
stranger, with whom presently she felt 
in lovo, and eventually lived happy ever 
after, did little to mitigate tho first 
severity of the shock. It is recorded of 
her, indeed, that she uevor afterwards 
believed in short stories again. 

As for the young man, who was an 
assistant to tho pavilion-contractor, 
ho saw nothing of all this, having 
unexpectedly had to leuve the capital 
by an early train iu order to superin¬ 
tend another job. He lamonts to this 
day his neglect to obtain the Princess's 
autograph. 

Thus we sco that tilings are not 
always what they seem about to he. 

Unaccountable Aberration. ‘ 

“ A man thrust himself through the 
crowd, declaring he wanted to see Mr. ; 
Winston Churchill. He was detained | 
to havo the stale of his mind enquired ; 
into.”— iJnily Paper. \ 

Vive l'Entente! 

“('auihiidge, with their eleven dillt-iing iu ■ 
live instances from that which beat Yvrksliiie, \ 
took the Held with four lJIues (Kidd, II. Mill- i 
iiolland, Holloway, and Havillei, one Senim 
tbnllivan), und six frenchman." 

tilrwrcslfivJi<rc j 

More trouble for Baron Marscii am, vox j 

BlK.HKliSTF.lN. j 

A Lover of Nature. 

Speaking of the German Crown j 
Prince’s, forthcoming book, the pub j 
lishers describe his “ thankful joy in ! 
the wonders of Nature, whether tfie 1 
author is tracking elephants in tho 
jungles of Ceylon, stalking deer in 
German forests, or shooting grouse in 
Scotland." Compare a recent work on 
“ Our Dumb Friends: How to Drive, 
Shoot and Stuff Them.” 
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THF ARTICTC ' we must stroke tlie dragons and ticklo their shiny scales, 

nt ami a i a. j And they shall grin politely and we shall pass along, 

linen as a nnle of pansies are the seas that circle tlio shores, < Where under the crimson mav-trees tlio peacocks spread 
Circle the shores of Fairyland and the high, enchanted' their tails, 

"ays J To dip our brushes in magic and echoes of fairy song: 

Where the great grim sea-green dragons guard the jade j And find us Fancy 

and the amber doors, Our daubs to deck, 

And the Queen of the Fairies' peacocks walk under the ; With tints of pansy 

crimson mays; ^ul peacock's neck! 

Oh, what, I wonder, ■ 

Could look more gay ' 

Than a peacock under i Heavy Damages. 

A crimson may? ; Mr. Kitiu Hutwr lias rocontiv heon accusing the o(lice’s 


To dip our brushes in magic and echoes of fairy song: 
And find us Fancy 
Our daubs to deck, 

With tints of pansy 
Ayul peacock’s neck! 


Than a peacock under i Heavy Damages. 

A crimson may? ' Mr. Kitiu Hutwr lias rocontly heon accusing the oftice>’s 

of Jlis Majesty's Army of being highly paid, lie may lie 
For that is the home o colour And many a w,.-ard hue, ■ inloregtol ' to ,' Ciirn Iro ; n ,| ie following extract, taken from 
Tis hero they dock the rainbow ere he spumed against U)e ( ; enml 0l , lers issuPtl to tll0 Fo , ce in Egypt, what 

tho rain, : exhausting drains are liable to he made upon the Officers' 

And squeeze the tubos for the picture* of *• Hungs too good \[ csw j n matters that have nothing to do with personal 
to he true, .. 

And make the gilt for the turrets of castle, we build in ' ‘ ' . . . 

q ■ , “,'iSS. —ltaiTjik Damage-. A ( an int-iin.dilie m-|ieciMii taken at 

Dpain, .... .... ! ihe Milit.irvHosnital. Ras-el-Tin. Aleximliia. on the 7lh Aniil. damaae* 


'■IHOU VIIV w<‘V 'V'* ■ v vw v-1 VIWVH" ' ’ winv« m is. . . i- . , . 

n ■ ‘ .*SS. — llan-jtk Uinui^c-. .v iu u«t-tui.-ilnl** in^j*0Mi»ni taken it 

Dpain, I ihe Military H«*s|>ital, Ras-el-Tin. Alex mill ia, on tin- Till Apiil, damages 

Apd W’hal s more glided, I wi>re assessed to the total of Is. 'Jjd. The lolliiwing .minimis will tliei*• 

• This World amid, ' lure bo charged—21st Lancers lil., Id S ots (buida 21 , ’.'lit I>cr«u 

Than castles huilded j Regiment f'i'h, ltb Kills Brigade 2d." 

Near old Madrid ? 1 - 

For we, wo’re all of ns artists with plans and canvases j The Power of Mmu.- ^ 

Of excellent Spanish castles with turrets all about, ! There has been talk lately 01 the abolition of Military 

ilh angels in the cornel’s, romaunts, and symphonies j P ant J?-, ^ ie following passage, showing their value 111 its 

Of things as we would have them did every dream work j t’ nie should be a death-blow to the abolitionists 
out; r, A.uu. 

And Slioh were duller, Matin* wore going well for tho Navy \\lu'ii Ciijitain iliinl tamo on 

Vftti ’ll umlAratind to bowl at the Xwiwry end, F. .1.Wyatt was brought back al the other, 

T , ,, , . . ‘ and the band of the Rural Artillery struck up the first nmnln-r on their 

Jf rob'-d Of colour programme, Tb« last seven wickets then fell for forty-si;," 

From Fairyland! Th- 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It was Mr. Baboo Jaberjek, B.A., who held that Woman 
loses in quoenly dignity when she begins to turn cart-wheels 
on the stage. I go further than my learned friend. To my 
mind, she loses in > queenly dignity when she masquerades 
in male costume, even though her motive in so doing is to 
be with the hero in his hour of danger. To others it may 
be thrilliug, but to me it always smacks of pantomime. 
Thus, when Mini Auroy, in Mr. S. R. Crockett's Anne of\ 
the Barricades (Ho’ddkk and Stoughton), donned a military 
uniform and joined Jean dc Larsac in Paris, whither ho 
had beon sent by M. Thiers to spy out the weaknesses of 
the Communists, I was sorry. Charming as she was, 1 did 
not need her then,'being quite satisfied to concentrate 
mysolf exclusively on Jcait The adventures of this gallant 
general of artillery are set forth in Mr. Crockett's best 
manner. That extraordinary farce-tragedy, tbo career of 
the Commune, could never bo uninteresting, and Mr. 
Crockett has found it 
a more than usually in¬ 
spiring theme. I think, 
however, that he was a 
little afraid of the tragic 
possibilities of what must 
have been his original 
'idea- that of a soldier- 
hero and a Communist 
heroine—and modified it 
by the introduction of 
Mini. In Chapter One 
Jean is obviously in love 
with Anne Dtcics, soon 
to be the Joan of Arc of 
the Commune. Such a 
situation, if developed, 
must have absolutely for¬ 
bidden anything in the 
shape of a “ happy end¬ 
ing," and Mr. Crockett 
—regretfully, I hope- 
compromised. He re¬ 
duced the relations be¬ 
tween Anne and Jean to 
a brothel 1 -and-sister friendship, and created Mini to supply 
the love interest. The result is a story less powerful than 
it might have been, but still full of drama and giving a 
yery clear picture of those troubled times. 

The only thing that I do not like very much about Save 
us from our Friends (Greening) is the title, which seems 
cumbersome, though it is certainly expressive of this excel¬ 
lently entertaining story. Mr. William Caine dedicates 
it “ to any matchmaker,” and one can only hope that its 
lesson and warning may be taken to heart by all such well- 
meaning but often devastating persons. Tho awful example 
bore is one Fanny Baxcndalc, who, because she was happily 
married herself and had a passion for string-pulling, nearly 
succeeded in playing ducks and drakes with the lives of the 
four people whom she and her complacent husband had 
brought to share their holiday at Trou-les-Dunes. The 
trouble was that Fanny, misunderstanding the facts, would, 
try to pair off the right duck with the wrong drake. 
Hence general vexation of spirit; and incidentally, through 
tbs craft of Mr. Caine, a comedy of baffled courtship that 
is as amusing as anything 1 have read on the subject this 
great while. It k all light as foam, but so deftly treated 
and kept so well in just the right holiday humour that you 
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will be bound to laugh both at and with all six of its' 
delightful characters. I myself chuckled aloud (a thing I 
seldom do at the bidding of a printed page) over the failure 
of poor Fanny’s ‘nocturnal river-party, which, from her 
wrong assortment of couples, became, instead of a romantic 
serenade in the moonlight, a wild race between two mutually 
jealous and suspicious oarsmen. But tho whole book is 
capital fun, and, before its Happy ending, will have mode 
for you six jolly new friends, from whom, despite their pig- 
headednoss, you will have no desire whatevor to be saved. 

On the title-page of The Cost of It (Heinemann) Eleanor 
Mordaunt quotes from Ezekiol xviii. 2: " The fathers have 
eaten sour grapes, and the children’s teeth are set on edge.” 
As tho plot of the story deals with Harry Mostyn’s return 
to his mother and his mother's people (she was of partially 
black blood, and had been deserted by her husband) and 
his successful treatment of a sugar-plantation on the island 
of ‘‘Montenacine,” and, as everywhere the shifty and un¬ 
pleasant traits of tho'‘whitey-browns”are insisted upon, t 

was led to suppose that 
tljo novel would be yet 
another diatribe against 
mixed marriages, and 
would culminate in some 
dire catastrophe. Yet 
Harry Mostyn through¬ 
out the book remains the 
strong, silent English- 
1 man so doar to romance, 
marries an English girl 
without any apparent 
hcart-searehings on the 
subject of his disability, 
and,although sheworries 
herselftodistractiouwith 
the'fear that her first¬ 
born may exhibit the 
taint, I cannot find that 
ho is in any way con¬ 
sidered blameworthy by 
tho authoress. The 
child is still-born, and 
we are left to suppose 
that the future will be 
happy, so tha, I am still painfully wondering what exactly 
‘‘the cost of it” is. Bor the rest the book is remarkable 
for a very painstaking and obviously truthful account of 
the industries, population and customs of the island of 
Montenacine, and for the curious incident of Major Burston, 
who is described as an Etonian and a good rider and shot. 
This gentleman, whilst attempting to escape with liis fiancic 
from a native riot, allowed her to fall off the back of a cart, 
and left her to the mercy of their pursuers. I clenched my 
hands tightly, shut both eyes and opened my mouth, but 
somehow I failed to swallow this. If only however for the 
tints of its exotic colouring, I can recommend The Cost of 
It, which, after all, is merely, I suppose, six shillings. 


From Mr. Wabner’s book, England v. Australia :— 

“ IIjiucb bad Lowled 9 overs, 6 maidens, for 3 runs and 4 wickets 
surely a most astounding and scarcely creditable performance,” 

Hotter—to throw away three runs liko that. 


" The Fort of London employers met the members of tho Government 
yesterday with regard to the strike, but no statement w as made on either 
side ."—Manchester Guardian. 

The silence must have been awful. 



Tender </ Maturc-Stnily Class [during a sudden thoser). “Xuw, ciiiluken, 
Tills IS AN Ol*I l 0MT;NITY YOU MUST NOT Miss. TAKE VOCft BOOKS ASP MAKE 
CARET 11. NOTES OF THE IlKUAWOl'U OF THE ORDINARY EARTH-WORM ON ITS 
EMKRcINO INTO DAYMIIIIT." 
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rUAQIVAOlA ^ issued, in large type, the peremptory'of all their Bills. There is one at least 

unAKIVAnlA. announcement:— which certainly escaped our notice. 

The Neneste Nachrichtcn says that "Enough Bain," Referring to a recent election I'h" 

Bor’d Haldane's new appointment: but either our contemporary's circuk- Liitish Weekly states, “Above all, tlio 
places him in the cold. Seeing that j tion is more restricted than it imagines, most persistent and virulent attacks on 
he has been given a nice warm wool- or else the weather refuses to bo the Insurance Act were made by agents 
sack this is nonsense. dictated to. , . of the Amend-thc-Leuguc Act.” 

* v * '',1 


44 The Vicar of T^eigaie, ,, wo read,j We wonder, by the by, that the! “Cockroaches in Bed 
"who is a prominent Oddfellow, has offect of flashing the words on to the| Suit against a steamship mne” 


arranged to explain the Insuranco Act' clouds at night-time was not tried. j is a heading which catches our eye in 
to the residents of Hook.” Anyone *-.'■* ' a newspaper. And why, pray, should 

who thinks himself capablo of explain- j The Willesdon Education Authorities] not the lit tle creatures go to l)ed souic- 
ing the Act must indeed he an odd have decided to give egg-and-milkdaily times'.’ They get tired, we suppose, 
fellow. * * j to an invalid child attending one of like the rest t of us! 

5 ; their schools, hut have refused a request j * 

At Somerset House there have been for cod liver oil. This shows a nice] An old lady, on reading that “losses 
pit view some specimens of the "health appreciation of the child mind. , to the ratepayers of Yarmouth on the 

insuranco stamps.” This moans, wo] -V 1 ’ ]municipal pier during the last four 

suppose, that special cavo lias boon ; Dr. Saunduy, speaking at. a meeting tears have totalled £5,000,” remarked 
taken in the manufacture of a sanitary of the General Medical Council, de- that she could well believe it, for it is 


At Somerset House there have been for cod liver oil. This shows 
nu view some specimens of the “ health appreciation of the child mind, 
insurance stamps.” This moans, wo] V* 


gum for us to lick. 

By the way, the four- j~ 
penny stamp is described! 
as lieing " claret and 
orango." This sounds 
delicious, and should 

mean a good sale. 

^ I 

1 

Evideutly some per- ] 
sons are convinced that, 
Homo Rule is bound to 
come. A well - known , 
firm of cake and biscuit! 
manufacturers at pre- j 
sent carrying on business i 
in Dublin has decided to ] 
erect a factory at Aintrce,! 
near Liverpool. j 


elared that illiteracy among medical so easy for coins to drop between the 

---boards, she herself hav- 

_ - -- - ... - ^ - jing lost a three-penny- 

.— ^ — hit that way. 


Jl’MlUNG COMPETITION AT I.1TTU-; WT’RZKr, 

AGlilCt LTtTtAL SHOW. j 

Visitor {front illicit). "Now, now jianv coin in mar rnor to him. 


firm of cake and biscuit! r : | t«r.<inun iftmu. 

manufacturers at pre-! Ik‘j'J.Jp: Wyty? Wo are not told if the 

sent carrying on business | 'railway carriago which 

in Dublin has decided to | P<K the gallant corporal cap- 

erect a factory at Aintrce, ' tured was armour-plated, 

near Liverpool. ] but it was clearly a good 

, jumping competition AT I.1TIT.E WUHZEr, .performance and lie dc- 

A lunatic who escaped ... ... served all the loot he got. 

from the County Asylum ... .. . . , ’ r r The episode should be a 

at Brentwood was recap- $ Nl p warning* to any other 

tured at Grays, wliore he —--- -thrushes who may bo 

was addressing dock workers on strike, students was appalling, and many proposing to travel up to town from 

His audience had failed to detect the doctors would be ploughed if their final Southampton. 

disability from which he was suffering, examination were not in medicine but \ - 7 - 

*,,■* in spelling. We begin to understand j Commercial Candour. 

One of the persons who object to the now why prescriptions are written in ! ‘‘I'am blah Coal*, develop y.mr Teat. 

Rev. F. H. Gillingham playing cricket a sort of Latin. * , , m tl^lZJLrnai. 

for Essex is a Mr. Hen. Is he afraid " j . . _ 

that the redoubtable parson will pro- An old lady of Wood Green, who: “Several inkwumx presentations were made 
duce a duck’s egg ? celebrated her 108th birthday last week, l>y Major General Sir A. K. Oodrington, 

V is, The Daily Mail tells us, never so. K-O-V.o., c.B. at the final prfomimi of 

We are not among those who would happy as "when someone takes her out: oK. m ,,f a a , m ' sauuday. * 1111 y ouniame " 4 
encourage Mr. B. M.. Cotton to bring in a motor car. Somo kind-hearted j Tho first was (o the lion. Mrs. Homiiker- J 
a libel action against a oertain daily friends, wo hear, are talking of present- Heaton, uho had been taking the part i>r •jaecn 
paper which described Jiim as "The ing her with a motor-bicycle on her | KlWmhin theHbi«n«lbpiwdjviu the funn 

Calcutta Sweet Hero.” We think next birthday. * ,«f an. ..wnkdsdvenv.ee ami -ThcM* 

ho would be well advised to leave : The Earl of Leicester, too, was much 

matters as they are. While it is "The King of Coiners," who has been fancied in the form of au engraved 
annoying to be called a sweep, it is fine sentenced to eight years’ penal servitude j S1 *ver salver.__ 


IV|K)sil“, liust iu God and keep c,»>l." 
j Irish Iiul'tsirio! Journal. 


to be a hero, 

i * 

] The Daily Mail has again been test¬ 
ing its influence, and the result in this 
instance is some little disappointment 


I at Exetor, should not be confused with 


„ ... „ - . . “ Wanted, Commission Agent for the sale of 

"The Copper King, who is now paying eloth h ,, 81 . th to wv « NortliumWrland, 1 
a visit to this country. Cumberland, Durham, and Yorkshire.” 

“■ . .-hirt. in" 1'he Vvrhiiiiire Post.'’ 

The Government legislate in such a It looks as it there might be a certain 

I*... ll. . i. * A. y _ i- - 1_— ___l.,«.L.a«n J 


at Carinelite House. Oh the 10th inst. j hurry that it is difficult to keep count j sameness about the landscape. 


VOL. CXI.I'. 
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!! THE KING’S STATIONERY. THE EDUCATION OF JOHN. 

Lines addressed to any distributor of the ahovt. . " ' ’ {Bd one of the Educators.) 

m f‘ : Tlicre mo twenty million pamphlets goiug round to explain the We girls arehaving a great deal of anxiety about the i 
;li\wminco Act, and you have to pay the |>aper hill.’' This pain IUI education of John. He 18 now five years old and a big boy 
'home-truth appears in n Radical contemporary, and we assume that it i,i s ll ge i n nd it is time lie began to learn something SO' 
•tnust have escaped the< Editor's eye. | as to be able to hold up his head in tho society of his 

I DO not grudge the harmless play equals and to earn his living when tho tiuno oomes, I took 

j: In which your duteous hand indulges, that from a book called “ First Steps on the Path to Know- 

■ Who send mo every other day ledge ” which Dad had thrown on the floor when he was 

These notes of income-tax to pay reading it. I read this bit to Dad, but he said lie would be 

Wherewith ray paper-basket bulge*,. quite satisfied if John could hold bis oivn and punch the 

' ' . other chap's head; and Mum said. Hush, ho mustn’t put 

I do not very greatly mind idoas in the children’s heads. When we told Dad that wo 

‘ Your most importunate insistence; had deoided to begin John's education, lie said, ‘‘Don't 

l recognise the noa'I you find worry the boy ; his troubles will coirto quite soon enough 

Of doing something of tho kind anyhow;” and tliep we told Dad the story, about the hoy 

To justify your strango existence. w ho dould talk Greek when he was four and turned into 


Fresh from the Governmental mills, 

They swell my waste of rag and tatter, 

Or servo my pipe as papor spills 
Along with puffs of liver pills 
And suchlike literary matter. 

A myriad roams shall never boro 
My habits from their settled cyelo; 

», , t ’ll state ray incomo, loss or more, 

Only (and not a day before) 

|| Upon tho ovo of good 8t. Michael. 

!' Thenceforward though you claim your duo 
!• As oft as seventy times by seven, you 

1 , Will havofco wait, till March is through 

Before you touoh a singlo sou 
Of what I owe the Inland Revenue, 

s .... 

1 Thus I ignore your futile whips, 

• Just as I view with mild cnduranco 
Thoso 20,000,000 urgent scrips 
Scattered about by way of tips 
On How to Cope with State Insurance 

> Let loose upon my kitchen where 

They smother Mary, Jane and Rosa, 

These leaflets cause me no more care 
Than those tho Sibyl flung in air, 

Or Autumn’s breeze in Vallombrosa. 

Cmmune to Mr, Geokce’s feats, 

.My dovecote still remains unfluttored; 
Knoe-doop among tho drifting sheets 
A stolid matron stews my moats; 

. My eggs are boiled; my toast is hutlei i d. 

And yet I cannot oalmly blink 
At all the iavishnes3 that proffers 
Those tons of pulp, those seas of ink; 

Because tho cost, 1 hato to think, 

Oomes out of my precarious coffers, 

This thought annoys mo night and norm, 
Gnawing my bosom like a viper— 

That, though I never call tho tuno 
(Or I should change it pretty soon), 

You run me in to pay tho piper! 

Tho burglar breaks my house, and still 
Would have me rank among his debtors! 

He bursts my safe and takes his fill, 

* Then sends me in the stationer’s bill 
• For paper usod for threatening letters! O. H 


a wonderful philosopher, and Dad said if we made John ft 
philosopher he’d cut him off with a,shilling. I'm afraid 
Dad doesn’t feel much interest in education, and it's very 
difficult to get him to tako a serious r view of life. 

However, Rosie and Peggy and I were quite firm about 
it, and we settled to make a start on the first wet afternoon, 
which was last Tuesday. We promised John a pieco of 
chooolato if ho was good and paid attention, and ho said ho 
would if ho liked the game.' Then.'we, put some writing- 
paper and pencils and blotting-papor on the nursery table, 
which looked very well. I sat at tho middlo of the table, 
with Rosie on one side of mo and Peggy on the other," anil 
Jdhn was opposite.' 1 had a ruler in my hand. . 

Well, we began with tho alphabet. We didjt.two letters 
at a time, and John said them after me beautifully, for a 
long timo. He got half tho bhpeolato^whcn wo finished 
O P... This seemed to make him full of mischief, and when 
I said Q R, ho said, “ No, I aren’t,", and looked/oiind and 
laughed. Rosie laughed too, hut' I,said,\‘ .Silence, silenco,” 
and then I tried again, but again ho said, “ No, 1 aren't.” 
Then Peggy did a dreadful tliinjg. She said I Had got it 
wrong, for she was sure Q came before P, because Q was 
just like O with a tail to it, and therefore Q must come 
directly after O. Rosie aud I jtriod .to show her. quite 
kindly how ignorant and stupid sho was, hut she got 
offended and said we were bad teaohors and she would 
have nothing to do with us.. Then she took her helmet and 
went out of the room to play ambushes. We heart! her for 
a long time in tho passago capturing convoys and giving 
thoir swords hack to tho enemy's genorals after they had 
surrendered to her. 

Aftov this John said ho’d had euough of alphabets, so we 
gave him a little hit moro of tho chocolate and tried him 
with the commercial geography of Australia, Rosio read 
him bits out of one of our hooks, and when she had finished 
I said I would examine him to see if he'd boon attending. 
So I said, “ Now, John, will you please toll tae what are the 
principal exports of Australia ? " What ho ought to have 
said was “wool and frozen moat and timber and hidos," 

I and things like that. But what he did say was, "Julia,” 
which is the name of his nurse—she wasn’t in tho room— 
and he said it in a loud singing voice. I said, “ Nonsense, 
John, don’t be absurd. If you can't toll me the products* 
will you give me the names of the chief Australian ports ? ” 
and John said in the same voice, "James and Henry,” 
which are the names of the butler and tho footman. Then 
he gave a loud yell and sorambled up on to the table and 
crumpled all the writing-paper, and last of all he got hold 
of the rest of the piece of chocolate and ate It up. He 
wasn’t laughing; he kept his faoe quite serious all the time; 
hut Rosie nearly burst herself with trying not to laugh, 
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Clendoweti Gosling. “ I CAN CALL SPIRITS FROM TIIE VASTY DU HI’." 
IIoTsrun Punch. “WHY, SO CAN I, OR SO CAN ANY MAN; 


BUT WILL THEY COME WHEN YOU DO CALL FOR THEM?" 

(Hairy IV, Part (., Ad III Scritf /.) 
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Timi4 I'vlimh'tr. “So soiiuy— my mxm.vkk.” 


ami when John said Rosie was his darling Austialia she 
gave up trying and laughed for about five minutes. It was 
no good going on with Iho lesson after that, and I 'in afraid 
John hasu’t made much progress. 

I have quite forgotten to say that John is pretty good at 
French, but ho doesn’t learn it in regular sit-down lessons. 
Mademoiselle Bertha comes oven morning at 10 o’clock, 
and she and John walk in the garden for an hour when it’s 
fino and play games together when it's raining. He won't 
say a word in French to us, but ho can talk, fori hid behind 
a bush once in the holidays when they were out togothcr 
and 1 hoard him chattoving away like anything. IIo can 
say a little French prayer too, and lie doesn’t seem to mind 
our hearing that. Last night he asked us to come into his 
room to hear him say it, and just as ho knelt up ill his 
bed with his face to tne wall and put his fat little hands 
together Aunt Mary crept in vory quietly to listen, and 
John said it very prettily from beginning to end. This 
i% it: —- 

L’Anob Gaudies. 

Veillez sur moi quand jo m’eveillo, 

Bon Ange, puisque Dieu i’a dit; 

Et chaque nuit quand je somtueillo 
Penchoz-vous sur mon petit lit. 

Ayoz pitifi de ma faiblesse; 

A mes c6tos marchez sans cesse; 


l’arlez-moi 1c long du chomin, 
lit pendant quo je vous ccoulo, 

De peur que je no tomhe en route, 

13ou Ange, doimoz-moi la main. 

When he had finished, I said, “He hasn't made a single 
mistake; ” hut Aunt Mary said nothing at all. Shegavo a 
jsigh and went up to Jolm and hugged liiin, and then she 
crept out of Iho room just as quietly as she camo in. 

Altruism. 

“Mr. anil Miss-have gone for a nn.iilti to To Arnlu ami ltotorus 

for 1 ho benefit of Mrs.-'a health."— M-u' Xtuhnid Mail. * 

We aro always ready to dash off to the ltiviera for the 
benefit of the health of any of our readors. 

Overheard at Tilbury Sock Station. 

Striker (to Strikc-brealier) : “ What are you doing down 
here, taking the bread out of my poor wife's mouth'.’ ” 

Shi lie-breaker: “ What about my poor wife ? Don’t you 
think sho's got a mouth too ? ” 

.“Yesterday no less tliail three accidents writ caused by motorists 
startling people by Marina; their hums, in one case the start caused 
by a horn made ft child tremble and cut. her head open. In tlie other 
tuo, midden blasts of Hie horn caused people to stand ati.l and be 
charged.”— Dooms .1 i/vs Standard. , 

The chauffeurs must-have taken them for accumulators. 
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„ „ ours. I have ascertained that we didn’t] “ A delightful dance," she responded, 

BALLS CATERED FOR. oven write out the invitations oursolves., as if slio had known him all her life, 

“ And this,” I said, leading the dear By the way, I suppose you were invited,] or, at any rate, had mot him before, 
but anonymous lady back to the woren't youBeautiful flowers. If it would not 
dancing room,—“ this is the point at I nodded proudly. j be troubling you too much, 1 should 

which, however little we may have “ Apparently,” continued Mr. Vorry, j like ..." 

agreed with each'other in the past, our in a imppy and irresponsible manner, j "A partner? Cortainly. Bo you 

faces break suddenly into amicable " all this to-do is the result of a live know Mr. Kpurgeon ? ” said ho briskly, 

expressions anil we thank each other 1 minutes’ conversation with the Stores, indicating me. 
cordially.” Her arm loft mine and. Very likely a tout came round to our “ Yes.” 

her face took on a next-please look.,back-door and extracted an ovdoi* for "And don't earo for him? Very 
“Thank you, indeed,” 1 concluded. |a Ball (moderate and iuclusivo terms) good; I’ll get you another. Wo’vo 
Disliking loneliness, sho wanted to, from the cook. At any rate we've a largo assortment in stock in the 
keep mo by her till her next partner dono nothing, and it isn't our fault; smoking-room.” And ho hurried off, to 
camo along. “ Fo» what '1" she asked.' that the drawing-room is full of Italian, hurry back again in a minuto with a 
“ For everything,” 1 murmured, with 1 Breton, Servian, French, Prussian/mock Nubian, 
a look full of meaning. Now, there Franco-Prussian, Turko- Italian ami > “Miss Er-cr-m,” ho said formally, 


was in fact no meaning at all, and 11 Norwegian Peasants.” 
had nought to thank hor- 

for, except an arid opinion' _ - .. 

on tho musical comedy 
of the day. Butdissim- 

conduct of the ball-room. 

" Is llicro nothing else 1 

can do for you before. , kL ? ' D'-'' /. //T" 

wo part?” I said. ■ vSJ , tWp-• p 1 ! / S 

“ Would you miml ' LgJgSKr? rt' \ 4 ( v 

telling my husband l |gj||| jA, , 

want him ? ” sho an- Igo ; 

swered, as her next 

dissemble, even ‘when /Jraf 

ourdissimuhtioii is thusi __ _____ _ 

name, I don’t suppose " 

I should have seized it. I '* rT > ’"™" 

Here, again, wo protend I ^ J -' 5,,;s! T,; " :|,|W -' K "« 1111 

to know. So 1 noted j'' l/y^ YEi Mv , KNW . AU , , 
that she was a Nor- , iNK\iAT«ji;r..\i-ii mim:; wc .vr.vr <;i 

wegiau Peasant (for it — - - - -- 

was a fancy-dress affair) and sought| "And so to busines 
out Mr. Vcrry, our genial host. j have a mossage for tin 





James! ti.ieiihj.nk ior the Kirk JJhihvhb. Tub jioi>e is' 

A-llliK !" 

“Yi:«, vEi mv iii.u;, I know; au, is noon time. I'm hv ’moNixo 
THE I INKMATonl'.AI'll li ol'I R J WC Mr,IT OUT THEM HERB HRS'/.” 

and sought j "And so to business,” said I. "l! — 

host. I have a mossage for tho husband of tho j „ .... 


may I iutroduco Mr. Hirer ? ” And ho 

- - 1 was gone. It was all 

, very rapid hut voi y enin- 
| pleto; they scorned to 

£ | j j take to each other at 

fP L ouco. T felt that my 

'fe !-i support was no longer 

% i necessary. 

J , I ; “ For my part," I said, 

it bowing discreetly, “ 1 will 

V I go and see if 1 can find 

i J ; you a husband.” 

L | ‘ "Oh, please don’t 
ft III / trouble,” slio smiled 
Si I* (rather genuinely for a 

Nw'(iO ball-room, I thought), 

k 1» “ this one will do.” 

'4y | Mr. Vorry, having 

'•II If ! been told the truth, 

Mj declares Unit he is always 

}f| x glad to bring a husband 

M ^ atid wifo together again, 

| / and refuses to take any 

i. • / blame. The Stores, bo 
says, having done so 
mb jioii-is jk much, should have dono 

- vlv „ the littlo more and should 

' ' ,1 ° ■’ have provided tho host 

- - as well as tho guests. 


‘ Ah! my young friend,” said he. Norwegian Peasant.” 
lave a cigarette with mo. It is a " Which one? ” 


avc a message ior mo nusnano o. u.e , 1% on llic Bnt 

. .. > lonvegian icasailt. I Cl pfainrd, mis solely un (.lie evidence of s|ii:m). 

"Have a cigarette with mo. It is a “ Which one? ” land in order to obtain a conviclimi on tin 

pleasuro to meet someone I really “ Her with the black hair and the | winmioiw tho same evidence should ho 
know . . . Judging from tho crowd of come-hitlier eye. What’s hor name?" # lvn . 1 - J1|,) *“*> tW'duiv, anno withm iho 
Louis XV. Courtiers, Indian Mahouts, I Mr. verry laughed bitterly, “hood Tht Anionir 

Egyptian Natives, Apaches, Pierrots; heavens man” lie declared, "how Not s0 much of your obsolete Norman- 
and, ho looked at roe/‘what-nots . . . .should 1 know ? I m a stranger hero, ^reneh nloaso. 

"One forgets as the evening goes "Then,” said I, "I must temporize ’ 1 __J_ 

on that one is being a lunatic,” I oh- with the deserted wife,” 

served, jingling my jester's hells. "I Some time later I met her again, "After a Birmingham to Loudon expires lmd 

dare say it is the sumo in many an and she was. very reproachful and '^^SeWiiiLe 

asylum. .clamorous for husbands. Do you ubmit threefeet in lengthlyiuguiumthehmok<’- 

“By the way, havo you noticed;think anything can have happened hex. , 

that — that someone is giving a daneo to him ? ” I asked. “ Run over, per- The heat of tho box rouUl it, and it fell on 
hero?” haps? I’ve done a little destruction t0 u‘?. , , 

Which reminds mo, said T, I myftelt this evening. J3ut heie 8 Mr. j^kod up from the trough by tho first engine, 
have to ask you, as tho host . . Verry. Perhaps he has news.” mid was forced out when the tank was foil. - ’ 


Egyptian Natives, Apaches, Pierrots, 
and,” ho lookod at me, “what-nots . . .” 

"One forgets as the evening goes 
on that one is being a lunatic,” I ob¬ 
served, jingling my jester's hells. “ I 


that—that someone is giving a daneo to him ? ” I asked, 
hero?” haps? I’ve done i 

“ Which reminds me,” said T, " I myself this evening 
have to ask you, as tho host . . Verry. Perhaps he 

"A moment, my son. You jump at Mr. Verry camo 


Verry. Perhaps he lias news.” 

"A moment, my son. You jump at Mr. Verry camo up looking'very l)v.Uin Ecmhtj llcmbh 

conclusions. I didn’t say wc wore genial. “Delighted to see you,” he Not bad as a snake-story, hut we 
giving a dance. Obviously none of the said to hor. " Awfully good of you to think tho title, " A Bad • tempered 
•flowers, food, servants or bandsmen are come. AU your people well? ” Donkey,” was ill-ebosen. 
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THE PUFF ADROIT. 

(.1 propos of the reference in a recent 

novel to a saleable commodity made 

by a member of the novelist's family.) 

i. 

Lady Marjorie was always in her 
element in directing a picnic. She 
took a piece of paper and a pencil 
and began to enumerate the articles. 

“ First mustard," she said. " Then salt.” 

“Oh, no," said Connie Wildrake. 
“Surely they don’t come so soon. 
Bread and butter before thoso.” 

“ No," replied Lady Marjorie. “ You 
put down first the things most likely 
to ho overlooked. That's one of my 
picnic principles. Another is never to 
leajvo the house without seeing that 
everything has been put in the car. 
And tho third is always to take one of 
Pohlrone’s hams." • 

“ Oh, Marjorie, how clever you are!" 
Connie gurgled. 

n. 

I iord Bognor started as she uttered 
tho words, so fateful and so dear. 

“ Could she mono them " he asked 
himself; and Ids mute agony caused 
her to say them again. 

Then in rapture ho sank on his 
knees bofore her and flung away his 
cigarette; hut remombering that it was 
a “ Pyramid," ho picked it up again. 

m. 

“ Halt! " smippetl Colonel Wannop, 
and the whole party slopped as though 
struck by lightning. 

“ Full length!" lie shot at us through 
his clenched teeth, and wo dropped 
instantly on our hands and knees in 
the long grass. 

“Don't stir! " ho hissed. 

A few moments of awful suspense i 
passed and then suddenly tho Colonel's ; 
rillo rang out. ! 

"It’s all right,” ho said; “I’vo 1 
bagged him. It was a scout. *See,” 
said tho man of iron as he led us to ; 
tho dead body of our foe. “ The foolish i 
fellow: he used Phoebus polish for his 
boots. How could I help seeing him 
oven three miles away ? " 



/A run Is. 

^ i 


loHllff in/:. • • Itt T 'ill Vi’s \EEY r.M'KN.'llE, l>l'UI.U.H A< H ’.s IX SU.VyiN. l-s'f ir!” 

"Wia.i.. M.W'.m, it is axii it isn’t, as vuc mhhit say. Wiivi turn the 
KIIENCH imillKMSil AX1I WIIAT NUT, HIE WIlICI A1SI.KS I HAT l s|il> I'O HE HIT III -EAsON ARE 
IN, AMI THEM THAT IS IN Is m'T, OW1NII TO HIE IILMAMI lull THE Al I'llllU-.” 


“ Sing to us,” said Mrs. Mailer in those 
soft but imperious tones which few over 
dared to disobey, and Mariamne, like 
one hypnotized, glided gracefully to¬ 
wards the piano and, after a brief 
prelude, broke into a passionate melody. 
It had the waywardness of Debusst, 
the austerity of Brahms, and the ecstasy 
of Schubert, and withal an accent of 
intimate poignanoywhioh none of these 
masters nas ever attained. As the 
last notes died away, the listeners Bat 
entranced yet perplexed. At last the 


silence was broken by Lord Rolling. 
“Who is that by?" ho said in a low 
voice, too much moved to care for the' 
niceties of grammar. “It must he 1 
oither the devil or Yolney Sloshor.”; 
“You have got it in two,” replied! 
Mariamne; “it is not the devil. 13ul,’’j 
she went on, “ Slosher does not. depend' 
solely on his interpreter. Tho instru-; 
mont is more than half tho battle. I j 
ean never do him justice unless I am j 
singing to one of Breitwald’s overstrung j 
polyphonic grands.” j 

v. 

As Bertram returned from chapel, | 
where ho woro his brand-new surplice j 
with tho ingenuous modesty of a fresh- j 
man, he found his breakfast laid for | 
him and Mrs. Brisket, his bed-maker, 
bringing in the teapot. “ I think 'ere’s 
hevovytnink you want, Sir," Bhe ob¬ 
served in a bibulous whisper, “ except 


the marmerlade. Mr. Boker, who had 
these rooms last term, ’e was very 
partickler about his marmerlade, so I 
thought as ’ow I’d wait and see before 
1 bordered any for you." “Thank 
you, ’ said Bertram, flushing like a girl, 

“ but I’ve brought some with me," and 
lie took from a cupboard a pot of 
Hooper’s Golden Andalusian Blend, 
and proudly placed it on tho tablo. 

“ Well, I never!" exclaimed Mrs. Bris¬ 
ket, and flounced out of tho room. 

Commercial Candour. 

“JLssrs. -- TcV?uijpo will render dear , 
and distinct objects almost invisible to the naked | 
eye.”— Aitrfrtisc„i-iit. 

As used by Nelson at the Battle of 
Copenhagen. 

Commercial Ambiguity. 

“ For Sale, useful Pony; no further use." 

A'ict. fit “StajfmWtir} Chronicle." 
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COARSE FISHERS. 

(An Otic J'or their Opening.) 

Come, ye good sons of St. Izaak, come hack to the billow, 

Como with your winches and wands stiff as poles of a 
coach, 

Come with the campstool and bait-box -the wind’s in the 
willow, 

Deep in the swims there be barbel and gudgeon and 
roach; 

Ay, and the perch, the pugnacious—what hard-fighting 
fire is his!— 

And, ’mid the daisies where sit our riparian rank, 

There where the euekoo-flower grows among orchis and 
irises, . 

Now shall we lift thorn exulting nglcam to the bank! 

Sneer if ye will, 0 ye takers of tunny and tarpon; 

Sniff, artful experts of Itehen full pliant of wrist; 

Ye who do cast along Spey, some incrediblo scarp on, 

Jeer at the gents witli the gentles as oft as yo list; 

Say that wo angle as Cockneys in crowds and in billy¬ 
cocks, 

You who aro "strictly preserved,” and whose rentals 
run high; 

Yet we've the keenness that waits from the dawn when 
the shrilly cocks 

Challenge the rose-clouded East till the beetles boom by! 

Bless you, we don't care a sixpence so long as you’ll leave 
us 

Down by a pond or a river (old Thames docs for me), 

We who do worship the Tritons—good fellows who thieve 
us 

One day a week from the Fates and provide that it's 
“ free;" 

What if we re duffel’s who go to keep high day and 
holiday 

Perched on a populous bank or by fours in a boat 

Little care we if we may, for a sober and solid day, 

Watch by a watcr-borno quill or a corpulent float! 


THE CIVIL SERVICE. 

Dear Mr. Punch,—I am a mild man, but even a 
worm will turn. 

My wife was reading Punch last night, when suddenly 
slie ceased to laugh and burst into tears. On inquiry 1 
found in an article an insinuation that Civil Servants do 
no work. 

Now I, dear old chap, have the misfortune to be a Civil 
Servant. It may be that your joke has some foundation 
in one or two branches of the Servico, but, alas! not in 
mine. I have often sighed of late years for a comparatively 
restful job, such as that of an author or an editor, but it 
is now too late to change. 

I belong, you see, to the Customs and Excise Depart¬ 
ment, and my official hours, approved by the heads of my 
department and Lloyd George, are from about 6 a.m. to 
11 f.m. It is true I have the rest of the day to myself; 
but it isn’t so very much, is it ? especially as I have to 
work on Sundays as well, in order to get through arrears. 

It is really our own fault, of courso; we are such willing 
fellows and so adaptable. No matter what Act of Parlia¬ 
ment comes along, our department, being spread about over 
the country, gets it all, or a share of it. Consequently, 
having to administer Acts, or parts of Acts, relating to 
licences, brewors, clubs, old age pensions, motor spirit, 
methylators, agricultural returns, income tax (to mention 


only a few), and now getting a part of the Insurance Bill 
added, we really do a little. I may mention incidentally 
that the baby, Aged two, doesn’t know me, having seen me 
only once or twida during her existence, while I am in¬ 
formed that my son, aged six, a short time ago invited 
his mother to give him some particulars about “ that man 
who lives with us.” Of course, old man, you couldn't lie 
oxpected to know this, but you will understand how my 
wifo felt about it. 

Perhaps in future you could see your way clear to 
appoint a sub-editor to keep a special look-out for Civil 
Service jokes, and then put an asterisk, with a foot-note, 
and a word of explanation about the Customs and Excise? 
If you could, I 'in sure all our fellows will be very grateful. 
Mcanwhilo I shall not, of course, withdraw my subscription, 
as our acquaintance is too long-standing to bo severed by 
a littlo omission on your part. 

I fegrot I cannot append my name-to this, but if you 
could find space to print it in its entirety 1 shall know 
how sorry you feel about it. 

Yours faithfully, 

“More in SAhrow than in Anger.” 


BOOKS THAT WILL LAST. 

(A Publisher's List of the Future.) 

["The liook is emphatically one of those that ought to hr jointed 
in lctteis of j>i>hl, oi, still move to the pui'liuse, on tablets of enduring 
lmiss,— llirhaid Whitting, of 'Tin. Ihiily Xnrs titid Ism ter.'" 

Fro,i, Mis.ii*. Jhut's List of dfrimj Hook*. J 

LANG’S LIST OF LASTING LITERATURE. 

THE SHRINES OF SHROPSHIRE. By A. Sinclair 
Haddock. Square demy 8vo, .£4 4s. Oil. net. 
Printed in silvor on thin ferro - concrete slabs. 
Practically indestructible. 

“ The hook is a writable, triumph both in the alisliact and in 
tile cuuerete ."—hi iisiiujtoll Xnrs. 


THE POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF PETER PQP- 
PLEWELL. Edited by Lucas Dean. Engraved 
on lacquered brass. Ornamental capitals designed 
by Sir George Frampton. Total weight only 3 cwt. 
Large crown 8vo, £29 net. 

“The brass alone is worth the money."— Oban Tinas. 
“Kings true from cover to cover.”— Atheuaum. 


LONDON'S UNDERGROUND. By Thomas Burrow. 
Demy 8vo, £7 net. Printed in gold on white 
enamelled iron. Marble covers. 

"This is emphatically one of those ltooks which should he 
produced in raised letters of imperishable bronze, protected, if 
necessary, with tire-resisting wired glass.” 

Jiichard Whitting, of " The Daily Xcics and Leader." 


IT OOULDN’T HAVE HAPPENED BEFORE. By 

Morgan do Williams. Printed in fast colours 
on 6x6 glazed tiles. Suitable for bath-rooms, 
dairies, etc. 12s, per yard super. 

"... a hook beaut iful for its cleanliness, its lovable verbosity 
and its eminently washable qualities ,"—Manchester Guardian. 

“ Mr. do 'Williams’ latest book is, in our opinion, superior to 
any of thojso-callcd much-advertised washable distempers." 

The Builder and Decorator. 

LANG AND CO., LTD., LONDON. 
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THE “HUNDRED YEARS AGO" CRAZE. 

1,11 IrK-l iniXD I'DMI'KilTLON’ AT HM.EY, 21 YAKIH V \\Y MCHI-). 


Sj* ’* 


PHANTOMS. 

(Wttilsn in the faint hope that it may meet the eye of her whom i 


it jiwu'.ipally eonecnii.) 


Nothing 1 know of their forms ami their faces, ; 

lingers no imago to charm or porplex, 

Only 1 staro at these starch-stiffened cases, 

Only my spirit I vex, 

Wondering who wero the bounders Hint liked the embraces 
Of theso round their necks. 

Blithe were their hearts, or distracted by dolours ? 

Moved they at all in Society's squash ? 

Fools or philosophers, pedants or scholars, 

Actors or writers of tosh ? 

Ono thing 1 know, and one only, that I have the collars ! 
They sent to tho wash. ' 

Vain to pursuo them with empty surmises, j 

Still, as I gaze at this glamorous store 
Of necklets not mine, yet again there arises 1 

The question l ask you once more--- i 

Who wero they, thoso fellows, who took such im- ! 
possihlo sizes ? i 

Yes, that is tho bore. j 

I 

I have called this ono William’s. Dear William's is dotted j 
With pntchos of brown; I can picture his laugh ; 

A plethoric person was Bill, whose carotid 
Demands an eighteen and a-half. 

But Albert—how different was Albert 1 As lithe as tho 
spotted 

And stately giraffe. 


And Henry's has butterfly wings, and he held ’em 
Not worst of their kind when he went out to tea, 

Or donned them for dinner (lie donned them not, 
seldom; i 

They’re frayed at iho edges) -what glee . 

Must have lighted the lace ot the warlock, tho haggard 
old beldam > 

Who dumped them on me! 

She mixes them up, I suppose, in a barrel, 

And takes them au random and laughs if there fall 
To a broker of stocks a musician's apparel: 

But cream of her joys is to gall 
The hack of the neck of a Irani as it opens to carol 
At Phoebus's call. 

She dooms mo fo alien tokens and pledges. 

To torques of outsiders, that none of them lit; 

For over I purchase now jugular hedges, 

For over they vanish and Bit; 

I do not want Reginald's collars, and probably Reggie's 
Been cursing a bit. 

But there's ono little chap that, in spile of the chances, 

I get fairly often - his shape is divine, 

He comforts my throat with his tender advances, 

I Vo christened him Frank's, and l twine 
In my rosiest garland of idylls tho fancy that Francis* 

Has got one of mine. Evois. • 1 
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ROOSEVELT DAY BY DAY. 

Oyster Bay, Thursday.—Mr. Roose¬ 
velt lias announced to-dav, through 
Judge Tinkler, of Ephesus, Me., that 
ho is iu favour of infant suffrage, and 
that the platform which ho will submit 
to the Chicago Convention will contain 
an absolutely unreserved declaration to 
that effect. 

Judge Tinkler, in communicating 
the above statement, added that Mr. 
Roosevelt had beon induced to tako 
this definite stand by what Lord 
Avebury had written on " The Child is 
Father of the Man.” Feeling as he 
did like a two-year-old, he was con¬ 
vinced that an immeasurable advantage 
to the country would bo gained by 
placing the ballot in the hands of 
babies. 

Oyster Bay, Fiiday. —Mr. Roose¬ 
velt has intimated through General 
Biffer, of Utica, Pa., that ho is in favour 
of imposing a super-tax on all golfers. 

General Biffer in explanation of the 
alxpro statement, added that Mr. Roose¬ 
velt had been lod to adopt this attitude 
lty overhearing Mr. Rockefeller’s 


FIRST AID^ 

language on the links after missing the 
globe three times running. He was 
convinced by this experience that the 
moral tone of tho country would gain 
in uplift by penalising indulgence in 
a pastime which was so provocative of 
objurgation. 

Oyster Bay, Saturday.—Nr. Roose¬ 
velt lias autliorised Colonel Nahum 
Quiddle, of Smyrna, Mo., to announce 
that lie is in favour of a grant to supply 
all tho public schools in tho United 
States with free chewing gum. 

Colonel Quiddle went on to explain 
that Mr. Roosevelt had boon prompted 
to tako this momentous step by his 
studios in anthropology, which proved 
that only those races which system¬ 
atically exercised 'their jaws had left 
their mark on tho world's history. It 
should he the ambition of every true 
American to be able to say that he hod 
never bitten off more than he could 
chow. 

Oyster Bay, Sunday.— Mr. Roose¬ 
velt has commissioned Bishop Hiram 
P. Blott, of Damascus, N.J., to state 
that he is in favour of a State subsidy 
providing every adult American with 


a suitable sum to contribute lo the 
weekly collections jn church or chapel. 

Bishop Bloit added that Mr. Roose¬ 
velt bad been moved to this declara¬ 
tion by his own experiences in early 
youth, when on more than one occasion 
he had been reduced to placing buttons 
in tho bag- Ho was fully convinced 
that the country would gain in self- 
respect by the removal of such humili¬ 
ating temptations. 

Oyster Bay, Monday.— Mr. Otis 
Conger, of Snakesvillo, Ga., has been 
empowered by Mr. Roosevelt to state 
that he (Mr. Roosevelt) is in favour 
of non-contributory pousions of five 
dollars a week for all boys and girls 
between the ages of eight and eighteen. 

Mr. Conger, in conveying tho above 
announcement, made it clear that Mr. 
Roosevelt had beon induced to take 
this definite stand by the representa¬ 
tions of his son Khbmit. “When I 
had no pocket-money,” he told his 
father, “ there was no crime of which 
I felt myself incapable.” Mr. Roose¬ 
velt is dead sure that the supplying of 
this long-felt want will add electrifying 
vim to the rising generation. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary ok Tory, M.P. 



Home of Commons, Monday, June 10. 
—Hearty cheer from Ministerialists as 
Pm mb Minister briskly enters from 
behind Speaker's Chair and soats him¬ 
self on Treasury Bench. Back from 
Mediterranean by way of Bay of Biscay, 
bis faco ruddy with sea breezes. Has 
unconsciously assumed slightly rolling 
gait peculiar to those who go down to 
the sea in ships. Also finds it impossi¬ 
ble to rofrain from hitching up his 
trousers afore and ahint, as sailors do, 
more especially on the stago. Almost 
expected as ho passed Speaker's Chair 
ho would turn aside and, touching 
his forelock, report to Mr. Lowtheh, 
“Come aboard, Sir." Settling down 
into his old seat before brass-hound 
box, relaxed into landsman manner, pre¬ 
sently rising, Question paper in hand, 
to mako the short answer that doos not 
always turn away wrath. 

As all the world knows, Parliament 
just now exceptionally pressed with load 
of work. Arranged that there shall bo 
Autumn Session to wind up on Christ¬ 
mas Eve. More than probable, cer¬ 
tainly if nocessary, it will run into 


The ITu.mikk, eh»h i rum the rkixy. 

next year. In such circumstances 
reasonable to suppose that every 
moment of time would be jealously 
safeguarded, every hour rigorously put 
to useful purpose. What happened 
to-night throws lurid light on way we 
have at Westminster. 

First Order of Day consideration of 
Government of India Bill on Report 
stage and proposal for Third Heading. 
Bill having passed Second Reading and 
Committee, wherein full discussion was 
permitted, only exceptional circum¬ 
stances would justify fresh debate on 
later stages. Exceptional circum¬ 
stances truly there were. Bill legalises 
changes in Government of India, uota- 
bly removal of capital from Calcutta to 
Delhi, dramatically disclosed last Ses¬ 
sion in message received from IDs 
Majesty, at tho time on a visit to India. 
But as Ronaldshay shrewdly pointed 
out, discussion at this stage must needs 
be academic. Previsions of Bill already 
in operation, having received Royal 
assont in fashion closer akin to methods 
of Plantagenet sovereignty than to Par¬ 
liamentary customs of to-day. 


Delightfully characteristic of House 
of Commons' ways that, having thus 
pointed out that speoch-makiug was 
sheer waste of time, Ronaldshay pro¬ 
ceeded to deliver address of considerable 
length. Happily situation too palpa¬ 
bly absurd for unduo prolongation. 
After brief reply from Montagu, who 
as Under Secretary for India succeeds 
in hitherto almost impossible feat of 
interesting House in affairs of his 
department, Bill read a third time 
without division. 

Business done. — Government of 
India Bill, and what is known by 
grimly picturesque title, White Slave 
Traffic Bill, advanced on way to Statute 
Book. 

House of Loids, Tuesday. — Weary 
Titans of Legislature returned to their 
labours after brief Whitsun holiday. 
Met at customary hour with no other 
sigu of anything unusual astir save 
exceptionally crowded gathering. In * 
due time there came familiar procession 
of Loro Chancellor to the Woolsack. 
Mace-bearer led the way; wigg&l and 
gowned Lord Chancellor follo’ied; 
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the rear brought up by Purse-Bearer 
—an arrangement indicative of fore¬ 
sight of a generation long since dead 
and buried. Idea that, if pressing 
need of personal refreshment or oppor¬ 
tunity for bestowing benefactions'befell 
on the way from robing room to Wool¬ 
sack, Loan Chancellor should have 
at hand the wherewithal to meet it. 

Watching procession, suddon wonder 
filled the eyes of lookers-on. In respect 
of central figure, wig and gown were 
all right. They were the appanages 
of Loreburn, daily seen through Ses¬ 
sions stretching over six years and a 
half. But the gait was different, and tho 
Loan Chancellor seemod to havo 
gained in girth what he lost in height. 
When he reached tho Woolsack, faced 
about and sat down, the secret was out. 

It was Haldane, but yesterday 
Secretary of State for War! 

Never in Parliamentary history was 
there executed such quick change. 
Vanished from view honcatli full- 
bottomed wig was tho carefully cul¬ 
tured wisp of hair drooping over tho 
massive brow. At rest was the right 
hand, long accustomed from tiino to 
time, mechanically it seemed, to stretch 
across to the left hip as if in search of 
sword hilt. When llio War Lord 
seated himself oti Treasury Bench 
in the Commons keen observers de¬ 
tected cautious withdrawal of the heels, 
as if lie, feared his spurs (which by 
the way he never wore in the House) 
might catch in somo impediment. 
On tho Woolsack this apprehension 
vanished. 

His helmet now a hive for bees, 
Napoleon li. IIat.dvne lias gone to St. 
Helena, where Punch finally leaves him. 
In his place sits Viscount Haldane, 
Lord Chancellor of tho Realm. 

That “good Americans when they 
diego to Paiis "is a familiar observation. 
That good Liberals when they go to the 
House of Lords are apt to drift over 
to Conservative camp is a phenomenon 
not less certain of development. Study 
in this school of metamorphosis finds 
in recent times nothing more striking 
than case of Lohbburn. To those who 
knew “Bon” Reid in the Commons 
during the Eighties announcement of 
his promotion to Woolsack had im¬ 
mediate consequence vulgarly described 
as taking away the breath. It was 
C.-B. who, forming his first Ministry, 
did it. Disposition at first to regal'd 
step as exuberant flash of canny 
humour. So .extreme was the Radical¬ 
ism of the Member for Dumfries that 
lie regarded Uarcoubt with distrust 
on account of suspected Whigism and 
was restless under evidenco of innate 
Conservatism in Gladstone. To select 
hiqj as President of a Chamber the 


vast majority of whose Members arc 
Tories of tho deepest dye must, it was 
said, be either a studied insult or an 
extravagant joke. 

Turned out that in his judgment of 
men C.-B. was even shrewder than was 
thought. The subtle influence that 
tills and dominates House of Lords 
wrought its accustomed miraclo. In 
incredibly short period of time tho tor- 
magant Radical was tamed iuto tho 
courtly Lord Chancellor, pride of the 
Bishops' Bench, idol of our old nobility, 
stem repressor of astonied Liberals in 
town and country who, wlion they bad 
put their men in power, presumed 
to take it for granted that tho Loud 
Chancellor would do something to 










“ His helmet now a hive for bees.’’ 

redress the balance between Liberals 
and Conservatives on the Magisterial 
Bench, left a little askow hy prolonged 
and beneficent patronago of Lord 
Halsbuhy. 

Bum net a done .—Irish Creamerios and 
Dairy Produce Bill read a second time. 

“Dear me!" said the new Lord 
Chancellor when Clerk at Table 
recited Order of the Day, “ the Irish 
Quostiou follows me even here." 

Friday. — Striking testimony to 
wealth of matorial at disposal of Prime 
Minister that ho was able at sudden 
call to reconstruct his Ministry on 
retirement of Lorebcrn. Only three 
days sinco Haldane took bis seat on 
Woolsack. Already shows himself as 
much at home there as if he had been 
bom within its recesses. The Marine 
of the Ministry, ready to go anywhere 
and do anything, ho made for himself 
a place in history by his administra¬ 
tion of the War Office. As Envoy- 


Extraordinary on a peace mission to 
Berlin, he acquitted himself so well 
that the public readily accepted re- 
pbrk that lie would presently assume 
functions of accredited ambassador to 
that capital. Nominated to the Lord 
Chancellorship, lie is accepted in both 
political camps as tho ideal man for 
the post. 

For successor at head of War Office 
Premier found Seely conveniently at 
hand. Before announcement of his 
promotion was officially made the 
House with one consent nominated 
him. He has been one of the most 
conspicuous successes of a singularly 
gifted Ministry. Appointment is as 
popular in tho House as it will bo with 
soldiers, who like to sco ono of them¬ 
selves placed at tho head of Army 
affairs. 

Business done. - 1 -Debate on Muni¬ 
cipal Corporations (Qualification of 
Clorgj men) Bill as amended in Stand¬ 
ing Committee. Lansiiuuy’s motion 
for closure defeated. 


“The cartloii is rilled ‘Tho (ion in Prussia. 
The cm toon i» called ‘The round Hie Kaiser's 
bed counsel him to bo calm and reflect. Unit he 
(hies lint rule ns they did ‘liv divine rib'll I,' Inti, 
is merely the head of the business him of 
Germany and Cu.''—J/um/i. sbT OmmUvn. 

Tho cartton's name is crisper, but 
tho cartoon’s will, no doubt, appeal 
to many. 

“Around Muncy engaged in a three-liull 
match at. Minefield, to-day, idaving the best hall 
of Mr. Hubert Maxwell aim Mr. ,1. K. Laidlay. 
Maxwell and Laidlay turned up mid were 
dormyat tho seventeenth."—A’mfiiig AVivs, 

We are very glad these gentlemen 
turned up. It would have been a poor 
three-ball match without them. 


“Doctor Forestalled" is the feli¬ 
citous, heading of a paragraph in The 
Devon and Exeter Gazette describing 
the sudden death of an elderly man 
while on his way to soe Ids medical 
adviser. 

A Sporting Offer. 

“Til conclusion, Mr. Alton said he should bo 
pleased to como back at any time to marry any 
of tho young people or to officiate at the burial 
of any of tlic old stalwart s of t he Church.” 

// 'Unstable, Times. 

The Filmy Side of Life. 

From the advertisement of a Lanca¬ 
shire Cinema Palaoo 

“Sins of our Tathkiis 
2,500 feet i,ono.” 

Local Veto at Lagos. 

"Tho bar was closed on Tuesday and yester¬ 
day, and shipping is bsing greatly incon¬ 
venienced.”— ltcuter. 
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I'OINT OF MEW, 


TO MILKMAIDS IN ABSENCE. 

fA iiolioc.ihlc flat ini' . , . is 1 tin almost, entire link of milkmaids.— 
JI'jk’i'I 'J a "liiriwt Ji'ir" i'i '' idhj In.ld iii a Miil/i,ml lm <•„. j 

Hetukn, 0 maidens, you that lend the kine 
(Or diil so) in the vales of Arcadie, 

Return. Bereft of you the homesteads pine. 

The cattle, feeding on the luscious lea, 

Wait for their Mary, having had her tea, 

To call them home, and lowingly deplore 
j The hour that erst relieved them of their slot a. 

■ Anon, in gloomy file they wander back; 

But whore is now the milkmaid with her pails 
T’ allay their drum-like tautness ? Untaught Jack 
Only remains, who desperately fails, 

Trying all means, whereof not one avails 
(Clothes-pins included), till tho sudden hoof 
Shoots forth and lifts him, screaming, to thereof. 

Now, too, Bamu'tas and the shepherd swains 
No more with pretty ribbon deck their crooks; 

„ No more they tako considerable pains 

To wasli their faces and improvo their looks 
With costumes d la Watteau, as in books; 

Nor do they, in their lighter moods, devote 
Hours to the practice of the fluty oat. 

For you, 0 maidens, you have gono away; 

Iiavo goue, and left the uncouth swain small chance 
To air his graces 'neath tho westering day, 

And, with rude relish, thrid the mazy dance. 

Tho village green is void; now, with sad glance, 

The local fiddler turns away, to drown 
JIis idle sorrows at the Cat and Crown. 


O Phyllis, Chloe, while you may, return; 

Nor linger, Daphne; all the countryside 
Await you. That gay town for which you yearn 
Is not for you. Nay, cold ones, by your pride 
L charge you, is it well to thrust aside 
The crown that men have placed upon your brows 
As the sole women not afraid of cows ? 

And oh, bethink you, 'twas this very milk 
(As a complexion-wash) that lent its aid 
To make your faces rosy, sett as silk 
And smooth and, if it subsequently made 
Butter for us, w hat matter ? Who s afraid 
The veriest cynic would the more enjoy 
That lubricant for its so dear employ. 

Dim-Dim. 

j ■■■■., - , . S 

"In Hit course of liis sermon the vicar said they at St. Saviour's 
felt honoured in their service, that morning hy the presence of so many 
who were devoting their gifts and business propensities and educational 
■nudities to advance the moral, commercial, and intellectual, and in many 
i ways, lie might sav, the spiritual welfare of their great and historic city. 

j ’ Him the dull hours with-'s ToHco de Luxe." 

I Tin Clifton Chronicle and DicnlODj. 

Any vicar who preaches for hours must expect this sort of 
comment. 

"One of Viy’s e.uliost sailing strokes was made to long leg. a tail 
from Noiirso being skilfully played between tins legs of the bat-men- .: 
genuine old-fashioned leg glide from on* of l’oglev's deliveries.’* 

HirMionhn.it 7W. 

Tho man who can play two howlers at ones between the 
legs of both batsmen is the man for our money, 

" A ihrce-'piartiT Million’s (.'oat.'* Front n London Hide Cidnhuinf, 

It might suit some one elite's aunt, hut ours plays full 
back. 
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THE BEWILDERER. 

Somehow I always lmvo shopping 
to do in tlio village. If it isn't a ball 
of string or a pencil or a postal order 
for onc-and-six, it is pretty sure to 
be a shoe-horn, stamps, vaseline or 
shaving soap. 1 suppose I never get 
iny stuff in sufficient quantities; il 
can’t bo light that I should spend so 
great a part of iny time buying footling 
little tilings like these. 

However, I don’t, really mind buying 
things; what I do object to is having 
the weather expounded to mo at length 
in every shop in succbssion. I wish 
"they would leave it alone.' The only 
■ way to be happy in our climate is to 
forget about it. 1 have tried cordially 
agreeing with them—but that only 
eggs them on. 1 have tried flatly 
contradicting them — a policy which 
must have home fruit iii time, had I 
not found that, it was making me 
unpopular and therefore abandoned it. 

Then 1 embarked upon a more subtle 
method--a blend of the other two— 
calculated neither to irritate nor to 
encourage, but rather to bewilder. And 
here I found success. 

1 tried it ou Mrs. Hughes (pencils) 
lirst. She. said it was a beautiful day, 
wasn't itNice to 'avc a look 
at the 6un again. . . . And 'ow warm 
for the time of 'ear! 

Yes, 1 replied, as if weighing my 
words, it certainly was a beautiful 
; morning and very warm, oppressive 
' indeed; and yet—I paused—at the 
! same time there was something rather 
] bleak about it. Didn't Mrs. Hughes 
think so? Raw, you know. 

“Ob, yes, 1 ' Mrs. Hughes replied 
unhlushitigly; “but there—wliat can 
\ou expect? 11 

Then I tried Kemp (nail-brushes). 
Ho was still more ready to meet me 
half-way, for when lie had drawn at¬ 
tention to the balmy nature of the 
morning and I had retorted that 1 
fully agreed with him, but all the same 
I hoped we should have no sled, lie 
said he hoped so too, hut tiiat was the 
danger. He then tried to change the 
subject, hut I wasn't finished with him 
yot. I told him that I had found il 
very close and sultry coming up the 
hill” and he said he didn’t wonder at 
it. In his opinion it was a day to 
keep in the shade. “Quite so,"said I; 
“ and yet 1 noticed quite a biller 
feeling in the air. Very bracing, of 
course! ” 

Wh?n I told Mrs. Lane (luggage 
labels) that it was long since we had 
had such a sweltering, biting day she 
retorted tiiat that was oxactly what 
she hp,d said to Lane. She had “passed 
the very remark." That made mo feel 


that I wasn’t making much headway. 
All tho samo the cure has taken efl'eofc. 
After porsevering for two or throe days 
I began to notice a change, and by. 
now Mrs. Hughes will studiously avoid 
mentioning a thunderstorm _ that is 
raging at the very moment of my 
entrance, Kemp talks glibly about, tlie 
cricket match of the previous Saturday 
or tho Government “up in London," 
and Mrs. Lane senes me in smiling 
silence. 

1 am beginning to think that much 
may bo dono by elaborating and ex¬ 
tending the system. Already 1 have 
enjoyed further successes. I was 
travelling one day alone in a third- 
class covjie. I was determined to keep 
tho carriage lo myself, partly because 
L hul my feet up, partly becauso I 
wanted to smoke (and it was not a 
smoker), hut chiefly liecausc I always 
want to keep things to myself. Every¬ 
one does. At the first stop tho huge 
form of a woman with a massive basket 
appeared iu the open doorway and 
began to heave itself on to tho step. 

L leant towards her. 

"Excuse me,” I said confidentially, 
diffidently, “ I suppose you didn't notice, i 
but as a matter of fact" -I waved my ■ 
hand in an explanatory manner—“this [ 
is a C’iiijw ! i am very sorry." 

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Sir," she 
replied, and departed covered with 
confusion. 

Hut 1 regard as a still greater success 
i he timo when J was caught trespassing 
by a most unpleasant looking man with 
a dog. 

“ J iook 'ore!" lie shouted truculently, 
as ho came up to mo brandishing a 
slick. “ Are you aware that this is 
private property ? ’’ 

I assumed my gentle, explanatory, 
exposlulatovy voice, which always coin- 
mauds attention. 

“ Yes, certainly,” I said, " I know 
very well that it is private property 
and 1 smiled very sweetly upon him— 
" but then I am a private individual." 

He looked at me stonily for a moment. 

“ W'y didn' you toll me that before ?" 
he demanded, and went liis way. 


“Ait old nan named AMntt was brought 
into the Nelson Hospital Inst night by the 
Hina which sailed up Waimca street, negoti¬ 
ating College Hill, etc." 

The Colon hi, AVsow, N.%. 
The ambulance, in the meantime, was 
trotting up tho bay, negotiating the 
billows, etc. 


“We use the best materials and the linen is 
treated under the most approved sanitary con¬ 
ditions, where unscrupulous cleanliness is main¬ 
tained."— Adeerlivnitiil of a Model I/iandry, 

This is the kind of cleanliness that is 
next to ungodliness. 


CINEMATICS. 

’Twas a nightmare; to begin, it 
Was a scone of rival crews, 
'Rowing seventy strokes a minute 
In the battle of the Blues; 

Then they took us ( allegretto) 

To a carnival in Spain, , 
Through the'squalor of tho Ghetto 
To a vineyard in Lorraine. 

Geysers, selvas, tundras, gorges ; 

, Bussed before us as we sat; 

Next, a scono of Bacchic orgies •• 

In a paralytic flat, 

With the tenants all a-roeling 
Through the windows or the walls, 
And a catastrophic ceiling • 

That inoviiably falls. 

Tulip, hyacinth and crocus 
■ Bloomed in clumps of quivering 
■ shocn; • 

Steeds oblivious of focus 
Galloped wildly oil the screen; 
Was it these or "Peeps of Norway," 
Taken far, oil! far loo quick, 

That constrained me to the doorway 
Feeling imminently sick? 

There's a twinge about mv liver, 
Tborc's a grinding in my head, 

As I clutch the rugs and shiver 
With.a bottle iu my bed, 

While the doctor eomos to sound me 
With an animated smile 
And the bedroom swirls around mo 
In the bioscopic sly le. 

I have suffered from neuritis 
Aud the sicknesses of note, 

Such as “flu," appendicitis 
And a diphtheritic throat, 

But of all the ills that plague you 
With their bitterness and gall 
’Tis tho cinematic ague 
That's tho vilest of them all. 


“ It scorns a great loss lo us not lo have our 
cliureli clock going. We look up al it every 
day, and forget tbut il cannot 1*11 us tlio time. 
It sc miis to apjicul to us all and ray, lily 
inward {arts greatly need renewing, and will 
you not conic and help me. to sot- them to rights 
once more ?"— Th/nipton 1‘urirlt Magazine. 

We shall be there, without fail, with a 
bottle of oil and a foather. 


“The Transvaal Observatory will in future 
be known as tho Union Observatory, and the 
ollioer-in-eharge will he known as the Uuuu 
Astrologer .”—The lihodesia lfcrald. 

Nativities cast while you wait. 

“ It is announced in the ‘ Government 
Gazette ’ that the Albert Metal has lieen ecu. 
ferred upon an alwiginal in tho Kopcr Kivor 
country, Western Australia, for gallantly dis¬ 
played in saving tho life of a jioliee trooper, who 
was carried away by the current while swimming 
a liver, while convoying an aboriginal who was 
chained to tho police station." 

The Kalal Witnea, 

The old-fashioned millstone (round the 
neck) is cheaper and just as effective. 
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LITERARY GOSSIP. 

Mr. John Murray's production of 
Bthini the Night-light, by a child of 
three years old, means the breakage 
of a great many literary records. 
We are reminded by a contemporary 
that Mrs. Alice M. Diehl, in her 
reminiscences, claims to have pub¬ 
lished a volume of poems, Wild 'Spring 
Flowers, at the ago of eight, which 
was compared by The Literary Gazette 
to Wordsworth. 

But the feat of the Murray infant 
prodigy is further onlmnced when wo 
recall the fact, which has so far escaped 
the notice of our literary sleuthhounds, 
that Mr. Halt, Caine, at the ago of 
seven, published a throe-volume novel 
with the formidable •title of Cromwell 
Hoad; or, The Everlasting Thorough¬ 
fare, This remarkable work, which 
wns dedicated to the Emperor 
NAroLnoN III'., was published by the 
now extinct firm of Blitherlcy and 
Bilger, and elicited a remarkable 
tribute from Iho literary critic of The 
Bermondsey Allienteum. After com¬ 
paring the writer to Thackeray be 
went on, “Whether wo consider the 
punctuation or the plot, this is a novel 
of which no conscientious reviewer can 
fail to observe, " Wo ne’er shall look 
upon its like again! ” 

Another wonderful example of pre¬ 
cocious talent was the first work of Mr. 
Maurice Hewlett, which saw the 
light when its gifted author was only 
six and a-half years old. It was called 
by the singularly original title, The 
| Wardour Street Wonder, and was 
published by the famous firm of Tushcr 
and Tuslier. So remarkable a venture 
did not escapo the lynx-eyed glance of 
The Skihbereen Eagle, which, com¬ 
menting upon the literary prowess of 
the youthful genius, remarked, “ Bedam, 
but this is an eaglet after our own hoart. 
We must koop our eye on him. More 
power to bis aquiline elbow." The 
Skibberccn Eagle, it should also be 
added, compared Mr. Hewlett to 
Obsjan, Burke and T. P. O’Connor, 
who was already beginning to strike 
Grub Street pink. 

The case of Mr. Algernon Asuton 
is perhaps worth noting in tins context. 
His first funeral march, composed in 
memory of a favourite guinoa-pig 
which died from an overdose of rasp¬ 
berry vinegar inadvertently adminis¬ 
tered by its owner, was written when 
Master Ashton was exaotly five years 
and ten months old. what lends 







ZUfil*<***<, 


peculiar interest to this composition 
is the fact that Mr. Ashton's first com¬ 


munication to the press, on Iho habits! 
of guinea-pigs, was made at the same! 
time, and elicited the comment from, 
the late Thomas Carlyle that a new, 
epistolary portent had arisen on tho 
literary horizon who combined the, 
humour of Charles Lamb with the; 
eloquence of Cicero. 

Another A. A. is to lie reckoned 
amongst those who “lisped in num-' 
bers." He was barely five when ho 
wroto his first poem, an “Ode to a 
Yellowhammer,” which began with the 
following memorable stanza:— 

Hail to thee, Yellowhammer, 

Bird of timeful bill, 

YVhoso incwtiuit clamour 


Both I lie woodlands lill 
With divine strains of unsophisticated skill. 

It is not generally known that 
Wordsworth, on having bis attention 
called to this exquisite lyric, remarked, 
“ Golly! If this precocious child writes 
like Shelley at five, what will lie do 
at my age?" 


i “Any rrnsoxs or. Doom found trespassing 
' outside the lxiundaries of tho 1'ootpatlm or dis- 
' lurking or taking away any timber noiD the 
, lands on Clyn and Coed lfan Ddu Farms, Tan- 
Silvan, will las prosecuted." 

Menlist incut in" The Ltanclly Mercury." 

Our own dogs, when prosecuted for 
stealing timber, always plead tho Gam¬ 
ing Act. • 
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!' mr™ r »c T Tr q T I recuse C. B. Fry ot failing to 

J * U1J uaoi iuoi. make runs on occasion, however yanehe 

)An exercise in tlio maimer of Th* Ihiily Xewt and unattractive he may be at the 
ayi lMultt't genial ‘ ■ Roveit. ] wickets. If it is collared, then, when 

; Having a column or so to fill and the time comes forjEssoi* to go in, what 
very little to say about the cricket that ttll afternoon for the poor fioldsmen! 
is'past, owing to rain having ruined so On the other hand, suppose that the 
many matches, let me go minutely into j howling is too good for England under 
the question of what is likely to happen s , l | C ] 1 ft skipper, then everything will be 
in the last Test Match, to be begun changed. Hones, of course, might 
several weeks hence, on August llltli. | make a lot, and he might fail. The 
The subject is peculiarly interesting. same remark applies with almost equal 
in that it is fraught with the glorious, force to everyone. If the Englishmen 
uncertainty of the game; we eanuot, put. up only a poor total, Australia’s 
know whether England or Australia ] task will be comparatively light, 
will ho up or down on .the "rubber; we j As to the Australians, there are good 
cannot know what will be the exact hats among them, and Bardsley and 
composition of either team; we cannot Macartney have made runs in their 
know who will bat first or what the time. The question is, how many will 
wicket will he like. This makes specu- they make at the Oval ? With such an' 
lation a positive joy. If tiro wicket is incompetent field as C. B. Fry, they 
wet, it will probably play otherwise will, of course, score easily when the 
than if it is hard. August often sees hall goes in his direction; and Biiearlky 
a spell of hot weather, and this may also is not a shining light in the Hold; 
have the effect by the 19th of baking nor is 1*. V. Warner, haloed saint 
the Oval. In that case tho bat is likely though l hold him to ho in every other 
to heat the ball, for a while, at any rate, walk of life. But of course Hohbs will 
But if the pitch had been heavily rained he there, and R. II. Spooner, to save 
upon, it would probably mean that the runs in other places, and not oven 


hill would beat the bat. 0. B. Fry’s baleful influence can make 

In the event of heavy rain More the every one a failure, 
n atch, C. B. Fry, had lie a grain of The match, then, may be—taking' 
that ability which a captain ought to everything into account and thoroughly 
o an, but of which he lias never yet woighing pros and cons (and amateurs 
siown himself to lie possessed, as f aud cons, if 1 may be permitted,the, 
have so frequently found it my duty jape)—an open affair, and as such let 
to point out, would take into account, me for the moment, having again done 
the merits both of W\ C. Smith and my unpleasant duty, leave it. 

Blythe. On the othor hand, were it ‘ ■■■■■...- 

hard and did it seem likely to go on ULSTER AND THE NONCON- 
being hard even 0. B Fry, I take it |.()RMIST PASSIVE RESISTANCE 
cretinous Aztec though lie he, could ri.'Arnrr,’ 


hardly bo unaware of what Hitch and 
W.Biiearley might effect for the side of 
which he will be the incompetent head, 
unless the Peckham Rye correspondents 
of The Da ili/ Stars a ml Leader have their 


LEAGUE. 

An Advance Report. 

(From “The llrilish Weekly" 
of April 1st, 1010.) 

A huge crowd gathered at Blackfield’s 


way and ho is by that time kicked out. Tabernacle last night for the special 
1 would not enter into the question meeting of the Passive Resistance 
of C. B. Fry's hopeless ineoinpetency League. The venerable Dr. Clifford 
wore it not that hostile criticism of occupied the chair. Amongst those on 
Test Match teams has become the first J the platform were the Rev. Silvester 
duty of all conscientious cricket jour-! Horne, M.P., Mr. Claudius Clear 
nalists. That the M.C.C. should have] (the eminent critic), the Rev. Silas 
deliberately selected C.B.Frv is nothing! Hocking, the Rev. W. R. Nicole, Dr. 
tome. What is the M.C.C. ? A mere Grump (of Chicago), Sir W.Rohektson 
collection of so-called cricket experts Nicoi.l, Dr. Horton, and the Editor of 
who happen to have charge of the laws The British Weekly. 
of the game—nothing more. If I want Dr. Clifford said, "Wo are bore 
another captain, I shall say so, and to-night with a twofold purpose—to 
go on saying so and invite other persons protest against tho tyranny which robs 
to say so, no matter how one's attitude us of our goods, and to congratulate 
may prejudice tho success of the team the Government on its acquisition of 
by ifiaking bad blood. the assots of tho Welsh Church. (Groat 

To cotno to the batsmen, whether cheering.) We stand to-night,gentlemen, 
Hobbs and Rhodes go in first, or with Luthf.b — (cheers)—with Knox 
whether C. B. Fry and R. H. Spooner, ! —(renowod olieers)—as representative 
romSins to be seen. In either case the! martyrs of the human race. We may be 
leading might be collared, for not even [ sneered at by the lordly Cecils as they 


batten on their monastic plunder— 
(loud ebeers)—but a time will come 
when our influence will control the 
Government of the country. ■ The voice 
of Blackfield's Tabernacle will.not for 
ever go unheeded. That great pqlitician, 
Sir W. Robertson . Nicoll, is over 
fighting for our cause. The Rev. Silas 
Hocking is pillorying our persecutors 
iu some of those masterpieces of fiction 
which will be road oven when Caine is 
forgotten. The fiery, words of. Dr. 
Nicoli, in England's pulpits will kindle 
a conflagration in Nonconformist 
hearts which will not easily be put 
out. And the cutting pon of our dear 
friend, Claudius Clear, will make tho 
Bishops writhe in their palaces/’ 

At Ibis point a sensation was created 
by the appoarance in the audionco of 
Sir Edward Carbon, who said that as 
a Passive Resistor ho wished.to address 
his sympathisers. 

Dr. Clifford shod loavs of emo¬ 
tion on hearing this roquost. “ I 
knew,” ho said, "that in timo tho 
justice of our cause would appeal to 
the noblo heart of Sir Edward Carson. 
We welcome him on out* platform. Wo 
take him to our hearts.” (Thunders of 
applause.) 

Sir Edwaud Carson said, wlion the 
cheering had subsided, “ I am a Passive 
Resister, .almost an Active Resister.” 
(The Rev. Silas Hocking : " Shame! 
Shall I kill my brother bailiff ? ") “ I 
will pay ho tax—(three cheers for Sir 
Edward led by the Chairman)—leviod 
by a'priest-ridden Government—(great 
applause)—in Ireland.” (Loud and 
prolonged dissent.) 

The Chairman: “ Order, order. I 
call upon Sir Edward to desist. His 
views are in direct violation of the 
fundamental principles of the Passivo 
Resistance League — that minorities 
must rule.exoopt in Wales and Ireland. 
Sir W. Robertson Nicoll will now 
deliver his advertisod address on ‘The 
Pecuniary Advantages of Disendow- 
ment to Nonconformists."’ 

At the conclusion of the meeting 
l)r. Clifford was presented by tho 
oditor of The Expositor on behalf of 
the Leaguo with a copy of Fore’s 
Book of Martyrs (bound in vellum) and 
a complete set (194 vols.) of the Rev. 
Silas Hocking’s novels (bound in calf). 
Dr. Clifford was too much over¬ 
come by - very natural emotion to ac¬ 
knowledge these gifts, but tho Rev. 
Silvester Horne, who responded on 
ids behalf, aroused the meeting to a 
whirlwind of enthusiasm by the an¬ 
nouncement that Dr. Clifford had 
promisod to deliver a non-political 
address at Blackfield's Tabernacle the 
following Sunday on “ The Insurance 
Bill and Tory Wreckers.” ■*' 
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VACUUM PARTIES. 

A lady “ with small rooms and groat 
sooial ambitions” lias just oxplained 
(in The Daily Sketch of June 13) how 
she manages to reconcile these incom¬ 
patibilities. The feat is performed by 
providing the guests with artistic pro¬ 
grammes, a full list of dances, a bullet 
with light refreshments, an elaborate 
supper, and in fact everything but 
floor-space. Tho men (or ladies, when 
it happens to be a leap-year dance) 
then choose their partners in the 
ordinary fashion and proceed to sit out 
tho appointed time in the hall, on tho 
stairs or in various odd corners—and 
.“the guests are still clamouring for 
more of such entertainments." 

Much can be done judioiously on 
these lines. We know of one hostess 
already who has issued invitations 
to a Barmecide Dinner-party. M. 
IfiscoFFiEB has been consulted in the 
composition of a menu of the most 
exquisitely titillating, the mauvais 


quart tl’heurc is to be a scream of 
delighted expectancy, and the choicest 
products of (empty) pupor-bag cookery 
are to be discussed in proper debating- 
society style by some of the most 
accomplished dinors-out in London. 
As it is a " progressive ” feast of reason, 
the men will all move one place round 
the tablo at (he end of each imaginary 
course, and thus secure a chango of 
partners and a little exercise. The 
lights and flowers and other appoint¬ 
ments will bo a veritable dream, and 
everything is to bo replete—except the 
inritts —and they undoubtedly, after a 
famous model, will “ ask for more.” 

Sir Bekrboum Tree, in his next 
Shaksporean Festival, proposes to play 
Hamlet not only with the Ghost and 
the name-part omitted, but with all the 
other characters left out as well. Ho 
thus calculates on giving, the fullest ou- 
couragement to conversationalists who 
like to gossip throughout a tragedy and 
the more restless spirits who prefer to 
rnako excursions between the Acts. 


With one long interval, these play-goers 
should find the evening pass pleasantly 
enough. The stage also will be thrown 
into the stalls, and the seating capacity 
of tho theatre thus largely increased. 
Tho audience should certainly be " clam¬ 
ouring ” for something at tho end. 

The noxt Test Match, without either 
tho Australians or South Africans, will 
enable the English side to onjoy a well- 
earned day off among the spectators 
or in tho luncheon department, to the 
keen delight of cricket quidnuncs and 
barrackers, who may bo trusted to 
make good any omissions. 

In fact, the gentle art of leaving out 
can bo appliod in all directions—to 
Parliament, to Art, to Literature— 
i including so-called contributions to 
Punch.— Ed. | . ^ 

“An ;itro],Ini,.■ cobt-> £1,000: a Dreadnought 
£2,000,000—i.e., for tho |>fice of one Dread¬ 
nought we could pioch.u.o 1,000aeroplane*," 
Ihiilii Es)»y% 

Think of a number; double it. . 
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miD nnniriMr-nrrirp versity football team and was confessed for the best polo- 

,7 , ’ player that ever came to Phoenix Park, all in the course of 

(By Mr. rnncli s Staff of Learned Clerh.) two short pabe% and that just to make himself indubitably 

Mrs. Atherton lias a rather startling if not very artistic worthy of the lady for whose hand he was lodging a claim, 
method of combining recent history with romance winch Personally, I thought him much too deserving already and 
continually spurs forward the interest of the reader when it would vastly have preferred a touch of naughtiness by way 
is in danger of flagging. In Julia France and her Times of qualification for, at any rate, a human husband, the sort 
(Murray), although 1 am hound to supposo, for charity’s that a girl would not mind living with after sho had done 
sake, that one of the principal characters in the Iwok, who all j admiring. And lastly the lady herself: as soon as ever I 
move in very high places, is fictitious, T am always getting I saw tho name Didy (Duckworth) on the cover, I knew 
a nasty shock from sentences beginning in some such way j that this was the affectionate nickname of the Ideal Young 
as “This was the first year of fjord Rosebery’s Ministry," Person, whom I had got to adore before tho author had 
or “ At the beginning of the South African War," or “It is done with me. Yet somehow, and I cannot say why, 
possible that if Christabol Pankhurst, bred on suffrage as excopt that Mr. Lipsett has a very pleasant way with him 
sho was," after which tho course of tho romance is usually and a sound point of view at the hack of all his senti- 
broken for a lengthy disquisition on foreign or internal mcutalisni, I read the story with undeniable pleasure, and 
politics. Julia Frame, who was born in tho West Indies, \yill, on the strength of it, engage to read his next, if lie for 


-----his part will contract to 

_one i bl^k- 

v V_— ■ ^ describes aro already 

^ familiar. Of the quality of 

■on. "I rniTiiKK, Don:. >r.M> mniu: foii! stout mf.\-at- her performance the fact 
won.D n horsk, rou I ms «nn tim Simon- to-uat at that many of the sketches 

Uj. "On, siv l»i:n, iris iiy iioit.ihatyoimviu. liEi-Aiim-u ^f e r ®F’' n .* i0 ^ from ^ Ihc 

t 01 F.ll-llEATKIl no .NOT MT IN A llllAlllllT AFTEIUVA K[)S ! ’’ OpeClatO)' IS SUUlCieilfc 10* 

-- ; -dication, ior my own 


was married at eighteen, |-—--- 

without having any say in 
the matter, to tho brother 
and heir-presumptive of a 
Duke (there are not very! 
many Dukes, you know),- 
and her husband is do-1 
scribed as " one of the 1 
most blatant rouis. in' 

Europe.” When he went 
mad and was confined in, 
an asylum, Julia began to: 
live her own life, with the: 
aid partly of Oriental 
mysticism and partly of, J 

1 of gome lenKo! 

which might have conic Tkr Hm'tut. “I frith ek, Damk. minim: four stui't mk\*at* 

straight out of a news* AUMS *„ * wonu Tu Hu,:>1K > F0U f " lnl hm Simon* to-day at 

paper leader of the cun ent j ^ Jjuhj . "Oil, my bum, it is my nui-f. in at you wiu. he (Aiimi- 
weex, ,urs. atherton lens • i KVOl - , ;EI f.ii-iieatku do .not >>it in a ukaimiit aftekwaiwx ! ” 
a good story; but there ' -- ; — 


is one thing that she cannot do. She cannot make part, I liked those best that show her in an eerie 
English people talk. Harold France may liavo been tho mood. Miss Wilson has evidently a fine feeling for the 
most unmitigated blackguard who evor sullied the pages of lwgio world, and the traditions of Somerset give her ample 
Debretl, but I cannot and will not believe that lie meditated scope for its exercise. “ The Week Before Christmas," for 
thus on board his cruiser off the island of A'crisRippin! example, is excellent ghost-telling. As for the other and 
Toppin! words too weak for a bit of all right like that." quieter papers, delicate and pretty as they aro, I am unable 

- t 0 help thinking that there have been too many country- 

Too much sweetness cloys the tonguo, and a conglomera- books lately for this one to appoal to the' general reader 
tion of four heroes and one heroine needs a touch of salt to with any special freshness. For the Somerset-born thecase 
make it palatablo. Mr. E. K. Lipsett was so determined is of course different. But, for others, sketches of rural life 
that we should see absolute perfection in his five paragons and scene have to be. quite exceptionally good to avoid the 
that he dared not allow even one of them to err in au off danger of dulness. Otherwise they are apt to resemble an 
moment; they were good all the time and so too good, album of photographs of places to which ono has never 
Their boisterous and bohemian humours did not deceive been, or of relations to whom one is not related. I do not 
me if these were only kind words in disguise. As for the for a moment imply that Miss Wilson’s collection ap- 
coerse language of Dr. O’Dotcd (one “ damn ’’ in every fifty proaches this final horror; but I should like her. next time 
words lie ever spoke), it was the most obvious affectation, to write an entirely goblin book, 
devised, and vainly devised, to hide his sterling worth. And . — r ., 

the nobility of them all. Believe mo, the hero of heroes “Lord RibUliwUlc it to give a . . . lie began lift in the Amy. 
stopped a runaway horse, saved six lives, rescued an upset and left it in tlw Rifle Brigade.”— The Taller, 
tboatfoadOf hoys, rode and won'three races, captained auni- R.S.V.P. to Elysian Fields. 
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ruAHiV/o man art expert, claims that the original than they do in the open air they would 

CHARIVARIA. j g j n y 10 Kaiser Friedrich Museum in bo far healthier, and eating would be- 

.Thr report that Kino Geoboe and Berlin. We bad an idea that lie was come far more artistic." Yet it isdifli- 
Uio’Tsab will meet on the Continent in an Amsterdam cemetery. cult to imagine anything more artistic 

this summer is denied. It is not truo *J' than our present method of eating 

of either of them, Fiftoon young women who were dis- asparagus. 

covered dancing the Turkoy Trot during #7. 

The Globe says it is a moot point the luncheon hour were, The Express Mr. MuTroN.Chaiunan of the Nortli- 
whother the bolter class of newspaper informs us, instantly discharged by ampton United TcmperanccCommittee, 
should give any publicity to tho vapour- the Editorof The Ladies’ Home Journal, has bien released from prison, having 
ings of Mr, Keui Hardik. ,- - ---—--.now apologised for accusing 


snoiua give any publicity to u 
ings of Mr. Keui Hardik. 
We trust that an exception 
will always be made in favour 
of Punch. , s 



the Northampton magistrates 
of partiality in a ease against 
a publican. This is not the 
fust instance in whicliMutton 
has become Lamb. 

Extract from the serial tale 
in The Doily Mirror: —“A 
great simplicity was born in 
: tier that night. It came out 
jof the east with tho evening 
star that glowed its while 
message for a biicf moment 
and then dropped gentlv into 
the bosom of the shadowy, 
reedy lake." In spite of the 
great literary beauty of this' 
passage, wo warn our enter¬ 
prising little contemporary 
that this is not the way 
to encourago astronomers 
to continuo their subscrip¬ 
tions. ... 


According to The Man- < 

Chester Guardian, at a recent 1 
Leyto, tho Loud Chamber- 
aus announced Mr. Lloyd 
George as “Dr. Lloyd 
George.” Mr. Lloyd George 
stopped and insisted 3n his 
namo being correctly given. 

In view of the strained rela¬ 
tions which existed between 
the Chancellor and the 
Doctors the mistake was a 
peculiarly aggravating one. 

Captain Carden, who has 
just obtainod tho pilot’s cer¬ 
tificate of the Itoyul Aero 
Club, has only ono arm. 

“The fewer to lose," the 
Captain is said to liavo re¬ 
marked cheerily to someone 
who drew his attention to 
tho deficiency. 

# * 

It was bound to happen, 
of course. The other flying 
things are at last combining 
against the aviators. Juan 
Mauvais was flying last week 
near Madrid, when an army of 

locusts attacked the invader _ ,-, — - ^ —_■^ 

and almost blinded him. . \ _was well they escortod mm 

‘V* ~ into safety without taking 

Among the inhabitants of • ... so much as a single bite out 

Pisa there is a very strong T,,h IMACINATIth. 0 f him. 

feeling that something must *' Hav « vot ' *“* winTEB.ur I mRwtoxKi. m- p" 

be done for the preservation TO *’ . Where are the police’* Hera 

of jts_ greatest architectural WEUB T00 Y0CNa . f0 , lK 1AKES A way from thru mother.” 19 ^ lss J" 

curiosity. It is recognised-ing hands on lhe. Three 

tliat if they are still to preserve their of Philadelphia. Tho nows has caused' Brontes, who, it is matter of common 
Leaning Towor, it must be taken to tho keenest satisfaction in Italian;knowledge, belong to Mr. Clhuent 
pieces and re-erec^d in tho strict per- circles. ... | Shorter. „ 

pendioular. j 

1:1 At Cilfynydd, Pontypridd, last week, ; Mr. John Long has published a 

The famous fresooes of Pintubicchio a man, woman and six children popular edition of Improper I'nte. If it 
in tjie Palace of tho Magnificent at escaped from a fire owing to tho per- should not go well its name will no doubt, 
Sienaare missing. It is believed that sistont cries of a cat. Pussy herself following Mr. Arthur Bourohjbr’s pre- 
they have been stolen and sent abroad, got away too, and thus saved seventeen cedent, bo changed to Proper Pry*. 

In future all visitors will be searched lives in all. ,. V : V. 

before leaving the Valace. And Mr. William Reeves has issued 

-/■' ^ Writing in T. P's Weekly on the,a book entitlod "How to Attain the 

Rembrandt’s portrait of his father subject of open-air cates, Mr. Ramsay , Singing Voice." Persons in search of 
in Our National Gallery is now alleged Macdonald, M.P., says“ I am sure a tactless present for a gifted amateur 
to be only a copy. Dr, Bode, the Ger- if our people took their meals mope i vocalist will find this the very thing. t 


THE EXCUSE IMAGINATIVE. 

Wife.. “Have you unoi-iiiiT tiir whitebait I re mu-iioned y, li¬ 
re k !" 

llmbaiut. “Sounv, NY dear; the fait i* ike man saiii they 

WERE TOO YOUNO TO RE TAKES AWAY FROM TIIKIIl MOTHER.” 


! In his recently published 
' hook, hi the Amazon Jungle, 

I Mr. Alc.ot Lange relates 
! how, in a state of exhaustion, 
ho stumbled into a village of 
eaunibttls. For his temporary 
hosts he has nothing but 
praise, for not only did tlioy 
nurse him bock to health, hut 
in the process there was no 
arritre pensie. As soon as ho 
was well they escorted him 
into safety without taking 
so much as a single kite out 
of him. 

Where are the police? Here 
is Miss May Sinclair lay¬ 
ing hands on The. Three 


voi. CXUb 
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HOW TO SAVE CRICKET* 

What is to bb Done? 

Who Will Decide? 

While Mr. ranch reserves, hig own 
opinion as to the necessity of making 
cricket more alluring and of the serious¬ 
ness of the tragedy of the small at¬ 
tendance at the Derbyshire v. Hamp¬ 
shire match, he has had, in common 
with the emotional editor of The Daily 
Mail, such a mass of correspondence 
on the suhjoct that he cannot hut 
print a soloction; first, however, in¬ 
forming those of bill loaders who may 
havo missed tho point o*f the attack 
that the batsmen of England are on 
their defence for daring to make any 
but boundary hits, the bowlers for ever 
sending down a maiden, and the players 
generally for wasting time by changing 
over, taking refreshment and begin¬ 
ning at any hour after sunrise or 
finishing before dark. In short, tho 
modern spirit condemns the game. 
What then is to be done ? Read and 
see. 

A Cautious Vetehan. 

Sib,—N o one can yield to me in 
admiration of the grand old game of 
cricket; but I am with you in your 
noble attempt to bring it into line with 
the times. I remember all tho best 
players— Harbis, Nvren, Lumpy, Lam¬ 
bert, Mynn, PiLCH--and not one of 
them ever took a tea interval. Did 
they play any the worse for it? No. 
They played, if possible, hetter. It is 
true that they did not always make a 
big score, but that was not because of 
any wish to disappoint the public or 
bring cricket into disrepute (as with 
players now), but purely on account 
of a certain uncertainty in the game. 

Yours, etc., Centenarian. 

Deductions fob Non-Scobino. 

Sib, —It is not enough to stop tho 
tea interval, and bogin earlier, aud so 
forth. Cricket must feel the knife if 
it is to. live. Fine the batsmen who do 
not hit. Give them 2 for every single, 
and 4 for every 2, and 8 for every 
boundary; but if they let a ball go by 
and do not score deduct 1 every time. 
An umpire also should now and then 
be burnt alive. 

Yours, Root and Branch. 

To Rival the Cinema. 

Sib,—I n order to bring cricket up 
to the high level of the cinema or a 
music-hall as a spectacular entertain- 
meepbertain things must bo done and 
done quickly. First and foremost, all 
tedious batsmen must be forcibly dis¬ 
couraged, and the best way to do this 
ia to make a rule that every batsman 
\yho fails to make a 4 in his first two 


overs automatically ends his innings. 
This simple if drastic measure would 
instantly transform the game into,pre¬ 
cisely that eventful spectacle which 
the wise public wants, for there would 
of necessity oither be wicketB or 
boundaries, and what else interests 
anybody nowadays, except a few 
fossils m the pavilion? 

Yours, Ac., Reformer. 

5 Stumps and 4 Bails. 

Sir, --The ihreo-day mutch is un¬ 
doubtedly a farce, and should be cur¬ 
tailed. I suggost that the wicket 
consist of 5 stumps and 4 hails; 
this would give tho howler a hetter 
chance, and at tho same time test the 
merits of the batsman to a greater 
degree, besides providing more excite¬ 
ment for the spectators. 

Tho present system of double innings 
should be abolished in favour of a 
singlo innings for each side, and all 
matches should bo played on a Monday 
or a Saturday and finished in one day. 
By theso means wo may be able to 
attract to our cricket matches crowds 
similar to those that witness football 
matches. One Who Knows. 

A Few Simile Suggestions. 

Sib,- -How lo make cricket more ex¬ 
citing ? It is merely a question for tho 
younger bloods of tho M.C.C. They 
have but to draw up new laws. Lor 
their guidance I suggest a few 

Extend the over to thirty balls; or 
do away altogether with changing over 
by placing the field in some position 
of compromise suitable for both ends. 
Still further time (so precious to a busy 
public) might be saved if every bowler 
were required to koep wicket and every 
wicket-keeper to bowl. 

Insist upon tho next-man-in standing 
by the umpire so as to lie ready the 
moment the previous wicket falls. 

Or, in default of this,establish a motor¬ 
car service betweon the pavilion and tho 
wicket. 

Enforce captains to give preference 
to sloggers and black-list the patient 
men. 

Abolish the lunch and tea intervals. 

Reduce the time between the innings 
to two minutes. 

Exclude tho Press. 

The abovo suggestions, it will bo ob¬ 
served, do not interfere in any way 
with the fundamentals of the game or 
tho liberty of tho batsmen. Everyone 
must still’ get out as before. I object 
utterly to changes that curtail an in¬ 
nings in any arbitrary way,- 

Yours, Ac., K.C. 

The Tattersall’s Ring Cure. 

Sir,—I have been giving the ques¬ 
tion of the decadenco of cricket much 


attention, and I find from study of the 
old records that it was for many years i 
a great betting game, England being! 
in spite of our national disapproval of 
gambling, tho happiest hunting-ground : 
in the world for ail commission agents!' 
Would it not be a popular move to 
bring wagering baek to Lord’s and thus 
not only brighten the game and get it 
nearer to that far more perfect pastimo, 
football, but have every seat filled?’ 
Mere betting on one side or the other 
would, of course, be too tame; but a 
system by which each member of each' 
side was backed for this performance 
or that could easily be W'orked out, 
while there could be betting on the 
averages, too, and the championship 
table. 

I will gladly give you any support in 
my power to bring about this. 

Yours, Ac., Joe Straight. 

Vevey, Switzerland. 

Away with the Uncertainty ! 

Sib,— One is always hearing parrot- 
cries about,the glorious uncertainty of 
cricket, if the foolish persons who 
used the phrase would only pause to 
think for a moment they would see how 
very far from glorious this is. So far 
indeed that it is cricket’s ruin. Why 
j arc matches neglocted ? Why do 
cricketers strain themselves to play 
for keeps and get not a single hand? 
Why are the coffers of tho cpimiks 
impoverished ? Entirely because of 
this idiotic uncertainty. Make cricket 
certain arid you will see tho difference. 
Go to every length to ensure the 
success of the popular men, and 
spectators and money will again rolL 
in. It is quite simple. You advertise, 
for example, that Jessop will make 
100 on Wednesday afternoon, and 
you soo that ho docs it. That is to 
say, the howlers will bowl right, tho 
fieldsmen will field right, and Jessop 
(who is’ an honourable man) will bit 
right. Result: delight of every one 
present and plenty of cash for the 
club. Yours, Ac., Business Man. 

The Best Suggestion. 

Sir,— Tho best way to save cricket is 
to abolish the M.C.C. and Mr. C. B. Fay 
and things like that and put it all under 
the management of< a committee con¬ 
sisting of Lord Nobthcliffe, Mr. Iintf; 
Kiralfy, Mr. Charles Fbohman, Mr. 
George Robey, Mr. Petes Keauy, 
Mr. Charles Urban and Sir Joseph 
Lyons. These would bring new life 
into the effete pastime- at onoe, and 
every one would be pleaded. 

Yours, etc., Practical. 

The Koui. 

“ Ford, 20 li.p., very fast; soon London.” 

AM, in “Autocar," 



























































Jfvrtm [iijtirpmeathigjuit to jinv-V'iMhr ul HiVf/iin). “Rfaii.y, I'm afkmii it’s hakim y woiiiii aivmtjv;!’’ 
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MIN'D IOslN'M." 


A GREAT QUESTION. 

On a placard last Friday morning 
The Daily Mail asked, “ Shall wo give 
up India'!" 

We believe this is the first occasion 
on which our contemporary has asked 
the advice ol its readers as to the path 
it should pursue. On all other matters 
of high importance—horticultilro, diet, 
holiday resorts and servant problems— 
it has chosen for itself the course to 
take, and gently but lirmly lias gone 
on its way. 

• We venture to hope that the readers 
of The Daily Mail will properly appre¬ 
ciate the compliment that is paid to 
them. The compliment carries with it 
an obligation—carefully and thought¬ 
fully to give of their best in counsel. 
The responsibility is vast; an ill-con- 
.sidered "Yes” may lie fraught with 
grave peril to our country and to the 
dusky donizens of our Eastora empire. 
There is the greatest danger of a false 
step being taken, and we beg the readers 
of The Daily Mail to consider well the 
possible outcome of their advice before 
proffering it. 

Yet wo would not counsel any 


deferring of the reply which wo can 
imagine our contemporary somewhat 
anxiously awaits. It is not impossible 
that before long some other matter of 
interest may divert tho editorial atten¬ 
tion from this Indian dilemma and the 
fate of that vast land, with its myriad 
peoples, would then remain indefinitely 
in the balance. 

The plain question demands a plain 
answer, given quickly. Wo trust that 
the readers of cur popular contem¬ 
porary will respond as befits Britons 
and patriots. 


JIl'GKSTKTtlA. 


“llis great olijci'l inn ly sitting in the House 
of burls uus tins winning of tlic heavy lull- 
buttoned wig, peculiar to tlin nHiee." 

Kr,ill'll Kr 

Wc always undo tho bottom button of 
our wig. 

“Choufill at all times, whclhir in lucress nr 
failin'! 1 , a good comrade, a true. Huntsman, ami 
a generous opponent, 1 hare no hesitation in 
urging cricket ms to send a cunt lihut ion, how¬ 
ever small, to the fluid." 

Mr, 1‘. i\ IPurMr ».i ■* Tb. UVu'liit'ir l!u\<ili." 

This is just what we should have said 
of Mr. Warner ourselves, but we wish 
be had left it to us. 


Come to my aid, avenging Fate; 
Succour me in my troubled state: 
Striko at the roarers- rack and gibbet 
’em 

.•!</ libitum. 

Strangle the mullin-man, aud crack 
The rag-tout’s skull, and bundle back 
That organ lady (draped so prettily) 

To Italy. 

Have at the pests who blare and toot; 
Shattor their strident reeds, and put 
That fellow with all kinds of frondago 
In bondage. 

But, just at present, slay for choice 
That huckster w ith the raucous voice 
Who keeps on croaking like a corbv, 

“ Hipostroi'liy! ” 


“ Min, lVw n«lc cross-lcggi-d. ’ . 

It sounds a little Turkish. " I ' 

“IVltily vreded, wrll-liiid-mit gardens.’’ 

./'(if. di “ Fiuaiuiiil Menu." 

House Aijenl (' i» mull a): “ Ah, you don’t 
often see plantains like lhal, Sir.” • 
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“FIND THE WOMAN” 

fAn impression of Mr. Charles Ki.eis’s 
l>!uy at the Uarrick Theatre—without prejudice 
t<> the excellent acting of Mies. Violet 
Vanbiiioii, Mr. James C'arew and .Mr. A. F,. 
Maitiiews.] 

Act I. Scene I. ' llobert Underwood’s 
Art Studio in New York. 

Enter Mr. Bennington. 

Bennington. I just dropped iu to say 
that you ave going to bo prosecuted 
to-morrow. For years you have been 
selling the pictures of your clients, and 
pouching the proceeds. For instance, 
where is the Velasquez ? • 

Cnderwood (lying desperately). In 
the wine-cellar. 

Bennington. Whore is the Rem¬ 
brandt ? 

Underwood. In the pantry. 

Bennington. Where is the Dana Gib¬ 
son ? 

Underwood. In the bath-room. 

Bennington, l’ooli! You’vo sold 
them. Well—to-morrow. (Erit.) 

. Underwood (gloomily). This looks as 
though 1 shall have to commit suicide. 
Enter Howard Jeffries, Junior. 

Howard. I'm quite drunk, dear old 
chap, but I must have two thousand 
dollars. Can you lend ’em to ino ? 

Underwood. No, no, 1 'in busy now. 
Ask your father. 

Howard. You know perfectly well 
that my father disowned me when 1 
married Annie. She‘s a good girl, hut 
she drinks out of the saucer, and her 
father diod in prison. 1 say, is that a 
pistol? Let's have some shooting 
practice. 

Underwood. Put it down, you drunken 
tool. (Snatches it from him.) And 
clear out of this, because I 'in expecting 
n lady. Here, go into the bedroom ami 
sleep it off. (Helps him out.) 

Enter Mrs. Jeffries, Senior. 

Mrs. Jeffries, I came in answer to 
\ our letter, in which you threaten to 
commit suicide bocause you loved me 
and I married Howard's father instead. 
Don’t do it. 

Underirooil. Well, as it happens, I 
should have to do it anyhow, because 
I'm going to be prosecuted. 

Mrs. Jeffries. Well, anyway, you can't 
say I haven't asked you not to. (Exit.) 

[ Underwood turns off the light, so as 
to give himself a sporting chance of 
missing, and shoots. However, he 
hits himself and sinks into a chair, 
f Curtain. 

state 2. A few hours later. The 
room is now full of policemen. 

Captain Clinton (of the New York 
jio[ice—to Howard). You shot Robert 
Underwood! 

4 Howard. I tell you I didn’t. 


Clinton (taking off his coat). Will 
you confess ? 

Howard. Go away; I want togo;to 
sleep. j 

Clinton (taking off his waistcoat). 
Confound you, own up! You shot him! 
(Bellowing) Say yes! 

Howard (weakly). Shut up; I didn't. 

Clinton (removing his collar). This 
is going to he a tough job. Now then, 
stand up and hold the sergeant’s hand, 
and say after me—" I, Howard Joffries, 
Junior—" 

Howard ( feebly). Junior. 

Clinton. “ Shot the deceased Robert 
Underwood - 

Howard. Underwood . . . Oh, shut 
up! 

Clinton (tiiumphantly). He's con- 



ITZZhK: FI NO TIIK IIKKOINK. 

I'iijAme CltnltHi ... Mr. James Omuav, 

Mrs. ,/,-//n<w, jini. . Mbs Vioi.u 1 VamiiU'OII. 
Uirlimil IM.r ... Mr. Airmen Bnrwiireii. 

fessed! The handcuffs, sorgeant. (Put¬ 
ting on his clothes again.) Hot work! 

Enter Mrs. Howard Jeffries. 

Mrs. Howard. My Howard a mur¬ 
derer? Well, I never! He wouldn't 
hurt a fly! I shall consult Richard 
Dexter, lie's the (inost lawyor in New 
Yoik, . ‘ [Curtain. 

Act IT .—Dexter’s Office. 

Clerk. Mrs. Howard Jeffries, Junior, 
to see you, Sir. 

Dexter (with the air of the finest law¬ 
yer in New York). Tell her to go away. 

Clerk. I have, Sir. 

Dexter. Then tell her again. (2’o 
himself) She surely ought to know the 
difference between a constitutional and 
a criminal lawyor. Besides, Howard 
lias confessed. (Frowns and turns over 
some important aoenments.) 

Clerk. Mrs. Howard Jeffries, Junior, 
to see you again, Sir. 

Dexter. Oh, confound it, show her 


Enter Mrs. Howard. 

Mrs, Howard. Oh, Mr. Dexter, Sir, 
will you defend Howard? You 're the 
finest lawyer in New York, as I 'm 
never tired of saying. 

Dexter. But ho's confessed. 

Mrs. Howard. Not really, sir. You 
know what theso police confessions 
are. 

Dexter. Yes, yes, that's true. Some 
day I shall get my friend, Mr. Charles 
Klein, to write a play about it. The 
New York police are a disgrace to 
civilization. 

Mrs. Howard. Yes, aren't they, Sir? 
Then you will defond Howard, won’t 
you, Sir ? Because you are the finest 
lawyor in New York. 

Dexter. Tut, tut— (Bubs his head , 
lights a cigarette, rustles papers and 
frowns legally.) , Well, I will. (Enter 
Mrs. Jeffries, Senior.) And I’ll now 
go into my other office and tolephono 
to somebody just to show what a 
business-liko lawyer I am. (Exit.) 

Mrs. Howard. Oh, ma’am, isn’t it 
lovely? Richard Dexter's defending 
Howard! And now, if we can only find 
tho woman.- 

Mrs. Jeffries (turning pale). What 
woman ? 

Mrs. Howard. The police say that a 
woman called on Mr. Underwood that 
night. She might, tell us if ho was 
talking about suicido at all. (Mrs. 
Jeffries swoons.) Oh! It was you! 
Did ho mention shooling himself in 
any way? 

Mis. Jcffiics. I will toll you all at 
Richard Dexter’s house to night at ten 
o'clock. 

Euler Dexter. 

Dexter. Captain Clinton is coming to 
my house at ten o’clock to-night. 

Mi s. Howard. There! Isn’t that lucky ? 

1 said he was tho finest lawyer in New 
York! [Curlain. 

Act HI.--Dexter's Drawing-Boom. 

Mrs. Jeffries. Hero is Robert Under¬ 
wood's last letter to me. 

Mrs. Howard (reading). “Dear Mrs. 
Jeffries, I am going to commit, suicide, 
and you jolly well know why. Tho 
blame is entirely yours. Your devoted 
slave, Robert Underwood.” Well, that 
clears Howard all right. 

Mrs. Jeffries. Yes, but think of me. 

Mrs. Howard (cheerfully). Yes, it is 
a bit tough for you, isn’t it, ma’am ? 

Enter Dexter and Capta in Cl inton. , 

Darter. Look here, Clinton, I ’in the ! 
finest lawyer in New York, and I know 
Underwood committed suicide. As for 
your bogus oonfession—pooh! Wait 
till you see my friend Mr. Charles. 
Klein’s play. That witi enlighten 
America as to the methods of its polioo. 

Clinton. Bah! Where’s your proof ? 
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SO NEAR AND YET SO FAR. 


t'lwi'iis of Thi'i'tii Fi'i', it-hn,ah. ‘•Wiirrk’s t’ ri:i:i;? Vm* ’ad it, Bill!’’ 

Ill'll. “J.KT’s SEE— l MIND A-LAYIMI HE l'X DOWN WHEN WE WAN '.M.E-VVAY VI’. I.o-II MKI> ' IT Ml'-T l:L AEOl'E i" .MIDDLE 

OF l' SU( |> !” . . 


Mis. Howard. Head this loiter . . .jconfessed! Mrs. Howard, you are an' 
Now then. j angel—kiss ine. Howard, you are a; 

Clinton (to Mrs. Howard). “Dear lucky dog—thank heaven for youri 
Mrs. Jeffrie's "--so you were the wo-j wife. Jeffries, you are a beast—grovel. \ 
man (Mrs. Jeffries, Senior, swoons with ! And 1 —1 am the finest lawyer in New 
relief). York! [ Curtain. 

Mrs. Howard (lying splendidly). Yes, _A. A. M. 

I was tbo woman! [Curtain. ====== j 

« Ttr rm rr 7 , .. “ For the improvrniPiit of light liorsc breed- J 

ACT. IV. 1 flC IlOlltlHlS r hit. Jug t)jj s y e . u . £1.^000 has Wn alloc, itwl by tin* | 

Mrs. Howard (as she cooks tie bacon Jk««d Agmilt.mi miff is.'.o to tlm liniisli. 
for breakfast). Well, Howard ’s free, but *-***». ' 

they all think I’m a wicked woman. I v ^ r 0 ,? l ' lc ff iant ot ^'i.OOf, hut, 
knew the trick would doeeive a police- J 16 * W1 ' wo )0 nionc Y' 

man, but I did think the finest lawyer thrown away.__ 

in New York would see through it. ~ * . , „ , 

rrr„„.„,,i Tho appointments of Inspectnr-i■ L’ltci.vl i>I 

J'Mer uonara. AgrinilUiro in Imli* and ..Hor «.f Agrirnl. 

Howard. My darling, I love you, timil Kesoarcli Institute, and l’lineijml of the 


love with him. We can now write to him on a slightly I 

Jeffries. Howard, I did you an in- I 

justice. You are not a murderer. But .. 

your wife has been proved unfaithful M) £ 

Ia uaii enH if uAti vuill aaiiiq a vwrtv uni rh ’ , • \ .* .. ... ° 


to you, and if you will come away with _ _ 

me I will provide tho money for the artney awl kmsryl 3n> latter by bis over 
divorce. bowling, were very «niiek ."—Pull Mall Uiadtr. 

Euler Dexter. . Emeby must be careful not to over 

Dexter, Mrs. Jeffries, Senior, has bowl himself. 


were very and always gooff. 


lis over bowling, 
Mat thens, Mac- 


CASE LAW. 

(From Mr. Punch's Pci Pedant.) 

A wow) there is, one little word, 
Faulty, cacophonous, absurd, 

Wholly, preposterously vile, 

Which never fails lo stir my bile. 

What word, then, bids my anger brim ? 
The villainous vocable is vim. 

Striking on this acoustie tlrun, 

It presses like an incubuin. 

I tremble, reading it, and am 
Convulsed by deadly nauseam. 

For solid work, the day whereon 
1 meet it is a diem non. 

It is an indicem, revoaliug 
A lack of foie and proper feeling. 

Whose lapsum lingua first did (each 
(I cried) this counterfeit of speech ? 

With awful threats (and how I meant 
’em!) . \ 

I sought the knave: non est invmwn. 

Author or authors, when f moot 'em, 
I’ll givo the wrelchos their quiet urn. 

And the sequeln ? Well, I’ll risk ’fcm, 
Eiucni c st. Paean nunc vobiscuni! 9 
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THE RECOGNITION. 

Scene— A first-class smoking compartment in a railway 
carriage. There are four passengers, all of them 
haring got in at the last station fire minutes ago. 
One, a white-haired affable, soldierly man, a Major 
' (retired), let vs say, is sitting with his back to the 
engine. The other three, who are friends, occupy 
the opposite seats. They arc reading newspapers 
or chatting with one another. The Major is 
observing tkm with interest. 

First Passenger. They don’t scorn to be getting on with 
their dock strike much. 

Second Passenger. No; I always said then M come to 
grief, and a good job too. 

First Passenger. I can’t.stand theso agitators. 

Second Passenger. Nor can l. They ought to bo drowned. 

| .1 pause. 

Third Passenger, What's alt this row about in America? 

Fust Passenger. What row ? 

Third Passenger. This row about Roosevelt aud Taft. 

First Passenger. Oh, the row about who's to be Presi¬ 
dent. Yes, aren’t they going it ? 

Thhd Passenger. Do you understand what they Vo all 
up to? 

First Passenger. No, I don't, and I don’t suppose any¬ 
body else does. All the same it’s rather disgraceful. 

Third Passenger. Yes, isn't it ? . - [A pause. 

Tlic Major (genially to First Passenger, who has put 
down his paper). Would you be kind enough to let me have 
a look at your paper if you've quite done with it ? Thank 
you, you 're very good,’ I’m sure. (More genially) Why, 
bless my soul, you 're—yes, 1 'm sure I'm right. 1 thought 
T recognised you. What a strange thing meeting you 
here! Only shows how small the world is. Now (still 
genially, but with a hint of roguishness) I’ll wager you 
haven’t the faintest idoa who l am, eh? Don't recognise 
me in the least, ha, ha.' (He looks round at the other two 
passengers, who regard him with an air of cold disapproval 
and become absorbed in their newspapers.) Don’t know me 
a bit, do you now ? 

First Passenger (sparring for wind). Well, upon my 
honour, of course 1 remember your face quite well. I 
.thought I knew you as soon as I got in, but I couldn’t 
be quite sure, (llecklcssly) It’s a longish time since wo 
met, isn’t it ? 

The Major. Lot me see. Yes. It must be quite two 
years. We were travelling up together on this very line. 
No, that's not it. I’m thinking of Blenkinsopp — you 
know him, I think. Commands the second battalion now 
—short grey moustache and a scar on his left clicok. Wo 
were going up to interview those fellows at the War Office 
- deuced scandalous affair, but, of course, they had to cry 
off—ha, ha, ha!—after we'd put it to them straight. No, 
it’s a good throe years since you and I met, and then it 
was in rather a queer place—nothing wrong about it, of 
course—ha, ha I— but a funny place, you know, for you and 
me to meet in. But I see it’s quite slipped out of your mind. 

First Passenger. Oh dear no. On the contrary, it’s 
lieginning to come back to me—your face, you know, I 
remember it quite well. Always bad a good memory for 
faces; but I'm no good at names. Let me see, weren’t 
you--/- • 

Tld Major. You 're getting it; I see you 're getting it. 
Now, I ’ll just give you a bit of a clue to help you along. 
My first cousin, man of the name of Holworthy, was a 
captain in the Navy—commanded the Minotaur on the 
Chfca station in 1901. Retired now; spends most of his 
tine in Devonshire. Well, he and your uncle- 


First Passenger. My last.unele died in 1902. 

The Major. That wap the one. You remember Hol¬ 
worthy, of count'? 

First Passenger, %'e-es. I do seem to remember somebody 
with a name something like that. Wasn't he tho chap who 
went to Uganda ?—No, I'm sony: my mistake. The man 
I’m thinking of was called Bullook. 

The Major. Ah, poor old Tom Bullock! What a good 
fellow he was. I remember we went to the Derby together 
in 1882—Shotover’s year—and we both put our shirts on 
him. Lord bless me, that's. thirty years ago. How time 
does fly! 

First Passenger. I rather think my Bullock's name was 
Dick—yes, I ’in sure it was, Dick Brudcnell Bullock, a man 
of about thirty-five. ! 

The Major“ Ho'd be Tom's nephew. .1 know he lrnd a 
nephew or two. (The train begins to slacken down.) Ah, 
well, here we are. I don’t know when I've enjoyed a 
journey so much. It ’s such a pleasure to find, oneself 
remembered. 

First Passengei (murmuring). Delighted, I'm sura. 

(The train pulls up at the Terminus. 

The Major. Well, good-bye. I can't say how glad T am 
to have met you again. I shall see Holworthy to-night, 
and T’ll be surd to remember jou to him. 

First Passenger. Yes, do. Good-bye, good-bye. So glad 
to have met you again, | They part. 

Third Passenger. Who was tho funny old cock ? 

First Passenger\ I haven’t got the vaguest. Never set 
eyes on him before. 

SONNET TO WILLIAM TAFT. 

(In the manner of Mr. William Watson's sonnet to 
Tlicodoie Ilooscvelt.) 

I see a mighty people driven daft 

By tho stentorian enemy of their peace; 

Amidst them, most majestically obese, 

Thou towerest like a mountain, massivo Taft, 
Exuberantly rotund both fore and aft. 

The fateful day draws on by slow degrees; 

The ship of state is poopod'by perilous seas; 

And would’st thou steer once more that giant craft ? 
I’erhaps thou shalt and must! But, if by guile 
The lot should fall on bear-faced Theodobe, 

Still shalt thou be thy nation’s mammoth Smilo 
Which wakes the world to wondor. Nay thou ’rt 
more: , 

Thou art the Cosmic bulge and overspill, 

Thou art America, Brobdingnagian Bill! 

“When I fiist used to write to Mr. Whitworth Wallis upon golfing 
matters, I used to address him as Whitworth Wnllaee, Esq. That was 
iieeause I put him down as some descendant of the Northerner who 
watched with interest tho antics of a spider ami went out to fashion 
his life mi the same principles." 

'• Itolf jWrj" in “ Tlo• Itirmiiujlm.il Doily Mail." 

It 19 interesting to learn that Wallace kept a pet spider 
too. But no doubt after Pkvce had set the fashion every¬ 
body did it. _ 

“'You really ought to see the Irish players,’ gushed a ironid-be 
enthusiast; ‘tnatpioy—what ’b bis nemo—“The Cowboy of the Golden 
West," is fine! ’ He had evidently confused * Tho Gill of the Western 
World’ with ‘The Playboy of the Golden West.'" 

thiwh.’rf’T (! mini inn. 

It’s a good story, but the pith of it is spoiled by the foot 
that the writer has confused the two plays himself. But, at 
any rate, he can sympathise with the would-be enthusiast. 
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‘ ! ANI> lit. YOl' STAY I.S VEMlh!" ‘ O.NLY TWO DAY'!, MT I SAW EVKIiYllHSU WORTH I-KHIX’, I'OX'l Y KKOW." 

‘■Ueau.yI Then yoi''d sf.b the Lion of St. Mark’s, I scitose1" “Bather; saw the brute fed is fact. 


THE DIARY OF A DIPLOMATIST. 

| (lleing some early stages on the " rocky 
road" of reconciliation traversed iy 
Baron Marscii all \ onBikher whin.) 
Thursday, June 20.—'To Ascot with 
Lord Courtney or Pbnwith. Intro¬ 
duced to Baron dk Forest and Baron 
Sehnellgrove. Interesting t conversa¬ 
tion with Cavtain Coe on the pro¬ 
gress of Old Joe's Tieble Entente. 
Dinner with the Rov.Silyestkk House. 
Afterwards to the Russian Ballet with 
lord Wkardale. Introduced to Mons. 
Walklky. 

Friday, June 21.—The longest day I 
ever spoilt. Breakfast with Mr, .1. L. 
Garvin, tete-n-tite, at the Fitz Hotel. 
Lay down and rostod from 10.30 till 
II, At 11 received deputation from 
Bermondsey Orthographic Pacifists, 
expressing their desire to alter tho 
spelling of Jomiyn Street. Returned 
a suitable reply. Lunch with Mr. 
Eustace Miles, who submitted a 
scheme of diet calculated to promote 
international disarmament. At 3 inter¬ 
viewed bv Mr. Robert Blatchfobd. 
Tea with Mr. Mark Hambouro ; played 


duets till 6.30. Dinnor with Sir Ernest 
Casskl, and then to the opera to sec 
The. Earlier of Baghdad. 

Saturday, June 22,— Interviewed 
before breakfast by the Editor of The : 
Observer. Breakfasted off phenaeetin.: 
At 10.30 received depul ition from 
Cambridge, liuaded by Professor K. G. 
Browne, suggesting 'diplomatic inter- j 
veution to introduce compulsory Ger-J 
man at that C niversity and to request 
the Kaiser to discontinue the sending 
of tclograins to victorious Oxford crews. 
Lunch with Sir. Leo Manse, Mr. 
Ellis Barker, and Professor IIkw ins. 
Interviewed at 5.30 by the Editor of 
The Pall Mall 0(v.ette. Wont to bed 
early. 

Sunday, June 23. - In the morning 
read The Observer. Went hack to bed 
in the afternoon. 

Monday, June 24.—Breakfasted with 
Dr. Clifford, Mr. George Caduchv 
and Captain Coe, and sang quartets 
till 11 A.M. Received deputation from 
Sheffield Peace-workers expressing 
regret that safety-razor trade had 
interfered with tho importation of 
[Hamburg hollow-ground razors, and 


promising to agitate for the legal pro¬ 
hibition of the former. Lunched with 
the Eighty Club. Photographed at 
3 r.M. with Mr. Bernard Shaw. In- 
j terviewed at 5 by Mr. Harold Begbie, 

' who was immensely struck by the 
resemblance of the shape ot m\ skull 
! to that of Sir ()u\ Kit Lodge. Dined 
: ut homo, and in the evening went to 
[bear Sir Edwin Duknixg-Lawrbncb 


lecture on Bacon as tho author ol the 
works of Erasmus, Luther and 
Goethe. Supper with Sir Sidney 
Lee. Interviewed at 12.30 a.m. by 
the Editor of The. Pall Mall Gazette. 
r : 

“Tlio (Ticket urcHind at Tettonhall is in 
splendid wmlil ion, and Itattoo. thepedessional, 
is liuiing no stone unturned to make it look at 
its la-i-t lor the match.’’ 

Jliri.iiiigltiii Ke-viag Kijir -. 

Dalton’s enthusiasm is praiseworthy, 
hut does not tako him far enough. 
He will find it better,to renwvo the 
stones altogether. * 

“After the operation the Ion roamed atwit 
hi» rage amt appeared much happier.” 

Kerning Xem. 

He seems to have had his " i" removed. 








V.isifwsfi'l Ailij'ft (til iririelnt on nit'ili-jtiujijril strut ,“PlllTUY V.r.l I, EHVAIliti Hill IIKlir, 111! hiiiMB III' IIIOI Ml'sT K NOW 
A I.OOtl HEAT, I NllOUI.il THINK f " 

Old H’uMiet. "Knaws a main - j.ut, some of ’em hiu>. Jiow iiiisim'i Oi i> Wii.i.n. ha n jnt.ni:; I iie.kon v. no ksaw 


i UK NAMI> o' MOST o' TIIK (.EN Is WOT 003IES J!l.c;'l.Ai:.” 


TO A HERO-AGED SIX. 

[A «oiitc-in)Kir.iiy li.is boon inserting tint the toudeney inlu'mit ill the 
breast n" n small hoy or girl to limit Hies is implanted by nature an ) 
should h! encouraged. 1 

Cr.ABKNOB, your war upon that insect terror, 

The housefly, is in truth a grand crusade; 

Yet people, blinded by the scales of error, 

Deep sorrow for your foo have olt displayed; 

And you, for acting like a perfect hero, 

Have been pronounced a brute, an infant Nero. 

Hut there was instinct planted deep within you, 

A force which draggod you to the window-pane; 

Impelled by that, yon couldn’t discontinue 
Your ruthless course—so carpers bowled in vain; 

Indeed, the bitter draught of opposition 

Whetted the appetite of your ambition. 

You trod the path well known to benefactors, 

The weary road of calumny and blamo; 

But you have triumphed over your detractors 
Who bang their beads (at least they should) with 
shame; 

Y/ii go,‘unchallenged on the housefly's track 

With Science patting you upon the back. 

And yet, I apprehend, a hero’s halo 
Will not appeal to your unworldly mind; 

»Tis not for fame nor honour that you lay low 
A pest that brings destruction to mankind; 


What made your purpose firm, your spirit strong '! 
The simple thought that you were doing wrong! 

No longer can your spoil be called ill-gotten, 

And so, of course, jour occupation’s gone; 

Your once delightful sport seems simply rotten 
When dear old dames applaud and urge you on; 
Yes, Clarence, vanished are your palmy days; 

The world has damned you with unstinted praise! 


In an articlo by “Wykehamist,” in The Observer, tho 
famous Harrow song is quoted as follows:— 

“Coil gives ns horses to guard mid beleaguer, 

Caines to play at, whether earnest or fun ; 

Vigli!* for the fearless amt goods for tho buyer. 

Twenty, and tliiity and forty years on. ’ 

We are now looking forward keenly to an equally humorous 
version of tho Winchester “Ditlce Domum” from the pen 
of an Harrovian. 

"The Uaromcler is above 80 inches and rising in Portugal and 
alto in Iceland, but ill the latter region it is falling." 

Al/axleeu Daily Journal, 

This leaves many of our readers in a pitiable state of 
anxiety about their friends in Iceland. 

“The race is, however, n nail/ won by some l.or »\"—Morning 
Atlceiiuer. 

The days when a dark tortoise would spring a surprise 
are over. 
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ESSENCE OF 
PARLIAMENT. 

, KNtcacted from tub Diary 
of Tory, M.l\) 

House of Commons, 
Monday, June 17.--In 
the tlying moments of a 
dreav sitting, when all 
j was lost but the last 'bus 
j for Brixton, opportunity 
suddenly, unexpectedly, 
presented itself to tlio 
Mad Hatter. As they 
say in France, ho seized 
it by the hair. In ac¬ 
cordance with Standing 
Ordor debate and divi¬ 
sion oj New Reform 
Bill concluded before 11 
o'clock. There followed 
procedure of running 
through subsequent 
Orders and the motion 
for adjournment of the 
House formally mado 
from Treasury Bench. 
Hereupon it is open to 
Members,subject to limi¬ 
tation of time, to raise 



'■ Mr. Sfkakf.r, do you rut? tint v lit-n a mini lias untiling In sav hr most 
not got tip to deliver a specrh " 


ningly put him up to 
spoak through available 
time that remained, 
knowing that at half¬ 
past eleven deliverance 
from awkward position 
would come. 

This not an idea born 
in a brainy infant school. 
Amidst tumult, voice 
hoard declaring that in 
consideration of his ser¬ 
vices on this occasion 
the Mad Hatter’s name 
would appear "in next 
Honours Hist.” 

Another paradoxically 
sc rased the MadIIatter 
of lieing “ a Bonnot.” 
Speaker, asked to say 
whether use of the op¬ 
probrious term was in 
o dor, oracularly re¬ 
sponded, “ IL is a well- 
k n o w n Parliamentary 
expression.” 

No less a person than 
Ai.fbkd Hyttei.ton di¬ 
rectly accused Home 
Secretary of sheltering 


debate on any topic under the sun.'speech with me, I have the oppor-. himself behind tho Mad Hatter. 

When hands of clock touch half-past i tunity.” j This too much for McKenna, who 

eleven Breaker vanishes from Chair;! Could any case he clearer? aux appealed to Speaker to say whether 
sitting automatically closes. i logic more uncontrovertiblo ? ' it was in order to accuse him of 

On motion for adjournment made. Opposition not to lie deceived. Plain, sheltering behind another Member, 
to-night, Griffith-Boscawkn, inter- j to them this was a plot bora in' Speaker thought phrase aayis not un- 
posing, accused Home Secretary of Machiavellian brain of Home Secre- | parliamentary. Amid storm of Oppo- 
bolstering up case in favour of Welsh ' tary. Afraid to moot charges put' sition cheering lie confessed he had not 
Disestablishment hv incorrectly citing j forward by Griffith-Bosc.ywes, he 1 understood why Home Secretary had 
facts and figures relating to slmn-work j had suborned tho Mad Hatter, cuu- not immediately followed Griffith- 
in Cardiff. Whon ho sat down all eyes Bose awes'. 


Avero turned upon McKenna. He made! 
no sign of intention to respond. Iiore 
Avas the Mad Hatter’s chance. If 
there was no ono ready to take the 
floor, Avhy should not ho? Had done 
pretty well through tho long evening. 
At Question time mado overtures to 
Foreign Office for permission fo inspoct 
documents in its cliargo relating to ease 
of Miss Malecka. Worked off speech 
on New Reform Bill illumined by at 
least one remark that went to root of 
matter. 

"Mr. Speaker," lie said, “this Bill 
might be improved.” 

Forgetful of this priceless contribu¬ 
tion to debate, Housogreeted hisfresh in¬ 
terposition with howl of execration that 
made the blood curdle. " McKenna ! 

, McKenna!” the Opposition veiled. 
Mad Hatter regarded them with in¬ 
effable serenity. Pink of courtesy, he 
felt some explanation of his appearance 
on scene was due. 

“When I had a specoh ready, you 
Mr. Sfeakeb,” he said, nodding affablv 
to dignitary in the Chair," did not oalt 
upon me. Now, when I have not my 





A TKUCl'LKNT MAN OF WAtt. 
Mr. AcAn-Ron\KTK', 


I Tim honourable gentleman noAV in 
! possession of the House,” he added, 
glancing toAvards the Mad Hatter, in 
iioccnt creator of the turmoil, “admits 
he has not got a speech ready, and 
therefore I do not see Avhat the object 
of his vising Avas.” 

Speaker's knowledge covers wide 
range. Hvidcntlj doesn't know his 
M.ad Hatter. 

Thus adjured, Home Secretary rose 
to explain: was engaged upon task 
when, at half-past elovcn, House ml 
journed. Mad Hatter went off Avitli 
the rest-, musing on proceedings. 

" l think l put them right,” he mod¬ 
estly said to himself. “ What I don't 
'.understand is Speaker s’ remark that 
I he did not, see why I got up to speak 
J since I admitted 1 had no speech ready, 
ill he means that when a man has 
nothing to say lie must not gel up to 
! deliver a speech lie strikes at tho 
! heart of system of Parliamentary de¬ 
bate. Shall put down question on 
subject for to-morrow." 

Business done .—By majority of R24, 
leave given to bring in Now Retain 
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■Bill. Government majority bigger than 
ever. Of course it does not represent 
acquiescence in the Bill. Merely sup¬ 
plies necessary authority for printing it. 

Tuesday .—Proceedings with. Home 
Buie Bill as far. as they have gone 
differ a little luduftously from what 
was anticipated. Remembering threats 
uttered elsewhere by General Oarhon, 
K.C., the Minatory Moons and the 
Crusading Craig, people reasonably 
expected that as soon as Committee 
got to work there would not only ho 
wigs on tho green hut heads, arms, j 
peradventuro hero and there a leg. Up 
to now debato even decorously dull, j 
Ulster felt that something must Ito 
done to justify big words spoken and 
written outside. 

Opportunity presented itself when 
Premier moved closure on amendment! 
which that truculent man of war, Ao.tu- 
Kohaiwes, liad with mailed list tallied. 
Old familiar cry, “ Gag, Gag! ” raised. 1 
House cleared for division. McNeill ' 
(not Swift) proposed to continue de¬ 
bate. Upstanding, ho shouted some-: 
thing inaudible amid tumultuous crus' 
of “Order!" Chairman of Committees 
also on his feel. Disorder increased 
and maintained by persistent cries. 
of “Order!” Ciiaiuman reminded 
McNeill that, the question having been 
pul and division called, if lie desired to' 
address the Chair he must do so seated 
with his hat on. 

Hint promptly taken by the Martial 
Mooiti:. | 

"Has tho question liecn put?” be 
artlessly inquired from under brim of 
bis hat. " 1 did not hear it.” 

By this time McNeill had learned 
his lesson. Heated with somebody’s hat 
on, ho cried aloud on the Chairman. 
Wanted to know whether it was not 
his (the Chairman’s) duty to preserve 1 
order? A pertinent question this for 
Member with whom Chairman had for 1 
some minutes been wrestling in attempt! 
to make him observe elementary rule, 
of order. Chairman responded by 
putting the question of closure, and the 
mob, laughing, shouting, gesticulating, 
moved off to Division Lobby. 

Another outburst of wild excitement 
when they came back. Aqa r-Robautkh’ 
Amendment, insisting on partition of 
Ireland by exclusion of four counties 
from operation of proposed Act, was 
negatived by majority of 69. This 
sufficed. It was 29 more than majority 
by which Gladstone piloted his second 
Horn/ Rule Bill through the Commons. 
But it was 33 less than majority which 
tho other day negatived Instruction to 
split the Bill in twain. Opposition, 
accordingly, cheered itself hoarse. 

him nets (four.—-Amendment propos¬ 
ing toexekdeCounties Antrim, Armagh, 


Down and Deny from Home Rulo Bill _ di AV 

nogativccl by 320 votes against 251. ” ' THE PLAY. 

Friday.— Speaker's ruling that it ; “The Amazons." 

is not un Parliamentary to accuse a ]t had not assisted at the original 
Member of acting as “a bonnet” con- production of this “ farcical romance," 
tinues to create surprise'. According to and so it was fresh to mo the other 
that monumental authority, A Nno night, or rather, perhaps, the freshnoss 
English Did iam ri/, “ a bonnet ” is an was mostly on my side. For tho athletic 
exceedingly imdcsiralde acquaintance, female, whose advent, by the way,'had 
lie isviU , iouslydefmedas“a person used been hailed at a much earlier date by 
to conceal or put a good faco upon m; Mauiuer, is rieuxjeu by now. And 
underhand proceedings; a pretended yet, since slio is still on her trial, Sir 
player at a gaming table or bidder at Arthur Pinero's revival cannot mark 
an auction, secretly in league with tho the full triumph of accomplished 
proprietor or auctioneer to lure others prophecy (if that was what lio was 
to play or buy ; a thimble rigger’s after), as it might have done if the 
accomplice; a decoy.” themo had been the eaily promise of 

Point of order raised, Speaker one of those things, like tho motor-car 
promptly ruled Ibat the taunt Hung at or the monoplane, which by qpmir.o.r* 
a Member was innocuous by precedent, consent have “ come to stay.” 

Reference greatly puz/.lod House. f . 

Hark says it proves afresh the wide 

and intimate knowledge of l’arlia- 

menlary incidents possessed by the tR- 

SiEAKKit, his tenacious memory and |'fji fi 

his readiness at critical moments. j f Jf< .. ij ’ 

“ 1 sii|qjo-e,'' ho adds, “there arc not vl> mLjLhP 

a score of Members besides the Speaker W 

and myself who witnessed the scene to| 

on which the ailing is based. Jt yvd Sn. 

happened on a day -in April, 1H85. jEL 
The Fourth Party were at height of JBpL 

lame and power. Gentle Stafford 1 WzM. 

Noiithcote had for full four years mm Wymiffl ymsa 
suffered sorely at hands of Han- kMUKL. jH 

dm,ph. On this particular night ques- 
lion arose upon which Randolph, 

taking part in a lively turn of debate, OpVR' _ ll M 
designedly or otherwise did something W Mr- 

to help Government over awkward stile. m 

The proverbial worm will turn at last. 

Stafford Noutiicote saw his chance , 

and seized it with readiness and vigour j THE SlSTMlS LhULH.131'. Qb. 1 1 IN . 
that delighted crowded House. ‘My K>K 1IIL HALLS. 

noble friend, lie said, is Aeiy adioit nkd.so.x-Thiuiv and Miss Marie Limn, 
and agile in the positions lie 1ms taken 

up. But this is the tir.-t time 1 have For all that, the reappearance of The 
seen him perform the part of a bonnet Ammons is welcomo because it proves 
to the Government.’ I’eel was-iu the to the ne'w generation, and reminds tho 
Chair in those days. Appealed toon old, that Sir Arthur was once capablo 
point of order, he declined to direct of innocent frivolity. For The Amazons, 
Nortiicotk to withdraw the word." though a little obvious after the first 
Business done .—Report stage con- blush (if the word may bo used of a 
eluded of Bill qualifying clergymen to trio of girls so blatantly masculine), 
sit on municipal corporations. is At least free from those painful 

.. . social problems and that analysis qI 

The Glaegow Touch. obscuro and ugly motives on which he 

“ .Mi. Cosh took exertion to the proposal of has insisted in his later work; and it 
the Magistrate* to give the Australian towlers leaves no sour or pungent taste in the, 
an afternoon reception on tho occasion of their m outh. ' 

visit to (Glasgow. He tnovod that the luiuutc T _i.„ 

be scut Wk for further consideration. Mr. , ex . c ®P fc ° ne feat « re . m P ]a X 
Alexander M'Clrue seconded in order, ho ex- which its author would have done well 
plained, that moro adequate arrangements to revise by the light of the change in 
might tie made for the reception of the Ans- mo dero feeling. In these days, when 

tralians. Bailie M'MiHan having explained nMehhnnrR across the water hid 
that the reception, proposed meant only a enp ? u . r "eignwurs across tne water Din 

of tea, the ininntcs were almost ananimonsiy f alr 1® hold their own against US in 
adopted ,’’—uiargme AVic.i. roost games of skill and courage, bis 

Any comment on this would spoil its sneers at French sportsmanship are 
simple beauty. not only out of date, but, in'view of oar 





Mrnih'f (irllll him bivc/iw/ tin f/u'l of h i unci/). "'I'm A-- uVT.-~Wf.lt WHO nn.HT To is:: KII KRP, AM I? So IMAl’s what you 

THINK 01* MK, IS 1T ! " 

i.t'lyril. “ilY ukai: iki.iow, Tim V only wiiat I * i r. I tiiixk \ hot murk of vor." 


present relations, arc liablo lo revile a 
cordial misunderstanding. 

-But; what astonishes me most in 
this reproduction is that the manage¬ 
ment should have induced three ladies 
as delectable as Miss Neilson-Teruy, 
Miss Maims Lomu and Miss Pauline 
Chase to consent to make an exhibition 
of themselves in modem male attire. 
The disillusionment was most painful. 
The particular feminino charm of Miss 
Mahie Lohr was sacrificed to a more- 
than-masculine horsiness, and with no 
sort of compensation that I could dis¬ 
cover. In the matter of resemblance 
to the fighting heroines of antiquity, 
Miss Neilson-Terrt was the only one 
who made any pretence to this dis¬ 
tinction. As for Miss Pauline Chase, 
always so piquant a figure in the 
sketchy costume of Peter Pan, here she 
was rigged out in brooches and gaiters 
for the purposes of a fishing expedition 
(mitigated by incidental interludes on 
the guitar) and seomed to me, in Phil 
May’s words, to be tho “smallest 
giantess on reoord.’’ 

The real fun of tho play—and the 
"‘Amazons ” themselves had very little 


to do with that—began with tho en¬ 
trance (on all fours) of Mr. Weedon 
O iiossMiTii as ihe'Karlof Tireenwapes; 
and whenever lie was on the stage, 
citing precedents from tho traditional 
behaviour of his ancient family, it was 
impossible to he dull. 

It is one of the many virtues of this 
inimitable actor that lie can always 
afford— such is his reserve of strength 
—to understate his case. I never foci 
this about Mr. Dion Bouck ault; but, 
to do him justico, his Frenchman was 
a part that demanded a more forcing 
method, robing for its humorous offoet 
less on the thing said than on tho 
manner of saving it and on the right 
gesture. Ami, anyhow, tho character, 
as I complained More, belongs to a 
past ago and needed much farcical 
activity for its resurrection. 

Physically, Miss Ellis Jeffreys 
cannot be said to haro looked quite like 
a raothor of Amazons, but her spirit 
was as male as you could wish. I did 
not mistake Mr. Godfrey Tearle for a 
Varsity Blue, but thon I have never 
yet mistaken anybody on the stage for 
a Varsity Blue, except Mr. Benson, 


■ and he happens to lie ono. But Mr. 
Tkaiit.k was solidly strong, though his 
' style requires something more spacious, 

( like a prairie of the Far West, for its 
environment. • His personality seemed 
a little cramped in the confinement of 
this Ovorcolc covert. I should myself 
have said the same about the partridges 
which, as T gathered, made it their pied- 
ii-tenc instead of tho usual stubble and 
roots; but I would not think of setting 
up my own experience against that of 
Sir Wing on a question of bird-life. 

After a time the play began to re¬ 
cognise itself for pure farce, and, quick¬ 
ening in the last Act to u more 
j rollicking tempo, sent tho largo audienco 
! away well satisfied with their entertain- 
| mont; reassured, too, of,the charm of 
! their favourites by a brief final glimpse 
I of thorn in the habiliments proper to 
1 beauty. 0. S. 

, t i 

“Tu u rather dmk-enlomed, deep mivzo- 
soprano voire the singer joins ;i splendid 
! (einperamtml."—/V/y TiPyru/ili. 

j Wo ourselves prefer a plum-coloured 
| voice.with blue stripes, or elso epmo- 
j thing with a tartan timbre. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It will ba a duller day when our retired diplomats 
and proconsuls ceaso to give us the fruits of their 
generous amateur culture in such volumes as .1 Tragedy in 
Stone, and Other Papers, by Lord Kedksdalk (Lank). The 
author does not altogether disdain tho friendly cliche, nor is 
ho free from that last infirmity of noblo (and other) book¬ 
makers, tho reprinting of tho respected addresses andj 
occasional papers of an earlier decade. “ A Tragedy in ( 
Stone ” is a pleasantly discursive paper on tho Tower of j 
London. Follow an address on Leonardo; an inarm¬ 
ing “ Apologia pro llorto Meo ”; and a slight but exceedingly 
interesting summary.of the history of paper, llut readers! 
of Lord Hedesdale’s -earlier work (or of this in another 
form) will turn with more zost to the papers on Japan 
which form the larger half of the volumo. 

In 1866 the then Mr. Freeman-Miteord was transferred 

to Tokyo from Peking— • — . - 

and saw tho birth and | 

! early struggles of the j \>--[,vWs\V 
j New Japan. Ho found! __ ■ 

a country, as I13 says,! “ 7 “ 

at about tho Cn-<;y and' . 

Agineourt stage, with , .. J >gga' 

the banded Samurai and, -!j Ml 

| tho Ron in swashbucklers' f~ j ~ 
still carrying and using' " I 

their cherished blades, j j ‘ ■■ — 

In forty years their sons 1 j •< .< <• 

! are the gallant victors of 1 { / jU .- 

j Tsushima and Mukden.! j ' _ \ //frlcllMv- 

j There are many splendid ! 

I talcs of tho feudal and ffr-" 
legendary days of Old J . Kail 

Jajtan in these chapters, j flBBjf 

j How tho old spirit stir- i T§jl| “ 

| vivos in the new type is | ■ • il' j — 

well illustrated by the! - Jjl_ ... 

story of Commander! -' 

Hirose, to whom fell! 
the dangerous duty of I 

hitiking a vessel to block ir , .. 

1, . , lm; IIuixK-.v.nxT at tub i.A'iixr 

theexitfrom!ortArthur. - W mii 111s mimioiwiumis. 

Ho succeeded in placing - - -- 

hi j vessel in position, and having reached safety he wont 
back for a missing midshipman, whom he found dead. 
Having left his sword this second time, he again went back 
to recover it, and was killed. But ho had written home that I 
if he should succeed in bis attempt his friends were not to 
expect him homo as, having had so much courtesy and in- ■ 
struclion from the Russians when ho was Naval attache in 
St. Petersburg, he could not in honour survive after doing! 
them so serious an injury; so that it would to necessary t.o, 
commit hara-kiri 011 the quarterdeck of his own ship in! 
discharge of his debt. I 


Tin: IIor»K-.\i.nsT at tub i.A’iixr 
iiaiiuumm: wmii ins mimioiwiumis. 


The conventionality of Mrs. Stanley Wkexoh’s story, Pillars \ 
0 / Smoke (Long), ia relieved by her skilful handling of local 
colour, She has a ; i intimate knowledge of the Oxfordshire 
peasant, and uses it Ho embellish what would otherwise 
have boon but a moderate story. The " loo-belling ” episode 
is very vivid. Loo beiling is a punishment which tho 
Oxfordshire village reserves for those who offend against its 
not too rigid code of morals. It combines the more out¬ 
standing points of burning-in-eftigy and dueking-in-the- 
horse-pond, together with thoso of one or two other rural 
sports. Tho “ Oxford Manner ” seems to be less restrained 
when you get out of the University centre into the villages. 

. . — ■ — ■ ■ — e 

To tho making of certain kinds of books there should no 
doubt ba an end; but among these any volumes which 
contain new light on that curious freakish painter of genius, 
Whistler, could never he included.. The latest Memoirs 
of James McNeill Whistler (Lane) is by Mr. Thomas H. 
Wav, the lithographer, who, with bis father, was associated'; 

.— -— — — - 1 with Whistler’s experi- 

1 myits ’'in lithography, 
ji jwneroby he added 
j . - |‘‘.Songs in Stone” to 
* : , . tho world's store of bar- 

! j mony. Both with pencil 
( I and pen Mr. Way builds 

v 1 up an impression of the 

1 Butterfly (Hot omitting 

;J j bis sting). Ho know 

I him well until the time 
! \ came,as come it did with 

j j so many, of the artist's 
J friends,for a final breach, 
ji Incidentally wo meet 

11 £//-. 1 again the adventurous 

’ 'figure of Charles 
; Augustus Howell, of 
: i whom it is impossible to 
. hear too much; and there 

.. ( is also a pertinent refer- 

:iv, ; / cnee to Mr. Walter 

] Greaves which is cal¬ 
culated once again to 
disturb the dovecotos. 
liiy Aliens a “‘ where there’s a Will 

--_-1 there's a way is an in¬ 
variable rule. Jt is fortunate that it once happened that 
where there was a Jimmie there was a Way too. 



(i.MIUKN Cl 1 Y A DOT IS A COM CMC 10 


Jim Fisher was a rural “ nut," and his sister Maude tho 
female equivalent. They lived at Blenheim Farm, and sot 
Ibomselves with an almost three-volume cynicism to bring 
unhapninoss into the lives of their humble neighbours, the 
llunttys. .Apart from rot having a titlo, the only way in 
which Jim failed to be a Bad Baronet was that, when ho j 
“ sneered openly," ho did not smoke a cigarette. He pur¬ 
sued Jess Huntley with his Loathsome Addresses, and was 
as malignant to Honest John Bradshaw, the hero, as any 
heAditary aristocrat could have been. Mamie meanwhile 
tinted Jess's brother like the Heartless Flirt that she was.; 


There is a quotation which catches my eyo every week at 
tho head of an article as I turn the pages of one of the illus¬ 
trated papers. 11 says," Dress does make a difference, Davy;" 
and I do not think 1 quite realised how true this is until I 
read Sir Edmund C. Cox's book, The Exploits of Keslio Naik, 
Ihieoit. He describes in a sories of episodes the efforts of 
the Indian police to catch a notorious criminal, a rogue of 
supreme impudence and of suoh taking ways that one is 
glad that he escapes at last. Having read the book through 
with keen delight, it was with that snoaking feeling with 
which one looks a gift-horse in the mouth that 1 tried to 
find out tho secret of its charm, and the truth stood revealed 
that it was nearly all in the telling. Candidly, Kesha's 
exploits are not very much out of the ordinary. But Sir 
Edmund has put the tales into the mouth of a native polioe- • 
man, and you cannot read thorn without getting a very 
lively idea of a phase of Oriental life which has not been 
over-exploited. The volume (which is very appropriately 
published by Const aulk) is not the first from tire same hand • 
dealing with an Indian subject. 1 hope it will not be the hit. 








It was not a very new thought, and I think I should- have ignored it and continued on ray way home from ray 
labours (for 1 too am a working man), but at the next moment I observed a second banner which said, “ Down with- 
Luiour! " 


I did not remember to havo seen this sentiment before, certainly not in juxtaposition to the other. Greatly 
intrigued, I sought for fresh light in the perusal of further banners, and read, “Ur with Coxsimeus! ” and "God Save 
THE StHUOOLINO MIDDLE CLASSES! " 

I now remarked that the massed gathering had an air of high respectability and intelligence, being made up, 
it seemed, of the brain-workers of London—her barristers, her artists, her journalists, her physicians. 

“ A quiet, orderly crowd,” I said to a largo member of the Force. 

“ Very well-behaved, Sir," he replied. 

“ And what is it all about ? ” I asked. 

“ It's along of this sausage-makers' strike,” he said. 

Now, sausages in the height of summer had never closely appealed to me, yet I felt that what apparently 
touched my own class of toilers should have at least a fairly convivial interest for mo, so I descended into the arena, 
within reach of the spray of the fountain, where I could catch the remarks of an orator who had established himself 
upon the summit of the steps of Nelson's Statue. I recognised him as a well-known junior attachod to the Probate, 
Divorce and Admiralty Division. 

“And what, Gentlemen,” he was saying, “has the Government done? It has refused protection to labour 
imported from the dog-fancier trade on the ground that such importation is provocative. But wo are not mainly 
concerned with the delinquency of the Home Skcketaby ; for, after all, in the near approach of the baneful influence 
of Sirius, the sausage has ceased, for the time, to rank among the amenitios of lifo. It is rather as a sign of the times 
that we protest against this strike, coming as it does to crown the almost continuous unr<y‘. of these past ttreive 
months. ' ' 

" We take no sides in this matter, though we recognise that the Labour-leaders, the Tilletts and the Goslings, 
wj^o, on the strength of a dispute about a single employee, called upon all the transport-workers throughout the 
/ountry to strike in sympathy, have set a most deplorable example. Wnat if the masters followed it ? What if, for 
V equally trivial reason, they called for a National Lock-out by way of sympathy ? But, os I say, we wish to show ho 
bias. • A plague o' both your houses 1 ’ we cry. ' , 
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" And who are we? Gentlemen, we are the treat Consuming Middle Classes, the very marrow and backbone 
of British Consumption. It is we who suffer most by these wanton disputes. It is not the idle rich, for they can 
always afford to go and live abroad, where most of their money has biready preceded them. It is not the so-called 
working classes, for half of them, it seoms, can afford to strike whenever the fancy takes them, and the other half looks 
on without protest ‘ Wc are the real sufferers, who are neither plutocrats nor proletariate, and we have suffered beeauso 
we have never proved our strength by combination. . j 

" Gentlemen, the time has come for us to form ourselves into a Union of our own—an Anti-Consumptive League, 
sworn to go without luxuries and to adopt a minimum standard of necessities; to burn wood instead of coal; to walk 
where once we travelled by train; to dress in woad who used to figure in tailor-mado apparel; to forgo sea-borne 
comestibles; to close our lips to the native charm of the succulent sausngo. Thus only can we forcibly teach reason 
to the truculenco of Trade Unionism. 

" And, if need be, wo will go back to the land in a body and develop a Garden City with communal ’buses 
and a communal hearse, where ovory man, sitting under his independent fig-treo, shall contribute his share toward 
the production of the necessities of our common existence. 

\ “ So to the blast of their Socialism we will offer tho counter-blast of our own ” (Loud applause, during which 
the speaker resumed tho floor of Trafalgar Square.) 

It was at this point that an oldish gentleman of a'Suave but commanding exterior and with a slight excresconeo 
in the region of the superior spinal vertebrae, was seen to be swarming up tho flank of ouo of tho I jAM>sbb$, )><!!£. 
Arrived at his destination, and leaning gracefully upon tho nock of tho King of Beasts, he began tq, address thJ'fiicoting. 

“ Fellow-workers,” lie said—and his peculiar bonhomie at once commanded attention—“/hough I am not 
actually prepared to strike in sympathy with your scheme—for the delicate nature of mj/work requires a more 
genorous sustenance than you propose to sanction—my heart is with you and my hump is at your disposal. In the 
relatively primitive conditions which you are about to imposo on yourselves, the sacrilico of carnal luxuries should 
induce a craving for a compensative assortment of spiritual food. Not otherwise will each of you be in a position to 
say, in the words of the poet, 1 My mind to me a kingdom is.’ 

“ Here, in my hand, I hold what is probably the most nutritive mental pabulum that has ever been placed on tho 
"market. It is for all tastes. I commend it to you without reservation.” 

With that ho vaisod aloft in air, so that all Trafalgar Square could sec it, a tome of the most superb. Instantly 
those who had made a conscientious study of Mr. Punch's half-yearly Kpilogues (and they included all t.ho bqp 
examples of brain-power in that intelligent assembly) recognised the subject of his eulogy, and rightly concluded 
that it was no other than his 


m limbreb anb iorttr-Seronb Volume, 
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1 Boat Strike (The) .2 

Books that will Last.. ... t 

Important Announcement.1 

London's I At rat Luxury. 

! Node Departure (A). 4 

t Our Busy Celebrities ..1 

Plot and Counterplot .. 

Prizes for All .1 

Rain .3 

Rondeau .. 

Campbell, Gerald. 

Boy and the Average Classic (The) 
CHALMERS, P. R. 

Artists (The) ...t 

Caaine rtenenn..- 

Cottage GutMKTJhyei.! 

Disappointed Deniwfl'IuO.1 

Dream (A). 

Gardcnrr'a Cat (The).i 

In an Ohl Nuvarry.1 

In London.: 

Jane-a Terrier .I 

"LittleFoxes"(Tliri .I 

Z'tfiil I 

. Roundabouts and Swings ..i 

Story of A, 11, C. (A).: 

To a March Brow.1 

To a Spring Fox.I 

Vagabond (The). I 

Cowes, Louis 

New Dramatist (A) .■ 

OUNWILL, BULKKLEY 
Mfaklngllayhy Moonshlir'.1 


Aging Hay by Moor 
NHal-Lattor Day {A) 

. Straight Tip (A)..,. 

Hamel, k. 0. 
Chatterbox (The) 


Only Time (The).198 

Other Side (The).IIS 

El’KEKSLEY, A. 

“All the Brat of Both" . 394 

Art of the Theatre (The). 29 

Sir. Honrohiei Adapts II nwlf ... <47 

racking (The).107 

Romance of the l'l inc- s, (Th ).... *r,9 

Theatrical Notes.. 410 

Eden, Mrs. 

Baby float (The).417 

Belgian Pinafore (IV).ISO 

(linger Cat (The).110 

mini Birthday (The) . 77 

Elias, F. W. . 

•Intelligent Anticipnt.'iii'i .... 131 

Playing at Play .. .. 1**1 

Up-to-Cftndi-dnto (The) .170 

Emanuel, Walter 

Charhftria.weekly 

World Of Books (Tlwj . 5 

Fav, Stanley J. 

Georgo'a Wife's Baby.409 

To Henry on golting into “Whoa 

Who”. 39 

Filmore, L. E. 

. HowtoBuyThinga. 119, 133. 400 

Oar Handbook .439 

Fish, W. W. Blair 

Provincial Touch (Hie). 33 

Fisher, Murray 

Triumph of Ylotocino (Tim). 33 

GARVEY. Mis* In A 

Blanche’s Letters . 330, 438 

Goldstein, A. 8. 

Sola.* of the Consored (The). S3 

Graves, 0, L 

Peaoock(Tlie). 93 

Preliminary Prattle with Udy 

Practoea Pipkin* (A).. IDS 

UKAVK8, C. L., AND LUCAS, E. V. 

Are Brltone Underfed?,.238 

Are Second Thoughts Beat? .300 

At the’Alls. 270 

iilgley Paper* (Tbo).327 

Breaking-op Song. 190, 


Articles. 


Candidate)! for the I km Fi.i d 
Cinema Uero*K (The).. 

Coming CoiiUMh . 
Consolation)! of au Ev L'wb: 

Dactylonunda . 

Daviil reran s .Jonathan . 

Debt and Duty . . 

Diary of a Diplomatist (I h ) 
Festive Aril Hunters (Tin*) . 
Four Mmo Stars! . .. 
Fl*ud of the UIm'I Again (1 tie) 
Oool Uncle (The) 

11 rent Name (The) 

Guatdiugof Kdcn(lhe) 
Hopwood Uie Handym.m 
How to Save Crick'd 

Is it worth it f. 

Last Test (The) . . 

Latest Epidemic (Tie ) 

Literary Gossip. 

London Museum (The). 

laOiidon’M Crying Need. 

More " Tetters to My self ’ 
More than Andy Books (The) . 
Moming-PosUinpreHsImii'.m.. 
Mr. Vnue MOcuin Alnoad 

Music. 

Musical Notes. 

New Leagues of Meiey. . .. 

Optimist (The). 

Others (The). 

Our Lpndon Letter . 

M Pall Mail” Palaveis . 

Fanny Fares to Paina»M»s 

PnlT Adroit (The). 

Rogues (Tlie). 

Roosevelt Day by Day.. 

Social and Persona I . 

Society Notes. 

Sonnet to William Lift 

Sorceress (The) . 

Swansea Song (A). 

Theatrical Notes... 

Tosli about Titles. 

Two of our Oonqueire x ... 
Twopenny Picrpont Morgan 
Unauthorised ami Unravlseti. 
Universal Arbitrator (The)... 
Voices of the Prophets (The). 


Raven-Hilt,, L. 


Oh*»ta«-le Event (The) .. .. 

... 301 

Old Oid«r Change* (lie).. . . 

... uv 

Om.u-i.and Route (lli*) . 

... 413 

Plain Dealer (The). 

... 2*0 

IMutfoi in Amendi* 1 * . 

. .. 

Second String (A) . 

... 2ii:i 

Shock Tjietirs. 

... 32) 

Too apt ft l’opd . 

... H 

United w* Ditler..... 

. . ;».» 

T<ro\iEND, F. H. 


Fight for the Ashes: One 

Alt 

(The). 

... 21 

HetMiuoi the Sen|Hg»at(1h>') 

,.. y;r 

! Sorting'. Split (Tin-) . 

... • “ 

| White Elephant Sale (Tlu ) . . 

.... M3 

Woi Id ?a Greatest'(The) 

.... 7‘* 


(il’THRIE, T. ANMKY • 

“ Bu1ll|Mti ,, : an Appieeiiiti‘*n . 

King in Exile (A) . ^. 

My Ideal “Ueber-Thealer " ^ 
My ReM*aiehe.s in Ocenlt Scieire 

Ha-law, Ralph, 

Noblevhtj Oblige. 

Hiltom-Brmyn, r. 

To an EarlyWalfolil. 

HodckinsonYt. 


. 483 

. .. 73 

.487 

. I. 123 
... 318 
... 429 


Colour Organ (the). 

Did .ShakspearwMtty Football ? .. 

Lowland Honi.-uVc ( \). 

Narrow Escajjefit) . 

On t.ho Bnttleflell . 

Heal Rmolntlmi .1 . 

Ruined Industry 1\). 

Tip in Time (A) . . 

To Edward, a Puppy. 

Hopkins, E. T. 

Hapja’OiTi.’iri.'ii’ . . 

llriiiiKs, O. E. 

Pont Min ks .. . 

IIi n niS«ON, A. S. M. 

Diary or a Twin Soul (Tla>) . 

Jenkins, Ernest 

tjwksim.ii(The) .... 

Malta Spreial (I he) 0 . 

S/...Himaulo Nighl-lloiroia . 

Johnston, A let 
Watchman (Tlio).. 

Kkkui.k, H. (.'. 1 

» Agwl Si \ .,B. 

Captaiu * 

Injury. 

L . 

I). 

Dead Blcyeln. 

lobbery.. 

the). fh.. 

ikla la Absence . 

Rogcie TTiinks . 
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\KKKA1IAV, CuVl>OS 
' To t Cntic of Stylo... . 

Kidd, AiiTHt'u ; 

KW S»*v};i Jill .. .! 


Articles— continued. 


.J. ■ mil ,. .. rj- *.*>» 

C h*V a '^‘V* - Mi.a”.24.) 

V.ONftf. G. V. V „ 

Adiance of the Footg*.»nls (The).. ?I 

Dynnnic Ait-.*.•. \IL ....... 2fs 

iCuIiWM. > HiO) ./..305 

Kn^’.i Fntuiists(Tlie,\.247 

Few Word* With a Cinstucenii (A) 450 

1’ly on the Lino (A) .83. r » 

Dan) mode Again.81*0 

Hymn to the Greek Grammar ... 207 
Linea to nu Aortal Interrupter .... 407 

LvIn# Prophet (The). tWJ 

Otwtnictioiiist ('Hie). ♦. 430 

Peaceful Kml (The) .212 


Dandelion (The)..... .J,.. 818 Atthe Piny.... 142, 538, 2f7 

.Education of John (Tl*»).....402 Collaborators (Tie) . ]W 

Envelope*, Cmnmercirt Size . 455 Continental Marnier (The).848 

Holiday Jaunt, ('1 he). .rtf ..... 20 Convert (The). *204 

In Paris. f }. 21*8 Desperate Content (A). 420 

£10,000 . T» . JIO Dravriiw the Line . 101 

Moment (The) .i.410 “ find the Woman ". 480 


Perverted Pupils . 

. 128 

rhantoms. 

. 4t»i> 

Praji r to May (,M. 

. 

Itescit j (The) . 


Heat .if*- Tpil . 

. . .. 1 

of ti»* Horea (The, . 

7p 

Star in the Night (A) . .. 

104 

To his« Mother . 

.... llPi 

Tribute loa(iod(A). 

.... 143 

UufaiiT.esH of it (The) .. .. 

. . SJj 

Vendetta (The) .... 

.... :t:u 

Water Ilazanl (The) ., ,. 

.... 124 

Witeh-rinnt (TlieJ. 

. . PS 

With any Luck. 

. lay 

I.ANOI.IY, F. O. 

“Dalis Catered I’m ” . . 

. 4M 

Cuusc and Kffect .... 

. .. L’S7 

Dignity and Impudence 

. . . l:U 

Kxeu.se (The) . 

. ss 

JYee-Fo/jder (The) . 

. . . .w; 

Friend in Need (A). .. . 

h73 ; 

' Laying the Hla hid. 

,. 178 

Lexicotrumia. 

. . 2IK 

Lite ami Itomauec. 

. 

*• Atnn in the, SUills ’ (fl»e) 

. 4H 

Opinion of the Cuant (An) 

210 

i.iui lord (The) . 

.124 

Personality (A). 

... . :n 

l*rovert» (The) . 

... 412 

JhnrianccofFctei CinhaiirsWluskers , 

(Tiie). 

.414 ' 

Mruth Stslk (Tin ). 

10:i 

Nmoke Nuisance Ahateinent (The) |Hi> 

Npilngaml tho Man. 

.211 

Lehmann, If. C. 

Alien Laurel (The). 

. 02 

Amalie Dujip. 

. . . 42/ 

A Palin. 

.11*0 

Authei ami Alfml. 

. hs 

Hack Again_. 

. . :j2o 

Charades .. 



' Lignment (The) .i,.410 

Meivury fn»p).f. 14 

Mixture, New Style (Tlie)&.310 

National Guino Presei\ulS.ni Act 

(The) .. .... 300 

Path to llcaliiy (The) .. 114, iV 182, 
8H»,25o, 

Ib-cognltlon (Tlie). 483 

Slmw Exter.sion and Popularisation 

Co., Unlimited .303 

Walk with the Dugs (A). 52 

Ll.ssA.NT, S. r. 

Court Sitting.2»7 

Lodge, A. A. 


410 “ find the Woman ". 480 

14 I 1 Irnld of Summer (The).2ik g , 308 

310 Inland Voyage (An) . 288 

I My Secretary .328 

300 Overdoing It . 888 

182, Heal Ireland (The).28s 

JSilly Ah*(A). -28 

483 Some Decent Decisions . 8 

Stoiicsof fcucceahful Lives.. 60, 78, 92, 
098 131, 1V2,170 

62 Tiling that Matter (The) . 248 

Unhappy Speculation (An). 408 

237 Mum, Ward 

Jonnh Jones. ISO 


Awful Experience (An). US Ml'LOREW, FRANK 


j Sad Case Ol Fernhy (The) .3wi 

Lurv, Sir Henry 

Essence of Pail lament.. 139, ].»>), 177, 
197, 215, 235, 233. 273, 293, 813, 333, 
3*»3, 373, 39J, 413, 453, 473. 49.1 


“iaihliy" . UO 

LUMIAM, ilAllRKRTOX 

Ail in the Making(An) .397 

l.a Belle an Buis Doiiuatil. . . . 278 

Luigh that came oil (The) . . 2S 

Two that Paited.02 

Mackenzie, A. G. 

Iliicksteua. 4S1 

Old Adam (The). s, 

To James llmd. 281 

Mackenzie, Captain W. S. 

(Sovernor's t in den Party (The).. . 101 
Martin, N. K. 

Mr. Punch's General Knowledge 

Exam.|) 

My Gnevanre_ . . ]'*s 

ftitilntir • , i*rre'*famdeii( e (A).. .. 59 

Hose Harden (The). 410 

Mining Purv«-yoi (TTie) , . 238 

I Istei ami theN.P.U.l.47S 

MAi'i>, Mis. 

Holier of Content ion 302, 322, 358, 302 

Menzie>, G. K. 


3Mi I f-ast Ltesort (The).« ty* 

_ i OtJihviK, AV. Ji. 

1 " ’ |* Hot away on . <H» 

™;; Pm ii.uis, e. K. 

M ' How to Lhe on Sixpence a Day .. 377 

! Maltei or UlaTioni) (A). 97 

I Two-Finger Exercise (A). 278 

rmiJJi-s, Gordon 

“.'.Jj “ Hooks UnwTitten". 307 

oL* I’orii, Minn Jessie 

j Cockney De|m}scn (A). 417 

* s - ‘•(lainbol" . 207 

Hint to Aviators (A). 44 ] 

Lock-Out (A). 387 

“ Nervous Natives. 224 

,,,! 8.1-x.t. •. ta 

11,1 ! l’i:t>TnN', T. 

J Modern Foxhunter(The). 13 

1 Kendall, Miss K. 

,,,'J l.mi r p Ami of ('omi'ulfiK't;(flji'i . . 2 |i, 

Rink. li. K. 

4 Hi IlhlflKitth" (The). 208 

23 S ; KlTTKXBKK'S. M,\\ 

IIS i Alicia’s lialik-lSiok.iv.l 

! RmiBiiTs, Miss H. C. 

302 IhsniiiK-Kisini A|KuUnsiits . ... ,V 2 

■ I ltnnr.RTs, K. H. 


LiranmtK- llistoiy.■ jvinn.N in Cuwdl. 

l’syclnati) . . . 430 ; l. „. . 

IV,■ , w th« IVople.8171 [ 'i ‘ m,„v 


M Kill: I HAN, I'EIICV 

‘■I’W.T.".S!»r 

Miai.i,, 1)ki:\ve.v: ' 

Vl lilies (Iriiiie'lA) . 43 S 

Mii.ni; A. A. 

Aiiotlu-i Mili'sluue . 42 


Connni'Fc-lal Urania (The).172 

Seaman, Owes 

" At the “ llumlm! Tears Ago" llall 412 
At the I'lay .. 1U, 82, 08, KM, 122,142, 
1(12, 200, 81ft, 388, 358, S7(i, 404 

Itack t» Nature . 422 

Kailliftil Tnuiut (The). 242 


King's stationeryi|W) . 

New Mlaslon (A).8-j 

Of ParlUmenUi'y Hepmta.-"is 

Khiali .s..; , ,) 

Strike pr Tnilora (iV>...vftts 

To a CenCeman of #iti*laii(l ... V.'4(I2 

To April...... • . .... jiij 

3j* the next Twel,eilw,:' i r.,., 88 

yanteil: u Hnyentt.... ■<}?. 283 

Wanted :Car» fur “ MeiiWnly " .. 74 

IVInti r uftfnr t'ontcntTlie). an 

8ll.UlM.KS, JiLTiO 
Caael-nw.,y;..? 4S7 

Smith, Bebtram 

Alpine Ganiea ..J. 05 

Kewilderer(The). 47 d 

ItidenSVee . 174 

Interprelotinn (The). 74 

Miialc of the l'nltuc (The) . 274 

Oi era inked. aar. 

Second City (The).:i 42 

Wwlaa lintel (The). 2, 2li 

Stocks, (,’. I,. 

African Idyll (An). ]ity 

Sykes. A. A. 

InglUh aznhe iz lu 1 n> sjadt 

Vacuum Pttitii-h. .479 

SysiNs, X-M. .yi*' 

(Tneiimti^‘ .47«» 

Cttlonci^i lie) . 31 li 

IntanAr (The).427 

Poster Idyll (A). . .. :«7K 

Spring Trout (The).204 

TnoMAs, F. \V, 

lteliee.H 5 

Vanwki.i,, J. JI. 

Pan'nlliellcallytHy Jo\e).‘Jilt* 

Wait, Hash, li. 

Critich m Made Fa-y .llf» 

Klegantiie Alh U-l. »-,5 

l'Tugnlitea la Fallieivs.218 

(Janynusles to Onler. 330 

Wa it, Hans.uh 

To a Itatiiing Machine. 100 

To a Strolling Phi) er. 1 S 1 

To n Vacuum Cleaner . 190 

White, R. F. 

Knllnmiokta (The). 130 

Hints on the Care or tho Pel-son 200 

Just Defore tl»c Hat tie. 143 

Mrxlcst Invocation (A). 425 

NewCaleiMlar(A). 84 

Our Mugazine Wge . 118 

Uu r Mixicat Press.HO 

Haeial KiiUiuhIhstu .229 

Rhyme -and Reason.44 r * 

Ruling FasNion (The) .S- r iO 

WhilsmitidoCjcle Tour# . 390 


Pictures and 

Au.lfi.sf. A. V . 219 Morrow, Ukoroe 18, !i6, 

•ixVaim u, 11. IX... 15, 27, 4!*, 64. 87, 100, 121, 1!17, 161, 184, 202, 222, 

. 13.T, 151, 181, 19«, 221, 239, 259, 279. 299, 306, 320, 3'J5, 360, 369, 

317, 339, 345, 379, 397, 419, 437, 450, 477, 490 

Ariim r, Kdwin .415 

Bacmek, Lewis ... f 117 , 174,191, 232, 250, 

269, 3 A 9 , 330, 319. 409, 433, 415 
IUvnes, Piiieip 91/ 145, 245, 297, 321, 317, 439 
Benneit, Fred...A 19, 72, 126, 208, 281, 301 
Bird, W. ... 6, 2l£86, 108, 146, 161, 266, 341, 

” 400, 421, 116, 461, 475 

Blaikley, F.iisii/r.314 

Booth, J. L. C.300 

Huitianan, Fred . 447 

BliRfity-V .286 

* Cduo, Mis* Kuvh. 41 

Crow in ei: Smith, H, F. ..21(1 

Daubexy, Hesketh .. 50 

Fraser, P. 37, 261, 401 

(iOODALL, F. W. . 221 

Hart, Franil.170 

Haselden, WVK. 16, 32, 68, 104, 122, 142, 

162, 238, 296, 310, 338, 358, 376, 486, 494 

Helps, Herbert. 274 

Holia/b, C. C. . 185 

Horne/ L E. . 48# 

Kino, 0UKN4NU 63,131,23^^6,319,375,395,459 ; 

m, y. g..165 

tow, Harry. W, . 60,836 

Lcnt, WlLMOT. 35 

/CivCMEESON, D. . . .X . 155 

iliCa-iA. Wauj* 6, 28, 46, 69,'.3‘A05.116, 

WVM 201, 217, 247, 267, ; ?90iN ;.^337 r 
. 17, 390, 406, 417, 422,4651 467, 487 



Sketches. 

54, 71, 90, 99,125, Nonius, A. 43, 69, 79, 169 

210, 260, 280, 289, OlVEX, Wild. 209 

380, 389, 420, 440, Pabtrihoe, Bernard. 1 

460, 480, 496 |»j ARl . Jfi Vernon. 310 

Pears, Charles. 81,141 

Pmiham, Frrh. 7 

Prance, B. 8. 334, 426, 479 

Raven-Hji.i., L. ...82, 136, 156, 350, 410, 498 

Rkeii, E. T. . 13, 31, 61, 61, 85, 103, 123, 

139, 140, 159, 160, 177, 178, 197, 198, 215, 
216, 235, 2*6, 253, 254, 273, 293, 294 
Reynolds, Frank 67, 97,118,193, 231, 255, 

277 

Rountree, Harry. '•■■■-& ... 28 

Shepard, R. H. 10, 88, SfW, 163, 178, 
191, 203, 230, 241, 310, 441, 469 

SllEPPABD, IV. 11. 326 

Siiepperson, C. A. 153, 211, 229, 329, 370, 

430, 457 

Smith, A. T. 25, 89, 295, 846, 366, 261, 399, 

466,481 

Smithies, James.219 

Stamps, O. L. 41,183, 212, 257, 270, 287,* 
M7, *27, 355, 365, 387, 407, )27, 470, 495 

Straw*, C. ft . 10$) 

Thomas, Bin... 17) 45,96^ 171, *35 

Towns***, F, H. 6,,55, 77, 96,113, 136, 147, 
160, m S»r 227. 249, 265, 285, 806, 

8*8, 853, 854, 867, 861, 578, 374, 877, 

892, 894, 409, 418, 414, 425,,434, 449, 4, 
454, 465, 475) 474, 185, 4 
WifiMAMR, Hamilton... * 






















































































